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HAMLET, 

PRINCE      OF      DENMARK. 


DRAMATIS  PERSONiE. 

CLAUDIUS ,  King  of  Denmark.  MARCBLLUS ,  i  on^trn 

HAMLBT,  Son  to  the  former,  and  BERNARDO,    p'""^"' 

Nephew  to  the  present  King.  FRANCISCO ,  a  Soldier. 

LAERTES,  hif  Sod.  A  Captain.    Ambastadors. 

yOLTlMAND        I  Ghost  of  Hamlet's  Father. 

CORNELIUS,*      (^  FORTINBRAS,  Prince  of  Norway. 

ROSENCRANTZ,  >CoarUers.  Two  Clowns,  Grate-diggers. 

GUILDENSTBRN.T 

OSRICK,  aCoortier.  GERTRUDE,  Queen  of  Denmark, 

Another  Courtier.  and  Mother  to  Hamlet. 

A  Priest.  OPHELIA ,  Daughter  to  Polonius. 

Lords,  Ladies,  Officers,  Soldiers,  Players,  Sailors,  MeiaeDgers,  and 
Attendants. 

SCENE,  Elsinore. 


ACT  I.     SCENE  I. 
ElsiDore.    A  Platform  before  the  Castle. 
FRA19CISC0  on  his  Post.    Enter  to  htm  Bkrnardo. 
Ber.    Who  's  there? 

Fran.  Nay,   answer  me:  stand,  and  unfold 

Yourself. 

J^.    LoogJireibeking! 
J^-^'  Bernarilo?: 
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Ber.  He. 

Fran.    You  come  most  carefully  upon  your  hour. 

Ber»    *T  is  now  struck  twelve :  get  thee  to  bed ,  Francisco. 

Fran .    For  this  relief  much  thanks.    'T  is  bitter  cold , 
And  I  am  sick  at  heart. 

Ber.    Have  you  had  quiet  guard  ? 

Fran.  Not  a  mouse  stirring. 

Ber.    Well,  goodnight. 
If  you  do  meet  Horatio  and  Marcellus , 
The  rivals  of  my  watch ,  bid  them  make  haste. 

Enter  HoKATio  one?  Marcellus. 

Fran.    I  think  I  hear  them.  —  Stand,  ho!    Who  is  there! 

Hor.    Friends  to  this  ground . 

Mar.  And  liegemen  to  the  Dane. 

Fran.    Give  you  good  night. 

Mar.  O!  farewell,  honest  soldier : 

Who  hath  reliev'd  you? 

Fran.  Bernardo  has  my  place. 

Give  you  good  night.  [Boiit  Frascisco. 

Mar.  Holla!  Bernardo! 

Ber.  Say. 

What!  is  Horatio  there? 

ffor.  A  piece  of  him. 

Ber.    Welcome,  Horatio:  welcome,  good  Marcellus. 

Hor.    What,  has  this  thing  appeared  again  to-night? 

Ber.    I  have  seen  nothing. 

Mar.    Horatio  says,  'tis  but  our  fantasy. 
And  will  not  let  belief  take  hold  of  him , 
Touching  this  dreaded  sight  twice  seen  of  us ; 
Therefore ,  I  have  entreated  him  along 
With  us ,  to  watch  the  minutes  of  this  night ; 
That ,  if  again  this  apparition  come , 
He  may  approve  our  eyes ,  and  speak  to  it. 

Hor.    Tush,  tush!  't  will  not  appear. 

.  ^an S\ldQ^imvwh\le; 

Apdleiiia  oace^gaia  h^mSI  your  ears , 
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That  are  so  fortiGed  against  our  story , 
What  we  two  nights  have  seen. 
-   Hor.  Well,  sit  we  down, 

And  let  ns  hear  Bernardo  speak  of  this. 

Ber.    Last  night  of  all , 
When  yond*  same  star ,  that 's  westward  from  the  pole , 
Had  made  his  course  t'  illume  that  part  of  heaven 
Where  now  it  bums ,  Marcellus ,  and  myself, 
The  bell  then  beating  one,  — 

Mar,    Peace!  break  thee  off:  look,  where  it  comes  again ! 

ErUer  Ghost, 

Ber.    In  the  same  figure ,  like  the  king  that 's  dead. 

Mar.    Thou  art  a  scholar;  speak  to  it,  Horatio. 

Ber,    Looks  it  not  like  the  king?  mark  it,  Horatio. 

Hor.    Most  like:  —  it  harrows  me  with  fear,  and  wonder. 

Ber.    It  would  be  spoke  to. 

Mar.  Question  it,  Horatio. 

Hor.    What  art  thou,  that  usurp'st  this  time  of  night. 
Together  with  that  fair  and  warlike  form , 
In  which  the  majesty  of  buried  Denmark 
Did  sometimes  march?  by  heaven  I  charge  thee,  speak ! 

Mar.    It  is  offended. 

Ber.  See!  it  stalks  away. 

Hor.    Stay!  speak,  speak!  I  charge  thee,  speak! 

[Exit  Ghost. 

Mar.    T  is  gone,  and  will  not  answer. 

Ber.    How  now,  Horatio!  you  tremble,  and  look  pale. 
Is  not  this  something  more  than  fantasy? 
What  think  you  on 't? 

Hor.    Before  my  God,  I  might  not  this  believe , 
Without  the  sensible  and  true  avouch 
Ofmine  own  eyes. 

Mar,  Is  it  not  like  the  king? 

Hor.    As  thou  art  to  thjseJL 
Sach  was  the  very  armour  he  had  on ,    « 
Wien  he  th' ambitious  Norwaj  combaUd '. 
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So  frown'd  he  once ,  when,  in  an  angry  parle , 
He  smote  the  sledded  Polacks  on  the  ice. 
'T  is  strange. 

Mar,    Thus,  twice  before,  andjump  at  this  dead  hour, 
With  martial  stalk  hath  he  gone  by  our  watch. 

Hor,    In  what  particular  thought  to  work,  I  know  not; 
But  in  the  gross  and  scope  of  mine  opinion , 
This  bodes  some  strange  eruption  to  our  state. 

Mar.    Good  now,  sit  down;  and  tell  me,  he  that  knows , 
Why  this  same  strict  and  most  observant  watch 
So  nightly  toils  the  subject  of  the  land? 
And  why  such  daily  cast  of  brazen  cannon , 
And  foreign  mart  for  implements  of  war  7 
Why  such  impress  of  shipwrights ,  whose  sore  task 
Does  not  divide  the  Sunday  from  the  week? 
What  might  be  toward  ^  that  this  sweaty  haste 
Doth  make  the  night  joint  labourer  with  the  day  ? 
Who  is 't,  that  can  inform  me? 

Hor.  That  can  I; 

At  least,  the  whisper  goes  so.    Our  last  king. 
Whose  image  even  but  now  appeared  to  us , 
Was,  as  you  know,  by  Fortinbras  of  Norway, 
Thereto  prick'd  on  by  a  most  emulate  pride , 
Dar*d  to  the  combat ;  in  which  our  valiant  Hamlet 
(For  so  this  side  of  our  known  world  esteemed  him) 
Did  slay  this  Fortinbras ;  who ,  by  a  seal'd  compact. 
Well  ratified  by  law  and  heraldry. 
Did  forfeit  with  his  life  all  those  his  lands , 
Which  he  stood  seiz*d  of,  to  the  conqueror: 
Against  the  which ,  a  moiety  competent 
Was  gaged  by  our  king ;  which  had  retum'd 
To  the  inheritance  of  Fortinbras, 
Had  he  been  vanquisher;  as,  by  the  same  co-mart, 
And  carriage  of  the  article  design'd. 
His  fell  to  Hamlet.    Now,  Sir,  young  Fortinbras , 
orua/inproved  utetsle  hot  and  full , 
^^^^  iie  skirts  eTNorwijf,  here  and  there , 
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Shark'd  op  a  list  of  lawless  resolotes , 

For  food  and  diet,  to  some  enterpriie 

That  hath  a  stomach  in 't :  ichich  is  no  other 

(As  it  doth  well  appear  unto  our  state) 

But  to  recoTer  of  us ,  by  strong  hand 

And  terms  compulsatiTe ,  those  'foresaid  lands 

So  by  his  father  lost.    And  this,  lukeit, 

Is  the  main  motive  of  our  preparations , 

The  source  of  this  our  watch ,  and  the  chief  head 

Of  this  postr-haste  and  romage  in  the  land. 

Ber.    Ithinic,  itbe  no  other,  but  e'en  so: 
Well  may  it  sort ,  that  this  portentous  figure 
Comes  armed  through  our  watch ;  so  like  the  king 
That  was,  and  is,  the  question  of  these  wars. 

Hot,    a  mote  it  is  to  trouble  the  mind's  eye. 
In  the  most  high  and  palmy  state  of  Rome , 
A  little  ere  the  mightiest  Julius  fell , 
The  graves  stood  tenantless ,  and  the  sheeted  dead 
Did  squeak  and  gibber  in  the  Roman  streets: 
As ,  stars  with  trains  of  fire  and  dews  of  blood , 
Disasters  in  the  sun ;  and  the  moist  star , 
Upon  whose  influence  Neptune's  empire  stands 
Was  sick  almost  to  dooms-day  with  eclipse : 
And  even  the  like  precurse  of  fierce  eyents  — 
As  harbingers  preceding  still  the  fates. 
And  prologue  to  the  omen  coming  on  — 
Ha?e  heayen  and  earth  together  demonstrated        ' 
Unto  our  climatures  and  countrymen.  — 

Re-enter  Ghost. 
But,  soft!  behold!  lo,  where  it  comes  again ! 
I '11  cross  it,  though  it  blast  me. —  Stay,  illusion' 
Ifthou  hast  any  sound,  or  use  of  voice,  « 

Speak  to  me : 

If  there  be  anj  good  ibiag  to  be  done , 
JhMtmayto  thee  do  ease,  and  grace  to  me , 
Speaktome: 
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If  thou  art  privy  to  thy  coantry's  fiit« , 

Which  happily  foreknowing  may  avoid , 

O,  speak! 

Or ,  if  thou  hast  uphoarded  in  thy  life 

Extorted  treasure  in  the  womb  of  earth , 

For  which ,  they  say ,  yon  spirits  oft  walk  in  death ,    [Cock  cr 

Speak  of  it: —  stay,  and  speak! —  Stop  it,  Marcelius. 

Mar,    Shall  I  strike  at  it  with  my  partisan  ? 

Hor.    Do,  if  it  will  not  stand. 

Ber.  T  is  here! 

Bar.  T  is  here  I 

Mar,    T  is  gone.  lExit  G 

We  do  it  wrong ,  being  so  majestical , 
To  offer  it  the  show  of  violence ; 
For  it  is,  as  the  air,  invulnerable. 
And  our  vain  blows  malicious  mockery. 

Ber.    It  was  about  to  speak ,  when  the  cock  crew. 

Hor.    And  then  it  started,  like  a  guilty  thing 
Upon  a  fearful  summons.    I  have  heard , 
The  cock ,  that  is  the  trumpet  to  the  morn , 
Doth  with  his  lofty  and  shrill-sounding  throat 
Awake  the  god  of  day ;  and  at  his  warning , 
Whether  in  sea  or  fire ,  in  earth  or  air , 
Th'  extravagant  and  erring  spirit  hies 
To  his  confine ;  and  of  the  truth  herein 
This  present  object  made  probation. 

Mar.    It  faded  on  the  crowing  of  the  cock. 
Some  say ,  that  ever  'gainst  that  season  comes 
Wherein  our  Saviour's  birth  is  celebrated , 
This  bird  of  dawning  singeth  all  night  long  : 
And  then,  they  say,  no  spirit  dares  stir  abroad ; 
The  nights  are  wholesome ;  then  no  planets  strike , 
No  fairy  takes ,  por  witch  hath  power  to  charm , 
So  hallow'd  and  so  gracious  is  that  time. 

Ifor,    So  have  I  heard ,  and  do  in  part  believe  it. 
-fty/,  /ook,  the  mora,  in  russet  mantle  dad , 
Walks  o'er  the  dew  of  yond*  high  eastern  YmMl. 
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Break  we  our  watch  up ;  and,  by  my  advice, 
Let  us  impart  what  we  have  seen  to-night 
Unto  young  Hamlet ;  for,  upon  my  life, 
This  spirit,  dumb  to  us,  will  speak  to  him. 
Bo  yon  consent  we  shall  acquaint  him  with  it , 
▲s  needful  in  our  loves ,  fitting  our  duty? 

Mar,    Let'sdo't,  I  pray;  and  I  this  morning  know 
Where  we  shall  find  him  most  conveniently.  [Exmnt, 

SCENE  li. 
The  Same.    A  Room  of  Sute. 
Enter  the  King y  Queens  Hamlkt,  Polomius,  Laertes,  Vol- 
TiMAND,  Cornelius,  Lords  ^  and  Attendants, 
King.    Though  yet  of  Hamlet  our  dear  brother's  death 
The  memory  be  green ,  and  that  it  us  befitted 
To  bear  our  hearts  in  grief,  and  our  whole  kingdom 
To  be  contracted  in  one  brow  of  woe ; 
Tet  so  far  hath  discretion  fought  with  nature , 
That  we  with  wisest  sorrow  think  on  him , 
Together  with  remembrance  of  ourselves. 
Therefore,  our  sometime  sister,  now  our  queen, 
Th'  imperial  jointress  of  this  warlike  state , 
Have  we,  as 'twere,  with  a  defeated  joy, — 
With  one  auspicious,  and  one  dropping  eye, 
With  mirth  in  funeral ,  and  with  dirge  in  marriage , 
In  equal  scale  weighing  delight  and  dole ,  — 
Taken  to  wife :  nor  have  we  herein  barr'd 
Your  better  wisdoms ,  which  have  freely  gone 
With  this  affair  along:  for  all,  our  thanks. 
Now  follows,  that  you  know,  young  Fortinbras , 
Holding  a  weak  supposal  of  our  worth , 
Or  thinking,  by  our  late  dear  brother's  death 
Our  state  to  be  disjoint  and  out  of  frame , 
Colleagued  with  the  dream  of  his  advantage , 
He  haih  aot&ii'd  to  pester  us  with  message , 
Importing  the  surrender  of  those  lands 


8  HAMLET, 

Lost  by  his  father,  with  all  bands  of  law, 
To  our  most  valiant  brother.  —  So  much  for  him. 
Now  for  ourself ,  and  for  this  time  of  meeting. 
Thus  much  the  business  is :  we  have  here  writ 
To  Norway ,  uncle  of  young  Fortinbras ,  — 
Who,  impotent  and  bed-rid,  scarcely  hears 
Of  this  his  nephew's  purpose,  —  to  suppress 
His  farther  gait  herein ,  in  that  the  levies , 
The  lists,  and  full  proportions,  are  all  made 
Out  of  his  subject :  and  we  here  despatch 
You,  good  Cornelius ,  and  you,  Yoltimand, 
For  bearers  of  this  greeting  to  old  Norway ; 
Giving  to  you  no  farther  personal  power 
To  business  with  the  king ,  more  than  the  scope 
Of  these  dilated  articles  allow. 
Farewell ;  and  let  your  haste  commend  your  duty. 

Cor,  Fol.    In  that,  and  all  things ,  will  we  show  our  duty. 

King,    We  doubt  it  nothing:  heartily  farewell. 

[Exeunt  yohtmLKfOi  ontf  Cornblivs. 
And  now,  Laertes,  what 's  the  news  with  you?     « 
You  told  us  of  some  suit;  what  is  H,  Laertes? 
You  cannot  speak  of  reason  to  the  Dane , 
And  lose  your  voice :  what  would'st  thou  beg ,  Laertes , 
That  shall  not  be  my  offer ,  not  thy  asking? 
The  head  is  not  more  native  to  the  heart, 
The  hand  more  instrumental  to  the  mouth , 
Than  is  the  throne  of  Denmark  to  thy  father. 
What  would'st  thou  have ,  Laertes? 

Laer,  My  dread  lord , 

Your  leave  and  favour  to  return  to  France ; 
From  whence  though  willingly  I  came  to  Denmark , 
To  show  my  duty  in  your  coronation , 
Yet  now,  I  must  confess ,  that  duty  done , 
My  thoughts  and  wishes  bend  again  toward  France , 
And  bow  them  to  your  gracious  leave  and  pardon. 

Itvt^,    Have  jou  your  father's  leave?  What  sa^«  t^olonius ? 
^4^/    He  bath,  mj  lord,  wrung  from  mtiirjA^^\w^^, 
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BjlaboorsomepetiAon;  and,  at  last, 
Upon  his  will  I  seal'd  my  hard  consent : 
I  do  beseech  you ,  give  him  leaye  to  go. 

Ring.    Take  thy  fair  hoar,  Laertes;  time  be  thine. 
And  thy  best  graces :  spend  it  at  thy  will.  — 
But  now,  my  cousin  Hamlet,  and  my  sod, — 

Ham,    A  little  more  than  kin,  and  less  than  kind.        [AtUe. 

King,    How  is  it  that  the  clouds  still  hang  on  you  ? 

Ham.    Not  so,  my  lord;  I  am  too  much  i' the  son. 

Queen.    Good  Hamlet,  cast  thy  nighted  colour  oflT, 
And  let  thine  eye  look  like  a  friend  on  Denmark. 
Do  not,  forever,  with  thy  vailed  lids 
Seek  for  thy  noble  father  in  the  dust: 
Thouknow'st,  'tis  common;  all  that  live  must  die , 
Passing  through  nature  to  eternity. 

Ham.    Ay,  Hadam,  it  is  common. 

Queen.  If  it  be, 

Why  seems  it  so  particular  with  thee? 

Ham,.    Seems,  Madam!  nay,  it  is;  I  know  not  seems. 
T  is  not  alone  my  inky  cloak,  good  mother , 
Nor  customary  suits  of  solemn  black , 
Nor  windy  suspiration  of  forc'd  breath , 
No ,  nor  the  fruitful  river  in  the  eye , 
Nor  the  dejected  haviour  of  the  visage , 
Together  with  all  forms,  moods,  shows  of  grief. 
That  can  denote  me  truly :  these,  indeed,  seem. 
For  they  are  actions  that  a  man  might  play ; 
But  I  have  that  within ,  which  passeth  show , 
These  but  the  trapphigs  and  the  suits  of  woe. 

Ring.    T  is  sweet  and  commendable  in  your  nature ,  Hamlet, 
To  give  these  mourning  duties  to  your  lather : 
But,  you  must  know,  your  father  lost  a  father; 
That  flither  lost,  lost  his;  and  the  survivor  bound 
In  filial  obligation ,  for  some  term , 
To  do  obsequious  sorrow :  but  to  persevere 
In  obstinate  eoadolemeot  is  a  course 
onmpk>tt88iabbomBe8s;  'iT^iiaiQanly  grief: 
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It  shows  a  will  most  iDCorrect  to  heaven ;         * 

A  heart  aofortified ,  a  mind  impatient , 

An  understanding  simple  and  unschooFd : 

For  what,  we  know,  mast  be,  and  is  as  common 

As  any  the  most  vulgar  thing  to  sense , 

Why  should  we ,  in  our  peevish  opposition , 

Take  it  to  heart?  Fie !  't  is  a  fault  to  heaven , 

A  fault  against  the  dead,  a  fault  to  nature , 

To  reason  most  absurd ,  whose  common  theme 

Is  death  of  fathers ,  and  who  still  hath  cried , 

From  the  first  corse  till  he  that  died  to-day , 

"This  must  be  so."    We  pray  you,  throw  to  earth 

This  unprevailing  woe ,  and  think  of  us 

As  of  a  father ;  for  let  the  world  take  note , 

Tou  are  the  most  immediate  to  our  throne ; 

And,  with  no  less  nobility  of  love 

Than  that  which  dearest  father  bears  his  son 

Do  I  impart  toward  yon.    For  your  intent 

In  going  back  to  school  in  Wittenberg 

It  is  most  retrograde  to  our  desire ; 

And,  we  beseech  you,  bend  you  to  remain 

Here ,  in  the  cheer  and  comfort  of  our  eye , 

Our  chiefest  courtier,  cousin,  and  our  son. 

Queen,    Let  not  thy  mother  lose  her  prayers ,  Hamlet: 
I  pray  thee,  stay  with  us;  go  not  to  Wittenb^. 

Ham.    I  shall  in  all  my  best  obey  you,  Madam. 

King,    Why,  't  is  a  loving  and  a  fair  reply : 
Be  as  ourself  in  Denmark.  —  Madam ,  come ; 
This  gentle  and  unforced  accord  of  Hamlet 
Sits  smiling  to  my  heart ;  in  grace  whereof. 
No  jocund  health  that  Denmark  drinks  to-day. 
But  the  great  cannon  to  the  clouds  shall  tell , 
And  the  king's  rouse  the  heaven  shall  bruit  again , 
Re-speaking  earthly  thunder.    Come  away. 

[Flourish,      Exeunt  King,    Queen,   Lords,    dec 
PoLomva,  and  Laeetss. 
-^^^K^sr.    O!  that  this  too »  loo  BOM  {l^s\i^Q\!\^  m€ix  > 

\^ 
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Hiav,  and  resolve  itselfinto  a  dew; 

Or  that  the  Everlasting  had  not  fix'd 

His  canon  'gainst  self-slaughter.    O  God !    O  God ! 

How  weary,  stale,  flat,  and  nnprofitable 

Seem  to  me  all  the  nses  of  this  world! 

Fie  on 't!     O  fie! 'tis  an  onweeded  garden, 

That  grows  to  seed;  things  rank,  and  gross  in  nature , 

Possess  it  merely.    That  it  should  come  to  this ! 

But  two  months  dead !  —  nay ,  not  so  much ,  not  two : 

So  excellent  a  king;  that  was,  to  this, 

flyperioD  to  a  satyr :  so  loving  to  my  mother , 

That  he  might  not  beteem  the  winds  of  heaven 

Tisit  her  face  too  roughly.    Heaven  and  earth ! 

Must  I  remember?  why ,  she  would  hang  on  him , 

As  if  increase  of  appetite  had  grown 

By  what  it  fed  on;  and  yet,  within  a  month ,  — 

Let  me  not  think  on 't.  —  Frailty,  thy  name  is  woman !  — 

A  little  month ;  or  ere  those  shoes  were  old , 

With  which  she  followed  my  poor  father's  body , 

Like  Niobe ,  all  tears ;  —  why  she ,  even  she , 

(OGod!  a  beast,  that  wants  discourse  of  reason, 

Would  have  mourn'd  longer)  —  married  with  my  uncle , 

My  father's  brother ,  but  no  more  like  my  father , 

Than  I  to  Hercules:  within  a  month ; 

Ere  yet  the  salt  of  most  unrighteous  tears 

Had  left  the  flushing  in  her  galled  eyes , 

She  married.  —  O,  most  wicked  speed,  to  post 

With  such  dexterity  to  incestuous  sheets ! 

It  is  not,  nor  it  cannot  come  to,  good; 

But  break,  my  heart,  for  I  must  hold  my  tongue ! 

Enter  Horatio  t  Bernaroo,  oni^MARCELLUS. 
Hor.    Hail  to  your  lordship !      ^ 
Ham,  I  am  glad  to  see  you  well : 

Horatio ,  —  or  I  do  iorget  mjstlt, 

ffar.    The  same,  my  lord,  and  your  poor  ftenatiXCN^x. 
Arax9.    Sir,  my  good  Mead;  I  '11  change  that  nani^  ^VCki  ^wx* 
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And  what  make  you  from  Wittenberg ,  Horatio?  — 
Harcellus? 

Mar.    My  good  lord,  — 

Ham.    lam  very  glad  to  see  yon;  good  even,  Sir.  — 
Bntwhat,  in  faith,  make  you  from  Wittenberg? 

Hor.    A  truant  disposition,  good  my  lord. 

Ham.    I  would  not  hear  your  enemy  say  so; 
Nor  shall  you  do  mine  ear  that  violence , 
To  make  it  truster  of  your  own  report 
Against  yourself :  I  know,  you  are  no  truant. 
But  what  is  your  a£Eair  in  Elsinore? 
We'll  teach  you  to  drink  deep ,  ere  you  depart. 

Hor.    My  lord,  I  came  to  see  your  father's  funeral. 

Ham.    I  pray  thee,  do  not  mock  me,  fellow-student; 
1  think ,  it  was  to  see  my  mother's  wedding. 

Hor.    Indeed,  my  lord,  it  followed  hard  upon. 

Ham.    Thrift,  thrift,  Horatio!  the  funeral  bak'd meats 
Did  coldly  furnish  forth  the  marriage  tables, 
^ould  I  had  met  my  dearest  foe  in  heaven 
Ere  ever  I  had  seen  that  day,  Horatio!  — 
My  father,  —  methinks,  I  see  my  father. 

Hor.    0!  where,  my  lord? 

Ham.    In  my  mind's  eye,  Horatio. 

Hor.    I  saw  him  once:  he  was  a  goodly  king. 

Ham.    He  was  a  man,  take  him  for  all  in  all , 
I  shall  not  look  upon  his  like  again. 

Hor.    My  lord,  I  think  I  saw  him  yesternight. 

Ham.    Saw!  who? 

Hor.    My  lord,  the  king  your  fiither. 

Ham.  The  king  my  father ; 

Hor.    Season  your  admiration  for  a  while 
With  an  attent  ear ,  till  I  may  deliver , 
Upon  the  witness  of  these  gentlemen , 
This  marvel  to  yon. 

Ham.  For  God's  love,  let  me  hear. 

J^ar.    Two  Djghts  together  J  had  these  ^nl\«m«tk  ^ 
MuveHasaad Bernardo,  on theiri?atcli , 
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In  the  dead  Tast  and  middle  of  the  ni^t , 

Beeo  thus  encoonter'd.    A  figure  like  yoor  father , 

▲rmed  at  point,  eucUy,  cap-4Hpi6, 

Appears  before  them ,  and  with  solemn  march 

Goes  slow  and  stately  by  them :  thrice  he  walk'd , 

By  their  oppressed  and  fear-surprised  eyes , 

^nthin  his  truncheon's  length ;  whilst  they,  distill'd 

Almost  to  jelly  with  the  act  of  fear , 

Stand  dumb,  and  speak  not  to  him.    This  to  me 

In  dreadful  secrecy  impart  they  did , 

And  I  with  them  the  third  night  kept  the  watch ; 

Where ,  as  they  had  deliyer'd ,  both  in  time , 

Form  of  the  thing ,  each  word  made  true  and  good , 

The  apparition  comes.    I  knew  your  father ; 

These  hands  are  not  more  like. 

Bam.  But  where  was  this? 

Mar.    Hylord,  upon  the  platform  where  we  watch'd. 
Ham,    Did  you  not  speak  to  it? 
Hor.  My  lord,  I  did. 

But  answer  made  it  none ;  yet  once,  methought, 
It  Ufted  up  its  head ,  and  did  address 
Itself  to  motion ,  like  as  it  would  speak : 
But,  even  then,  the  morning  cock  crew  loud. 
And  at  the  sound  it  shrunk  in  haste  away , 
And  Tsnish'd  from  our  sight. 

Ham,  T  is  Tery  strange. 

Ear.    AsIdoliTe,  my  honoured  lord,  'tis  true; 
And  we  did  think  it  writ  down  in  our  duty, 
To  let  you  know  of  it. 

Ham,    Indeed,  hideed,  Sirs,  but  this  troubles  me. 
Hold  you  the  watch  to-ni^^t? 

ML  We  do,  my  lord. 

Ham.    Arm'd,  say  you? 
j^U.  Arm'd,  my  lord. 

Ham.  Itom  Vft^  Vft  V«^ 

^a:    My  lord,  ihym  head  to  foot 
^am.    xbea,  Mr /oo  not  his  &ce? 
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Hor,    O!  yes,  my  lord;  he  wore  hiis  beaver  up. 

Ham,    What!  look'dhefrowningly? 

Hor.  A  countenance  more 

In  sorrow  than  in  anger. 

Ham,  Pale,  or  red? 

Hor,    Nay,  very  pale. 

Ham,  And  fix'd  his  eyes  upon  you  ? 

Hor,    Most  constantly. 

Ham,  I  would  I  had  been  there. 

Hor.    It  would  have  much  amaz'd  you. 

Ham,  Very  like, 

Very  like.    Stay'd  it  long? 

Hor,    While  one  with  moderate  haste  might  tell  a  hundred. 

Mar,  Ber,  Longer,  longer. 

Hor,    Not  when  I  saw  it. 

Ham,  His  beard  was  grizzled?  no? 

Hor,    It  was,  as  I  have  seen  it  in  his  life , 
A  sable  silver'd. 

Ham,  I  will  watch  to-night : 

Perchance,  't  will  walk  again. 

Hor,  I  warrant  it  will. 

Ham.    If  it  assume  my  noble  father's  person , 
I  '11  speak  to  it ,  though  hell  itself  should  gape , 
And  bid  me  hold  my  peace.    I  pray  you  all , 
If  you  have  hitherto  conceal'd  this  sight , 
Let  it  be  tenable  in  your  silence  still ; 
And  whatsoever  else  shall  hap  to-night, 
Give  it  an  understanding,  but  no  tongue: 
I  will  requite  your  loves.    So,  fare  you  welK 
Upon  the  platform ,  'twixt  eleven  and  twelve, 
I  '11  visit  you. 

j41L  Our  duty  to  your  honour. 

Ham,    Tour  loves,  as  mine  to  you.    Farewell. 

[Exeunt HoRXT  10,  Marckllus,  andBsKKAKDo, 
My  father's  spirit  in  arms !  all  is  not  well; 
fdouJbt  some  foul  play:  would  the  m0it^«t«cotDAV 
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Till  then  sit  Still,  my  soul.    Foul  deeds  will  rise , 

Though  all  the  earth  o'erwhelm  them ,  to  men's  eyes.  lExiU 


SCENE  III. 
A  Room  in  Polonius'  House. 
Enter  Lasrtks  and  Ophklia. 
L€ter.    My  necessaries  are  embark'd;  ftrewell: 
And,  sister,  as  the  winds  give  benefit, 
And  convoy  is  assistant ,  do  not  sleep , 
Bat  let  me  tiear  from  yon. 

Oph.  Do  yoQ  doubt  that? 

Laer.    For  Hamlet,  and  the  trifling  of  his  favour, 
Hold  it  a  fashion ,  and  a  toy  in  blood ; 
A  Yiolet  in  the  youth  of  primy  nature , 
Forward,  not  permanent,  sweet,  not  lasting, 
The  perfume  and  suppliance  of  a  minute; 
No  more. 

Oph.    No  more  but  so  ? 
Laer,  Think  it  no  more : 

For  nature,  crescent,  does  not  grow  atone 
In  thews,  and  hulk;  but,  as  this  temple  waxes. 
The  inward  service  of  the  mind  and  soul 
Grows  wide  withal.    Perhaps,  he  loves  you  now; 
And  now  no  soil,  norcautel,  doth  besmirch 
The  Tirtue  of  his  will :  but  you  must  fear , 
His  greatness  weighed ,  his  will  is  not  his  own , 
For  he  himself  is  subject  to  his  birth : 
He  may  not ,  as  unvalued  persons  do , 
Carve  for  himself;  for  on  his  choice  depends 
The  safety  and  health  of  this  whole  state ; 
And  therefore  must  his  choice  be  circnmscrib'd 
Unto  the  Toice  and  yielding  of  that  body. 
Whereof  he  Is  the  head.    Then,  ifhe  says  he  loves  you, 
>  o,       It  fits.your  wisdom  so  hr  to  belief  e  it , 
As  be  in  hispartiembur  act  and  place 
/  Mbf  give  Jus  sajiDg  deed;  wiich  is  no  ftrther , 
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Than  the  main  voice  of  Denmark  goes  withal. 
Then,  weigh  what  loss  your  honour  may  sustain. 
If  with  too  credent  ear  you  list  his  songs , 
Or  lose  your  heart ,  or  your  chaste  treasure  open 
To  his  unmaster'd  importunity. 
Fear  it,  Ophelia,  fear  it,  my  dear  sister; 
And  keep  you  in  the  rear  of  your  affection , 
Out  of  the  shot  and  danger  of  desire. 
The  chariest  maid  is  prodigal  enough , 
If  she  unmask  her  beauty  to  the  moon. 
Yirtue  itself  scapes  not  calumnious  strokes : 
The  canker  galls  the  infants  of  the  spring, 
Too  oft  before  their  buttons  be  disclosed ; 
And  in  the  morn  and  liquid  dew  of  youth 
Contagious  blastments  are  most  imminent. 
Be  wary,  then;  best  safety  lies  in  fear : 
Youth  to  itself  rebels ,  though  none  else  near. 

Oph.    I  shall  th'  effect  of  this  good  lesson  keep , 
As  watchman  to  my  heart.    But,  good  my  brother, 
Do  not ,  as  some  ungracious  pastors  do , 
Show  me  the  steep  and  thorny  way  to  heaven , 
Whilst ,  like  a  pufTd  and  reckless  libertine , 
Himself  the  primrose  path  of  dalliance  treads , 
And  recks  not  his  own  read. 

Laer.  O!  f^armenot. 

I  stay  too  long ;  —  but  here  my  father  comes. 

Enter  Polomius. 
A  double  blessing  is  a  double  grace ; 
Occasion  smiles  upon  a  second  leave. 

PoL    Tethere,  Laertes?  aboard,  aboard,  for  shame! 
The  wind  sits  in  the  shoulder  of  your  sail , 
And  you  are  stay'd  for.  There,  —  my  blessing  with  you ; 

[Laying  his  Hand  on  Labrtks'  Head. 
And  these  few  precepts  in  thy  memory 
ZooJt  thou  character.    Give  thy  thoughts  no  iot^e  > 
Nor  any  unproportion'd  thought  his  acU 
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Be  thoa  familiar ,  but  by  no  means  Tiilgar  : 

The  friends  tbou  hast ,  and  their  adoption  tried , 

Grapple  them  to  thy  soul  with  hoops  of  steel ; 

But  do  not  dull  thy  palm  with  entertainment 

Ofeachnew-hatch'd,  unfledg'd  comrade.    Beware 

Of  entrance  to  a  quarrel ;  but ,  being  in , 

Bear 't ,  that  th'  opposed  may  beware  of  thee. 

Gire  e?ery  man  thine  ear ,  but  few  thy  voice ; 

Take  each  man's  censure ,  but  reserve  thy  judgment. 

Costly  thy  habit  as  thy  purse  can  buy , 

But  not  express*d  in  fancy ;  rich,  not  gaudy: 

For  the  apparel  oft  proclaims  the  man ; 

And  they  in  France ,  of  the  best  rank  and  station , 

Are  of  a  most  select  and  generous  chief  in  that. 

Neither  a  borrower,  nor  a  lender  be ; 

For  loan  oft  loses  both  itself  and  friend , 

And  borrowing  dulls  the  edge  of  husbandry. 

This  above  all ,  —  to  thine  ownself  be  true  ; 

And  it  must  follow ,  as  the  night  the  day , 

Thou  canst  not  then  be  false  to  any  man. 

Farewell :  my  blessing  season  this  in  thee ! 

Laer.    Most  humbly  do  I  take  my  leave ,  my  lord. 

PoL    The  time  invites  you :  go;  your  servants  tend. 

Laer,    Farewell,  Ophelia;  and  remember  well 
What  I  have  said  to  you. 

Oph,  '  T  is  in  my  memory  lock'd , 

And  you  yourself  shall  keep  the  key  of  it. 

Laer,    Farewell.  >  [j^ori/ Laertes. 

PoL    What  is 't,  Ophelia,  he  hath  said  to  you? 

Oph,    So  please  you ,  something  touching  the  lord  Hamlet. 

PoL    Marry,  well  bethought: 
'  T  is  told  me ,  he  hath  very  oft  of  late 
Given  private  time  to  you ;  and  you  yourself 
Have  of  your  audience  been  most  free  and  bounteous. 
If  it  be  so ,  (as  so '  t  is  put  oo  me , 
And  thatia  wayofeautioD)  I  must  tell  you , 
Ton  do  noinnderstaod yourself  80  clearly 


18  HAMLET, 

As  it  behoves  my  daughter,  and  your  honour. 
What  is  between  you?  give  me  up  the  truth. 

Oph.    He  hath,  my  lord,  oflate  made  many  tenders 
Of  his  affection  to  me. 

PoL    Affection?  pooh!  you  speak  like  a  green  girl , 
Unsifted  in  such  perilous  circumstance. 
Do  you  believe  his  tenders ,  as  you  call  them? 

Oph.    I  do  not  know ,  my  lord,  what  I  should  think. 

PoL    Marry,  I '11  teach  you :  think  yourself  a  baby; 
That  you  have  ta'en  these  tenders  for  true  pay , 
Which  are  not  sterling.    Tender  yourself  more  dearly ; 
Or,  not  to  crack  the  wind  of  the  poor  phrase , 
Wronging  it  thus ,  you  *\\  tender  me  a  fool. 

Oph.    My  lord,  he  hath  importun'd  me  with  love , 
In  honourable  fashion. 

PoL    Ay,  fashion  you  may  call  it;  goto,  goto. 

Oph.    And  hath  given  countenance  to  his  speech ,  my  lord, 
With  almost  all  the  holy  vows  of  heaven. 

PoL    Ay,  springes  to  catch  woodcocks.    I  do  know. 
When  the  blood  burns ,  how  prodigal  the  soul 
Lends  the  tongue  vows :  these  blazes,  daughter. 
Giving  more  light  than  heat ,  —  eitinct  in  both , 
Even  in  their  promise ,  as  it  is  a  making ,  — 
You  must  not  take  for  fire.    From  this  time , 
Be  somewhat  scanter  of  your  maiden  presence : 
Set  your  entreatments  at  a  higher  rate , 
Than  a  command  to  parley.    For  lord  Hamlet , 
Believe  so  much  in  him ,  that  he  is  young ; 
And  with  a  larger  tether  may  he  walk , 
Than  may  be  given  you.    In  few,  Ophelia, 
Do  not  believe  his  vows ,  for  they  are  brokers 
Not  of  that  die  which  their  investments  show , 
But  mere  implorators  of  unholy  suits , 
Breathing  like  sanctified  and  pious  bonds , 
The  better  to  beguile.    This  is  for  all ,  — 
/  would  Dot,  in  plaia  terms ,  from  this  time  fovtVk  ^ 
Havejrou  so  slander  any  moment  leisuTe , 
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As  to  give  words  or  talk  with  the  lord  Hamlet. 
Look  to 't,  I  charge  you;  come  yoar  ways. 

Oph.    I  shall  ohey ,  my  lord.  [Ewwt. 

SCENE  IV. 

The  Platform. 
£n#er Hamlet,  Horatio,  oiu^ Marcuids. 
Ham,    The  air  bites  shrewdly;  it  is  very  ool4. 
Hor.    It  is  a  nipping,  and  an  eager  air. 
Hcmi.    What  hour  now  ? 

Hor.  I  think,  it  lacks  of  twelve. 

Mar.    No,  it  is  struck. 

Hor»    Indeed  ?  I  heard  it  not :  it  then  draws  near  the  season , 
^Wherein  the  spirit  held  bis  wont  to  walk. 

A  Flourith  ofTVumpett^  and  Ortbumee  that  off,  within, 
What  does  this  mean ,  my  lord? 

Ham.    The  king  doth  wake  to-night,  and  takes  bis  rouse , 
Keeps  wassel ,  and  the  swaggering  mi-spriog  redb ; 
And  as  he  drains  his  draughts  of  RhenislHlown , 
The  kettle-drum  and  trumpet  thus  bray  out 
The  triumph  of  his  pledge. 

Hot.  Is  it  a  custom? 

Ham,    Ay,  marry,  is't: 
Bat  to  my  mind,  —  though  I  am  native  here , 
And  to  the  manner  bom ,  —  it  is  «  custom 
More  honour'd  in  the  breach ,  than  the  observaace. 
This  heavy-headed  revel ,  east  and  west 
Makes  us  traduc'd  and  tax'd  of  other  nitons : 
They  clepe  us  drunkards ,  and  with  swinish  phrase 
Soil  our  addition ;  and,  indeed,  it  takes 
From  our  achievements ,  though  perform'd  at  height, 
The  pith  and  marrow  of  our  attribute. 
So,  oft  it  chances  in  particular  men. 
That  for  some  vicious  mole  of  nature  in  them , 
As,  inihelrhirtb,  ^iribefv/o  thej  are  not  guiily , 
Since  nature  eaaaot  choose  his  orjgjn) 
Bftbeir  overgrowth  of  some  complexion , 
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Oft  breaking  down  the  pales  and  forts  of  reason ; 

Or  by  some  habit ,  that  too  much  o'er-leavens 

The  form  of  plausive  manners ;  —  that  these  men ,  — 

Carrying,  I  say,  the  stamp  of  one  defect 

Being  nature's  livery ,  or  fortune's  star ,  — 

Their  virtues  else ,  be  they  as  pure  as  grace , 

As  infinite  as  man  may  undergo , 

Shall  in  the  general  censure  take  corruption 

From  that  particular  fault:  the  dram  of  ill 

Doth  all  the  noble  substance  often  dout , 

To  his  own  scandal. 

Enter  Ghost, 

Hot.  Look,  my  lord!  it  comes. 

Ham.    Angels  and  ministers  of  grace  defend  us ! 
Be  thou  a  spirit  of  health ,  or  goblin  damn'd , 
Bring  with  thee  airs  from  heaven ,  or  blasts  from  hell , 
Be  thy  intents  wicked ,  or  charitable , 
Thou  com'st  in  such  a  questionable  shape , 
That  I  will  speak  to  thee.    I  '11  call  thee ,  Hamlet , 
King,  Father,  Royal  Dane:  0!  answer  me: 
Let  me  not  burst  in  ignorance ;  but  tell , 
Why  thy  canoniz'd  bones ,  hearsed  in  death , 
Have  burst  their  cerements?  why  the  sepulchre , 
Wherein  we  saw  thee  quietly  in-um'd , 
Hath  op'd  his  ponderous  and  marble  jaws , 
To  cast  thee  up  again?  What  may  this  mean , 
That  thou,  dead  corse,  again,  in  complete  steel , 
Revisit'st  thus  the  glimpses  of  the  moon , 
Making  night  hideous ;  and  we  fools  of  nature , 
So  horridly  to  shake  our  disposition , 
With  thoughts  beyond  the  reaches  of  our  souls? 
Say,  why  is  this?  wherefore?  what  should  we  do? 

iThe  Ghost  beckons  Ham: 
A^i7r.    It  beckoBS  yon  to  go  away  with  it , 
-^ifitsomeimpartment  did  desire 
To  jrou  alone. 
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Mar.  Look,  with  what  courteous  actioD 

It  waves  you  to  a  more  removed  ground : 
Bat  do  not  go  with  it. 

Hor.  No,  by  no  means. 

Ham.    It  will  not  speak ;  then,  will  I  follow  it. 

Hor.    Do  not,  my  lord. 

Ham.  Why,  what  should  be  the  fear? 

I  do  not  set  my  life  at  a  pin's  fee ; 
And,  for  my  soul,  what  can  it  do  to  tl^, 
Being  a  thing  immortal  as  itself  7 
It  waves  me  forth  again :  —  I  '11  follow  it. 

Hor.    What,  if  it  tempt  you  toward  the  flood,  my  lord, 
Or  to  the  dreadful  summit  of  the  cliff. 
That  beetles  o'er  his  base  into  the  sea , 
And  there  assume  some  other  horrible  form , 
Which  might  deprive  your  sovereignty  of  reason , 
And  draw  you  into  madness?  think  of  it  : 
The  very  place  puts  toys  of  desperation , 
Without  more  motive ,  into  every  brain 
That  looks  so  many  fathoms  to  the  sea , 
And  hears  it  roar  beneath. 

Ham.  It  waves  me  still:  ^  Go  on,  I  '11 

follow  thee. 

Mar.    Ton  shall  not  go ,  my  lord. 

Ham.  Hold  off  your  bands. 

Hor.    Berul'd:  you  shall  not  go. 

Ham.  My  fate  cries  out , 

And  makes  each  petty  artery  in  this  body 
As  hardy  as  the  Nemean  lion's  nerve.  [Ghott  beckons. 

Still  am  I  call'd.  —  Unhand  me,  gentlemen, — 

[Breaking Jirom  them. 
By  heaven ,  I  '11  make  a  ghost  of  him  that  lets  me :  — 
I  say,  away!  — Goon,  I 'U  follow  thee. 

lExew/d  Ghost  and  Hamlbt. 

Hor.    He  waxes  desperate  with  imaginaUon. 

Mar.    Let '3  follow;  '/ is  not  fit  thus  to  obe^  ^m. 
J/ar.    Hare  alter.  —  To  what  issue  wiU  lYiis  comtl 
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Mar.    SomethiDg  is  rotten  in  the  state  of  Denmark. 

Hor,    HeaYen  will  direct  it. 

Mar,  Nay,  let 's  follow  him. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  V. 

A  more  remote  Part  of  the  Platform. 

Enter  Ghost  and  Hamlst. 

Ham.    Whither  wilt  mou  lead  me?  speak »  I  'ti  go  no  farther 

Ghost.    Mark  me. 

Ham,  I  wilL 

Ghost.  My  hoar  is  almost  come , 

When  I  to  sulphurous  and  tormenting  flames 
Must  render  up  myself. 

Ham,  Alas,  poor  ghost! 

Ghost,    Pity  me  not;  but  lend  thy  serious  hearing 
To  what  I  shall  unfold. 

Ham.  Speak,  I  am  bound  to  hear. 

Ghost,    So  art  thou  to  revenge,  when  thou  shalt  hear. 

Ham.    What? 

Ghmt,    I  am  thy  father's  spirit ; 
Doom'd  for  a  certain  term  to  walk  the  night , 
And  for  the  day  confin'd  to  fast  in  fires , 
Till  the  foul  crimes ,  done  in  my  days  of  nature, 
Are  burnt  and  purg'd  away.    But  that  I  am  forbid 
To  tell  the  seciels  of  my  prison-house , 
I  could  a  tale  unfold ,  whose  lightest  word 
Wooki  haiTOW  up  thy  soul ,  freeze  thy  young  blood , 
Make  thy  two  eyes,  like  stars,  start  from  their  spheres , 
Thy  knotted  and  combined  locks  to  part , 
And  each  particular  hair  to  stand  an-end , 
Like  quills  upon  the  fretful  porcupine : 
Bat  this  eternal  blazon  most  not  be 
To  ears  of  flesh  and  Mood.  —  List ,  list ,  O  list !  — 
iftbou  didst  efer  thy  dear  £ilher  loye ,  — 
^am.     OGodl 
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Ghati.    BeYeDge  his  foal  and  most  unDatoral  murder. 

ffam.    Murder? 

Ghost,    Murder  most  fool,  as  in  the  best  it  is; 
But  this  most  foul ,  strange,  and  unnatural. 

Ham,    Haste  me  to  know 't,  that  I,  with  whigs  as  swift 
As  meditation ,  or  the  thoughts  of  love , 
Hay  sweep  to  my  revenge. 

Ghost,  I  find  thee  apt; 

And  duller  should'st  thou  be ,  than  the  bt  weed 
That  roots  itself  in  ease  on  Lethe  wharf, 
Wonld'st  thou  not  stir  in  this :  now,  Hamlet,  hear. 
'T  is  given  out,  that  sleeping  in  mine  orchard , 
A  serpent  stung  me :  so  the  whole  ear  of  Denmark 
Is  by  a  forged  process  of  my  death 
Bankly  abus'd ;  but  know,  thou  noble  youth , 
The  serpent  that  did  sting  thy  Cither's  lifo 
Now  wears  his  crown. 

Ham,    0,  my  prophetic  soul!  myunde^ 

Ghost,    Ay,  that  incestuous,  that  adulterate  beast , 
With  witchcraft  of  his  wit,  with  traitorous  gifts , 
(O  wicked  wit,  andgifte,  that  have  the  power 
So  to  seduce !)  Von  to  his  shameful  Inst 
The  will  of  my  most  seeming  virtuous  queen. 
O,  Hamlet,  what  a  falling-off  was  there ! 
From  me ,  whose  love  was  of  that  dignity , 
Thai  it  went  hand  in  hand  even  with  the  vow 
I  made  to  her  in  marriage;  and  to  decline 
Upon  a  wretch ,  whose  natural  gifts  were  poor 
To  those  of  mine! 

Bui  virtue ,  as  it  never  will  be  mov'd , 
Though  lewdness  court  it  in  a  shape  of  heaven , 
So  lost ,  though  to  a  radiant  angel  Knk'd , 
vnmi  sate  itself  in  a  celestial  bed , 
And  prey  on  garbage. 

But,  soft!  methinks,  l^eeiif  the  morning  air: 
l^iiefletmebe.  —  Sleeping  w/thlii  mine  orcbnTd , 
Mf  custom  alwajs  in  the  afierDooa 
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Upon  my  secure  hour  thy  uncle  stole , 

With  jnice  of  cursed  hebenon  in  a  phial , 

And  in  the  porches  of  mine  ears  did  pour 

The  leperous  distilment;  whose  effect 

Holds  such  an  enmity  with  blood  of  man , 

That,  swift  as  quicksilyer,  it  courses  through 

The  natural  gates  and  alleys  of  the  body; 

And  with  a  sudden  vigour  it  doth  posset , 

And  curd ,  like  eager  droppings  into  milk , 

The  thin  and  wholesome  blood :  sa  did  it  mine ; 

And  a  most  instant  tetter  bark'd  about , 

Most  lazar-like ,  with  vile  and  loathsome  crust 

All  my  smooth  body. 

Thus  was  I,  sleeping,  by  a  brother's  hand , 

Of  life,  of  crown,  of  queen,  at  once  despatch  d : 

Cut  off  even  in  the  blossoms  of  my  sin , 

Unhousel'd,  disappointed,  unanel'd; 

No  reckoning  made ,  but  sent  to  my  account 

With  all  my  imperfections  on  my  head : 

0,  horrible!  O,  horrible!  most  horrible ! 

If  thou  hast  nature  in  thee ,  bear  it  not ; 

Let  not  the  royal  bed  of  Denmark  be 

A  couch  for  luxury  and  damned  incest. 

But ,  howsoever  thou  pursuest  this  act , 

Taint  not  thy  mind ,  nor  let  thy  soul  contrive 

Against  thy  mother  aught :  leave  her  to  heaven , 

And  to  those  thorns  that  in  her  bosom  lodge , 

To  prick  and  sting  her.    Fare  thee  well  at  once. 

The  glow-worm  shows  the  matin  to  be  near. 

And  'gins  to  pale  his  uneffectual  fire : 

Adieu,  adieu!  Hamlet,  remember  me. 

Ham.    0,  all  you  host  of  heaven!  O  earth!  Wha 
AndshallIcouplehell?  —  0 fie!  — Hold,  hold,  my 
And  you,  my  sinews,  grow  not  instant  old , 
But  bear  me  stiffly  up !  —  Remember  thee? 
Ay,  thou  poor  ghost,  while  memory  holds  a  seat 
la  this  distracted  globe.    Remember  thee? 
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Ye^j  from  the  table  of  my  memory 
I  '11  wipe  away  all  tri?ial  foDd  records , 
All  saws  of  books,  all  forms,  all  pressures  past , 
That  youth  and  observation  copied  there , 
And  thy  commandmeDt  all  alone  shall  live 
Within  the  book  and  volume  of  my  brain , 
Unmix'd  with  baser  matter:  yes,  by  heaven. 
O,  most  pernicious  woman ! 

0  villain,  villain,  smiling,  damned  villain ! 
My  tables,  —  meetitis,  Isetitdown, 

That  one  may  smile,  and  smile,  and  be  a  villain ; 

At  least,  I  am  sure,  it  may  be  so  in  Denmark :  [fyriting. 

So ,  uncle ,  there  you  are.    Now  to  my  word ; 

It  is,  ''Adieu,  adieu!  remember  me." 

1  have  swora  't. 

Hor.  [mthin.]  My  lord!  my  lord! 

Mar.  [ff^ithin.]  Lord  Hamlet! 

Hor.  [Within.]  Heaven  secure  him ! 

Mar.  [^ithin.^    So  be  it! 

Hor.  [Within.]    lUo,  ho,  ho,  my  lord! 

Ham.    Hillo,  ho,  ho,  boy!  come,  bird,  come. 

J^nfer  Horatio  omf  Marcblius. 

Mar.    How  is 't,  my  noble  lord? 

Hor.  What  news,  my  lord? 

Mar.    0,  wonderful! 

Hor.  Croodmylord,  tell  it. 

Ham.  No; 

You  '11  reveal  it. 

Hor.    Not  I,  my  lord,  by  heaven. 

Mar.  Nor  I,  my  lord. 

Ham.    How  say  you,  then;   would  heart  of  man  once  think 
it?  — 
But  you  11  be  secret. 

Hor.  Mar.  Ay,  by  heaven,  my  lord. 

Ham.    There  'soever a  riUain  dtveljing  in  allBenrnviV , 
Bat  be  's  an  amat  kaafe. 
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Hor,    There  Deeds  no  ghost,  my  lord,  come  from  the  grave     ^ 
To  tell  US  this.  >iil 

Ham.  Why,  right;  you  are  i' the  right;  k 

And  so,  without  more  circumstance  at  all ,  hi 

I  hold  it  fit  that  we  shake  hands  and  part :  i^ 

You,  as  your  business  and  desire  shall  point  yon ,  la 

For  every  man  hath  business  and  desire ,  ii 

Such  as  it  is;  and,  for  mine  own  poor  part,  ^i 

Look  you,  1*11  go  pray.  ;ii 

Hor,    These  are  but  wild  and  whirling  words ,  my  lord.  \ 

Ham.    I  am  sorry  they  offend  you ,  heartily;  yes,  ^ 

'Faith,  heartily.  (i 

Hor.  There's  no  offence,  my  lord.  '' 

Ham.    Tes ,  by  Saint  Patrick  ^  but  there  is ,  Horatio ,  ^ 

And  much  offence  too.    Touching  this  vision  here ,  ^ 

It  is  an  honest  ghost,  that  let  me  tell  you :  "* 

For  your  desire  to  know  what  is  between  us ,  ^ 

O'er-master 't  as  you  may.    And  now,  good  friends,  ' 

As  you  are  friends ,  scholars,  and  soldiers,  ^ 

Give  me  one  poor  request. 

Hor.    What  is 't  my  lord ,  we  will. 

Ham.    Never  make  known  what  you  have  seen  to-night. 

Hor.  Mar.    My  lord,  we  will  not. 
'   Ham^  Nay,  but  swear 't. 

Hor.  In  faith. 

My  lord,  not  I. 

Mar.  Nor  I,  my  lord,  in  faith. 

Ham,    Upon  my  sword. 

Mar.  We  have  sworn,  my  lord,  already. 

Ham.'  ladeed,  upon  my  sword,  indeed. 

GkoiL  [Beneath.]    Swear. 

Ham.    Ha,  ha,  boy!  say'st  thou  so?  art  thou  there,  true- 
penny? 
Come  on ,  -^  you  hear  this  fellow  in  the  cellarage,  — 
CoDseot  to  swear, 
^or.  Propose  the  oath ,  ib^  Vw^. 
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Ham.    Neyer  to  qpetk  of  this  that  jou  hare  Men, 
Swear  by  my  swoid. 

Ghost.  [BeneathJ]    Swear. 

Ham.     Hie9tubiqueT  then,  we  '11  shift  our  ground.  — 
Come  hither,  gentlemen , 
And  lay  yow  hands  again  npon  my  sword : 
Nerer  to  speak  of  this  that  yon  have  heard , 
Swear  by  my  sword. 

Gho9t.  [BeMOlh.'l    Swear. 

Ham.    Well  said,  old  mole!  can'st  work i' the  earth  so  (hst? 
A  worthy  pioneer !  —  Once  more  remove ,  good  friends. 

Hot.     O  day  and  night,  bnt  this  is  woodrons  strange ! 

Ham.    And  therefore  as  a  stranger  give  it  welcome. 
There  are  more  things  in  heaven  and  earth ,  Horatio , 
Than  are  dreamt  of  in  yonr  philosophy.    But  eome ;  — 
Here,  as  before,  never,  so  help  yon  mercy. 
How  strange  or  odd  soe'er  I  bear  myself,  — 
As  I,  perchance,  hereafter  shall  think  meet 
To  pat  an  antic  disposition  on ,  — 
That  you,  at  sneh  times  seeing  me ,  never  shall, 
With  arms  encumber'd  thns ,  or  this  head-shake , 
Or  by  prononncing  of  some  donbtlhl  phrase , 
As,  "Well,  well,   we  know;"  —  or,  "We  could,   an  if  we 

would;"  — 
Or,  "  If  we  list  to  speak ; "  —  or,  **  There  be,  an  if  they  might ; "  — 
Or  sodiamhiguons  giving  out,  to  note 
That  you  know  aught  of  me :  —  this  not  to  do^ 
So  grace  and  mercy  at  your  most  need  help  you , 
Swear. 

Ghost,  [Beneath.]    Swear. 

Ham,    Rest,  rest,  perturbed  spirit !  —  So,  gentlemen. 
With  all  my  love  I  do  commend  me  to  you : 
And  what  so  poor  a  man  as  Hamlet  is 
May  do ,  V  express  his  love  and  friending  to  you , 
GodwiDing,  shall  not  lack.    Let  us  go  In  together; 
ksdstnifoorffngersoD  yonr  lips,  I  pray. 
The  time  i3  oat  of  joint;  «-  O  cursed  spite  I 
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That  ever  I  was  bora  to  set  it  right. 

Nay,  come;  let 's go  together.  lEofeunt  S 

■  * 


ACT  II.     SCENE  I. 
A  Room  in  Polonius's  House. 


I 
Enter  Polonius  and  Retnaldo.  ^ 

Pol.    Give  him  this  money »  and  these  notes,  Reynaldo.  u 

Rey.    I  will,  my  lord. 

PoL    You  shall  do  marvellous  wisely,  good  Reynaldo ,  i 

Refore  you  visit  him ,  to  make  inquiry 
Of  his  behaviour.  a 

Rey.  My  lord,  I  did  intend  it. 

Pol.    Marry,  well  said:  very  well  said.    Look  you,  Sir,         i 
Inquire  me  first  what  Danskers  are  in  Paris ;  i 

And  how ,  and  who ,  what  means ,  and  where  they'keep ,  i 

What  company ,  at  what  expense ;  and  finding, 
Ry  this  encompassment  and  drift  of  question , 
That  they  do  know  my  son ,  come  you  more  nearer 
Than  your  particular  demands  will  touch  it. 
Take  you ,  as  'i  were ,  some  distant  knowledge  of  him ; 
As  thus ,  —  ''I  know  his  father ,  and  his  friends , 
And,  in  part,  him:"  —  do  you  mark  this,  Reynaldo? 

Rey.    Ay,  very  well,  my  lord. 

Pol.    "And ,  in  part ,  him ;  but ,"  you  may  say ,  **  not  well : 
Rut  if 't  be  he  I  mean ,  he 's  very  wild , 
Addicted  so  and  so ; "  —  and  there  put  on  him 
What  forgeries  you  please ;  marry,  none  so  rank 
As  may  dishonour  him :  take  heed  of  that ; 
Rut,  Sir,  such  wanton,  wild,  and  usual  slips , 
As  are  companions  noted  and  most  known 
To  youth  and  liberty. 

Rey,  As  gaming,  my  lord. 

Pol.    Ay,  or  drinking,  fencing,  swearing,  quarrelling, 
BrahhiDg:  —  you  may  go  so  far. 
-ff^.    My  lord,  that  would  dishoiiQ\it\i\m. 
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Pol.     'Faith,  no;  as  you  may  season  it  io  the  charge. 
Toa  most  not  pot  another  scandal  on  him , 
Tliat  he  is  open  to  inconlinency : 

Tliat  's  not  my  meaning ;  but  breathe  his  faults  so  quaintly , 
That  they  may  seem  the  taints  of  liberty ; 
The  flash  and  ont^break  of  a  fiery  mind ; 
A  sayageness  in  unreclaimed  blood , 
Of  general  assault. 

Rey.  But,  my  good  lord,  — 

PoL    Wherefore  should  you  do  this? 

Rey.  Ay,  my  lord, 

I  would  know  that. 

Pol.  Harry ,  Sir ,  here 's  my  drift ; 

And,  I  believe,  it  is  a  fetch  of  warrant. 
Ton  laying  these  slight  sullies  on  my  son , 
As  H  were  a  thing  a  little  soil'd  i*  the  working , 
Mark  you , 

Your  party  in  converse ,  him  you  would  sound , 
Having  ever  seen  in  the  prenominate  crimes 
The  youth  you  breathe  of  guilty ,  be  assur'd , 
He  doses  with  you  in  this  consequence : 
"Good  Sir,"  or  so;  or  "friend,"  or  **  gentleman,"  — 
According  to  the  phrase ,  or  the  addition , 
Of  man,  and  country. 

Rey.  Very  good,  my  lord. 

Pol.    And  then ,  Sir ,  does  he  this ,  —  he  does  — 
What  was  I  about  to  say?  —  By  the  mass ,  I  was 
About  to  say  something :  —  where  did  I  leave? 

Rey,    At  closes  in  the  consequence , 
As  "  friend  or  so ,"  and  "  gentleman." 

Pol.    At ,  closes  in  the  consequence ,  —  ay ,  marry ; 
He  closes  thus :  —  *<  I  know  the  gentleman ; 
I  saw  him  yesterday,  or  t'other  day, 
Or  then,  or  then:  with  such,  or  such;  and,  as  you  say, 
There  was  he  gaming;  there  o*eriook  in 's  rouse ; 
There  faUing  oat  at  tennJs :  or  perchance 
I  saw  him  enter  such  a  house  of  sale  ' 
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FideHcet ,  a  brothel "  or  so  forth.  —  ;*^ 

See  you  DOW ;  f*^ 

Your  bait  of  falsehood  takes  this  carp  of  truth :  :  x^^ 

And  thus  do  we  of  wisdom  and  of  reach ,  (''^« 

With  windlaces ,  and  with  assays  of  bias ,  ^  ^^ 

By  indirections  find  directions  out :  i  ^^^ 

So,  by  my  former  lecture  and  advice ,  ;}^ 

Shall  you  my  son.    You  have  me ,  have  you  not?  ^ 

Rey.    My  lord,  I  have.  '»' 

Pol.                                God  be  wi*  yon;  (are  yon  well.  « 

Rey.    Good  my  lord.  \ 

Pol.    Observe  his  inclination  in  yourself. 

Rey.    IshaU,  mykM-d.  "^ 

Pol.    And  let  him  ply  his  Buisic.  .  ^ 

Rey.                                           WeU,  my  lord.  [Eita.   ^< 

I 

Enter  Ophblia. 

Pol.    Farewell!  — How  now,  Ophelia?  what  *s  the  matter?     ^ 

Oph.    Alas,  my  lord!  i  have  been  so  afErighted !  ^ 

Pol.    With  what,  in  the  name  of  God? 

Oph.    My  lord,  as  I  was  sewing  in  my  chamber , 
Lord  Hamlet ,  ^  with  his  doublet  all  unbrac'd ; 
No  hat  upon  his  head ;  his  sto^Kkiogs  foul'd , 
Ungarter'd ,  and  down-gyved  to  his  ancle ; 
Pale  as  his  shirt ;  his  knees  knocking  each  other ; 
And  with  a  look  so  piteous  in  purport. 
As  if  he  had  been  loosed  out  of  hell , 
To  speak  of  horrors ,  —  he  comes  befbre  me. 

Pol.    Mad  for  thy  love? 

Oph.  My  lord,  I  do  not  know; 

But,  truly,  I  do  fear  it. 

Pol.  What  said  be? 

Oph.    He  took  me  by  the  wrist,  and  held  me  hard ; 
Then  goes  he  to  the  length  of  all  his  arm , 
And,  with  his  other  hand  thus  o*er  his  brow , 
Me  falls  to  such  perosal  of  my  fcce, 
-^  be  would  draw  it.    Long  stay*d  be  so ; 
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At  list ,  —  a  little  shakiDg  of  mioe  ann , 

And  thrice  his  head  thus  waving  up  and  dowo ,  — 

He  rais'd  a  sigh  so  piteoas  and  profoood , 

Ikit  it  did  seem  to  shatter  all  his  bvllL, 

And  eod  his  being.    That  done,  he  lets  me  go. 

And,  with  his  head  over  his  sboalder  toni'd , 

He  seem'd  to  find  his  way  withoot  his  eyes ; 

For  oat  o'  doors  he  went  withoot  their  help , 

And  to  the  last  bended  their  light  on  me. 

PoL     Come,  go  with  me:  I  will  go  seek  the  king. 
This  is  the  very  ecstasy  of  love; 
Whose  yiolent  property  fordoes  itself. 
And  leads  the  will  to  desperate  undertakings , 
As  oft  as  any  passion  under  heaven , 
That  does  afflict  oar  natures.    I  am  sorry ,  — 
What!  have  yon  given  him  any  hard  words  of  late? 

Opk.     No,  my  good  lord;  but,  as  you  did  command, 
I  did  repel  his  letters ,  and  denied 
His  access  to  me. 

PoL  That  hath  made  him  mad. 

I  am  sorry  that  with  better  heed  and  judgment 
I  had  not  quoted  him :  Ifear'd,  he  did  but  trifle , 
And  meant  to  wreck  thee;  but,  beshrew  my  jealousy! 
By  heaven,  it  is  as  proper  to  our  age 
To  cast  beyond  ourselves  in  our  opinions , 
As  it  is  common  for  the  younger  sort 
To  lack  discretion*    Come,  go  we  to  the  king; 
This  most  be  knovm ;  which,  being  kept  close ,  might  move 
More  grief  to  hide,  than  hate  to  utter  love.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  II. 

A  Room  in  the  Castle. 

Enter  King f  Queen  ^  Rosbucrantz  ,  Guilpenstern  ,  and 

Attendants, 
Kingr.    Welcome,  dearRosencranit^  and  G\i\\d«ik&Ut\i-. 
Moreover,  tbat  we  maeb  did  long  to  see  you , 
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The  Deed  we  have  to  use  you ,  did  provoke 
Our  hasty  sendiDg.    Something  have  you  heard 
Of  Hamlet's  transformation ;  so  I  call  it, 
Sith  nor  th'  exterior  nor  the  inwar^  man 
Resemhles  that  it  was.    What  it  should  be , 
More  than  his  father's  death ,  that  thus  hath  put  him 
So  much  from  the  understanding  of  himself , 
I  cannot  dream  of :  I  entreat  you  both,       ' 
liiat ,  being  of  so  young  days  brought  up  with  him , 
And  since  so  neighboured  to  his  youth  and  humour , 
That  you  vouchsafe  your  rest  here  in  our  court 
Some  little  time ;  so  by  your  companies 
Ta  draw  him  on  to  pleasures ,  and  to  gather , 
So  much  as  from  occasion  you  may  glean , 
Whether  aught,  to  us  unknown,  afflicts  him  thus , 
That,  opened,  lies  within  our  remedy. 

Queen,    Good  gentlemen ,  he  hath  much  talk*d  of  you ; 
And,  sure  I  am,  two  men  there  are  not  living , 
To  whom  he  more  adheres.    If  jt  will  please  you 
To  show  us  so  much  gentry ,  and  good  will , 
As  to  expend  your  time  with  us  a  while , 
For  the  supply  and  profit  of  our  hope , 
Tour  visitation  shall  receive  such  thanks 
As  fits  a  king's  remembrance. 

Ros,  Both  your  majesties 

Might,  by  the  sovereign  power  you  have  of  us , 
Put  your  dread  pleasures  more  into  command 
Than  to  entreaty. 

GuiL  But  we  both  obey ; 

And  here  give  up  ourselves ,  in  the  full  bent, 
To  lay  our  service  freely  at  your  feet , 
Xo  be  commanded. 

Xing.    Thanks,  Rosencrantz,  and  gentle  Guildenstern. 

Queen.    Thanks,  Guildenstern,  and  gentle  Rosencrantz : 
And  J  beseech  you  instantly  to  visit 
Afy  too  much  changed  son.  —  Go ,  som^  o^'^^w , 
Aadhriag  these  gentlemen  where  H«im\elVs. 

•5J 
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Guil.    Heavens  make  our  presence ,  and  our  practices , 
Pleasant  and  helpful  to  him ! 

Queen,  Ay,  amen! 

[EajetmfRosKSCtLJLJATZ,  Guildbnstbrn  ,    and  some 
Attendants. 

Enter  PoLOmvB. 
PoL    Th' ambassadors  from  Norway,  my  good  lord, 
Axe  joyfully  returned. 

Kinff,    Thou  still  hast  been  the  father  of  good  news. 
Pol.    Hayel,  my  lord?    Assure  you,  my  good  liege, 
I  hold  my  duty ,  as  I  hold  my  soul , 
Both  to  my  God ,  one  to  my  gracious  king : 
And  I  do  think ,  (or  else  this  brain  of  mine 
Hunts  not  the  trail  of  policy  so  sure 
As  it  hath  us'd  to  do)  that  I  have  found 
The  very  cause  of  Hamlet's  lunacy. 

King.    O!  speak  of  that;  that  do  I  long  to  hear. 
Pol.    Give  first  admittance  to  th'  ambassadors ; 
My  nevs  shall  be  the  fruit  to  that  great  feast. 

King.    Thyself  do  grace  to  them ,  and  bring  them  in. 

lExitPoLomvs, 
He  tells  me,  my  dear  Gertrude,  he  hath  found 
The  head  and  source  of  all  your  son's  distemper. 

Queen.    I  doubt,  it  is  no  other  but  the  main; 
His  father's  death,  and  our  o'erhasty  marriage. 

Re-enter  Polomids  ,  with  Voltimand  and  Cornelius. 

King.    Well,   we  shall  sift  him.   —  Welcome,   my  good 
friends. 
Say,  Yoltimand,  what  from  our  brother  Norway? 

Folt.    Most  fair  return  of  greetings,  and  desires. 
Upon  our  first ,  he  sent  out  to  suppress 
His  nephew's  levies ;  which  to  him  appeared 
To  be  a  preparation  'gainst  the  Polack , 
But,  better  look'd  into,  he  truly  found 
It  was  against  your  highness:  wAereat  gricv'd ,  — 
Tbatsohissicltaess,  age,  and  impotence , 
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Was  falsely  borne  in  hand ,  —  sends  out  arrests 

On  Fortinbras ;  which  he  in  brief  obeys , 

Receives  rebuke  from  Norway,  and,  in  fine, 

Makes  tow  before  his  uncle ,  never  more 

To  give  th'  assay  of  arms  against  your  majesty. 

Whereon  old  Norway ,  overcome  with  joy , 

Gives  him  three  thousand  crowns  in  annuaKee ; 

And  his  commission  to  employ  those  soldiers , 

So  levied  as  before ,  against  the  Polack : 

With  an  entreaty,  herein  farther  shown,  [Giving  a  P 

That  it  might  please  you  to  give  quiet  pass 

Through  your  dominions  for  this  enterprize ; 

On  such  regards  of  safety ,  and  allowance , 

As  therein  are  set  down. 

King.  It  likes  us  well ; 

And ,  at  our  more  consider'd  time ,  we  '11  read , 
Answer ,  and  think  upon  this  business : 
Mean  time ,  we  thank  you  for  your  well-took  labour. 
Go  to  your  rest;  at  night  we  11  feast  together : 
Most  welcome  home.  lExeunt  Yoltimamd  and  Corns 

PoL  This  business  is  well  ended. 

My  liege,  and  madam;  to  expostulate 
What  majesty  should  be ,  what  duty  is , 
Why  day  is  day,  night,  night,  and  time  is  time , 
Were  nothing  but  to  waste  night,  day,  and  time. 
Therefore ,  since  brevity  is  the  soul  of  wit. 
And  tediousness  the  limbs  and  outward  flourishes, 
I  will  be  brief.    Your  noble  son  is  mad : 
Mad  call  I  it;  for,  to  define  true  madness , 
What  is 't ,  but  to  be  nothing  else  but  mad  : 
But  let  that  go. 

Queen.         More  matter,  with  less  art. 

Pol.    Madam,  I  swear,  I  use  no  art  at  all. 
That  he  is  mad ,  't  is  true :  't  is  true 't  is  pity , 
And  pity 't  is 't  is  true :  a  foolish  figure ; 
Bat  farewell  it,  for  I  will  use  no  art. 
^ad  let  us  grant  him  ^  then;  and  no'W  ttmwwa , 
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That  we  find  out  the  ciuse  of  this  effect ; 

Or  rather  say ,  the  cause  of  this  defect . 

For  this  effect  defective  comes  by  cause : 

Thus  it  remains ,  and  the  remainder  thus; 

Perpend. 

IhaTe  a  daughter;  have,  while  she  is  mine ; 

WhOy  in  her  duty  and  obedience ,  mark, 

Hath  giTcn  me  this.    Now  gather,  and  surmise. 

—  **To  the  celestial,  and  my  soul's  idol,  the  most  beautified 

Ophelia," — 

That 's  aiull  phrase ,  a  vfle  phrase ;  * '  beautified  "  is  a  vile  phrase ; 

bat  you  shall  hear.  —  Thus: 

** In  h^  excellent  white  bosom,  these,"  4:c. — 

Queen.    Came  this  from  Hamlet  to  her  T 

PoL    Good  Madam,  stay  awhile;  I  will  be  faithfVil.  — 

*' Doubt  thou  the  stars  are  fire ,  [Reads. 

Doubt ,  that  the  sun  doth  move ; 
Doubt  truth  to  be  a  liar , 
But  never  doubt  I  love.    ■ 
'^  0  dear  Ophelia !  I  am  ill  at  these  numbers :  I  have  not  art  to 
reckon  my  groans;  but  that  I  love  thee  best,  0  most  best!  believe 
it.    Adieu. 

Thine  evermore,  most  dear  lady ,  whilst  this  machine 
is  to  him,  Hamlet." 

This  in  obedience  hath  my  daughter  shown  me ; 
And  more  above ,  hath  his  solicitlngs , 
As  they  fell  out  by  time ,  by  means,  and  place. 
All  given  to  mine  ear. 

King.  But  how  hath  she 

Receiv'd  hiis  love? 

PoL  What  do  you  think  of  me? 

King.    As  of  a  man  faithful ,  and  honourable. ' 
PoL    I  would  fain  prove  so.    But  what  might  you  think, 
When  I  had  seen  ibis  bat  Jove  on  the  wing , 
J     {AsIpereeiYdU,  I  must  tell  jou  that , 
/    ^^^orewfdaagbiertoldme)whatm\%hX^Qyx, 
f  ^^ 
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Or  my  dear  majesty,  your  queen  here ,  think, 

If  I  had  play'd  the  desk ,  or  table-book ; 

Or  given  my  heart  a  winking,  mute  and  dumb ; 

Or  look'd  upon  this  love  with  idle  sight ; 

What  might  you  think?  no,  I  went  round  to  work , 

And  my  young  mistress  thus  I  did  bespeak : 

**  Lord  Hamlet  is  a  prince ,  out  of  thy  star ; 

This  must  not  be : "  and  then  I  precepts  gave  her. 

That  she  should  lock  herself  from  his  resort, 

Admit  DO  messengers,  receive  no  tokens. 

Which  done ,  she  took  the  fruits  of  my  advice ; 

And  he,  repulsed,  a  short  tale  to  make , 

Fell  into  a  sadness ;  then  into  a  fast ; 

Thence  to  a  watch ;  thence  into  a  weakness ; 

Thence  to  a  lightness ;  and  by  this  declension , 

Into  the  madness  wherein  now  he  raves , 

And  all  we  wail  for. 

King.  Do  you  think 't  is  this  ? 

Queen,    It  may  be,  very  likely. 

PoU    Hath  there  been  such  a  time ,  t  'd  fain  know  that , 
That  I  have  positively  said ,  *  *  'T  is  so , '' 
When  it  prov'd  otherwise  ? 

Ring,  Not  that  I  know. 

Pol.    Take  this  from  this,  ifthis  be  otherwise. 

[Pointing  to  his  Head  and  Shoula 
If  circumstances  lead  me ,  I  will  find 
Where  truth  is  hid ,  though  it  were  hid  indeed 
Within  the  centre. 

King.  How  may  we  try  it  farther? 

Pol,    You  know ,  sometimes  he  walks  four  hours  together^ 
Here  in  the  lobby. 

Queen.  So  he  does,  indeed. 

Pol.    At  such  a  time  I  '11  loose  my  daughter  to  him : 
Be  jou  and  I  behind  an  arras ,  then : 
Mark  the  encounter ;  if  he  love  her  not , 
And  be  Dot  from  Ms  reason  fallen  thereon. 
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Let  me  be  do  assistant  for  a  state , 
Satkeepaiaiuiy  and  carters. 

King.  We  will  try  it. 

Enter  lljkMLKr  y  reading. 

Queen,  But,  look,  where  sadly  the  poor  wretch  comes  reading. 

PoU    Away!  I  do  beseech  yon ,  both  away. 
Ill  board  him  presently:  —  O!  giyemeleave. — 

[Exeunt  King^  Queen,  ond  Attendants. 
How  does  my  good  lord  Hamlet? 

Ham,    Well,  god-'a-mercy. 

Pol.    Do  yon  know  me,  my  lord? 

Ham,    Excellent  well;  yon  are  a  fishmonger. 

Pol.    Not  I,  my  lord. 

Ham.    Then,  I  would  you  were  so  honest  a  man. 

Pol.    Honest,  my  lord? 

Ham.  Ay,  Sir:  to  be  honest,  as  this  world  goes,  is  to  be 
one  man  picked  out  of  ten  thousand. 

Pol.    That's  very  true,  my  lord. 

Ham,  For  if  the  sun  breed  maggots  in  a  dead  dog,  being  a 
good  kissing  carrion ,  —  Have  you  a  daughter? 

Pol.    I  have,  my  lord. 

Ham.  Let  her  not  walk  i'  the  sun :  conception  is  a  blessing; 
but  not  as  your  daughter  may  conceive :  —  friend ,  look  to 't. 

Pol,  [Aiide.l^  How  say  you  by  that?  Still  harping  on  my 
daughter:  —  yet  he  knew  me  not  at  first;  he  said,  I  was  a  fish- 
monger. He  is  far  gone,  &r  gone :  and  truly  in  my  youth  I  suffer- 
ed much  extremity  for  love;  very  near  this.  I  'U  speak  to  him 
again.  —  What  do  you  read ,  my  lord? 

Ham,    Words,  words,  words. 

Pol,    What  is  the  matter^  my  lord? 

Ham,    Between  whom? 

Pol.    I  mean,  the  matter  that  you  read ,  my  lord. 

Ham.    Slanders,  Sir:  for  the  satirical  rogue  says  here,   that 
old  men  have  grey  beards ;  that  their  faces  are  wrinkled ;  their  eyes 
purging  thick  amber,  aud pium-tree  gum;  andV\i«XV\v«^\«^^^ 
pleatittilldckofwit,  to^ather  with  most  weak  Yiams-.  ^W^l^Xiv^^ 
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Sir ,  (hough  I  most  powerfully  and  potently  believe ,  yet  I  hold  it 
not  honesty  to  have  it  thus  set  down ;  for  you  yourself,  Sir,  should 
be  old  as  I  am ,  if  like  a  crab  you  could  go  backward. 

Pol.  Though  this  be  madness,  yet  there  is  method  in  't. 
[Aside,']    Will  you  walk  out  of  the  air,  my  lord? 

Ham,    Into  my  grave  ? 

Pol.  Indeed ,  Uiat  is  out  o'  the  air.  —  How  pregnant  some- 
times his  replies  are!  a  happiness  that  often  madness  hits  on, 
which  reason  and  sanity  could  not  so  prosperously  be  delivered  of. 
I  will  leave  him ,  and  suddenly  contrive  the  means  of  meeting  be- 
tween him  and  my  daughter.  —  My  honourable  lord,  I  will  mosl 
humbly  take  my  leave  of  you. 

Ham.  You  cannot,  Sir,  take  from  me  any  thing  that  I  will 
more  willingly  part  withal ;  except  my  life ,  except  my  life ,  except 
my  life. 

Pol.    Fare  you  well,  my  lord. 

Ham.    These  tedious  old  fools ! 

Enter  Rosekcraktz  arid  Guiloenstbrn. 
Pol.  Tou  go  to  seek  the  lord  Hamlet;  there  he  is. 
Ros.    God  save  you,  Sir!  [roPoLONius 

[Exit  POLONIOS 

Gfdl.    Mine  honoured  lord !  — 

Ros.    My  most  dear  lord ! 

Ham.  My  excellent  good  friends !  How  dost  thou ,  Guilden- 
stem?    Ah,  Rosencrantz!    Good  lads,  how  do  ye  both? 

Ros,    As  the  indifferent  children  of  the  earth. 

Gml.    Happy,  inthatwearenotoverhappy; 
On  fortune's  cap  we  are  not  the  very  button. 

Ham.    Nor  the  soles  of  her  shoe ? 

Ros.    Neither,  my  lord. 

Ham.  Then  you  live  about  her  waist ,  or  in  the  middle  of  he 
favours? 

GuU.    'Faith,  her  privates  we. 

Ham.    In  the  secret  parts  of  fortune?  O !  most  true ;  she  is 
strampet.     What  news? 
^os.    NoDe,  my  lord  y  but  thai  \)bL^"^ot\^*^\gc«^tiVwkWsx. 

-55 
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Haau  Then  is  dooms-day  near;  but  your  news  is  not  true. 
Lei  me  question  more  in  particaltr:  what  haye  yon,  my  good 
friends  y  deserved  at  the  hands  of  fortune,  that  she  sends  you  to 
prison  hither? 

GuU.    Prison,  my  lord! 
Ham.    BenmarlK's  a  prison. 

Em*    Then,  is  the  world  one. 

Emm.  k  goodly  one ;  in  which  there  are  many  confines,  wards, 
and  dungeons ,  Denmark  being  one  of  the  worst. 

Hef.    We  think  not  so ,  my  lord. 

Eam.  Why,  then 't  is  none  to  you ;  for  there  is  nothing  either 
good  or  bad,  but  thinking  makes  it  so :  to  me  it  is  a  prison. 

Rom.  Why ,  Uien  your  ambition  makes  it  one :  't  is  too  narrow 
for  fonr  mind. 

Ham,  OGod!  I  eould  be  bounded  in  a  nutrshell ,  and  count 
myself  a  king  of  infinite  space ,  were  it  not  that  I  have  bad  dreams. 

Guil,  Which  dreams,  indeed,  are  ambition;  for  the  very 
sobstance  of  the  ambitious  is  merely  the  shaAw  of  a  dream. 

Ham.    A  dream  itself  is  but  a  shadow. 

Bos,  Truly « and  I  hold  ambition  of  so  airy  and  light  a  quality, 
that  it  is  but  a  shadow's  shadow. 

Earn.  Then  are  our  beggars  bodies,  andourmonarchs,  and 
outstretched  heroes ,  the  beggars*  shadows.  Shall  we  to  the  court? 
for,  bymy&y,  I  cannot  reason. 

Ros,  Guil,    We  11  wait  upon  you. 

Ham,  No  such  matter:  I  will  not  sort  you  with  the  rest  of  my 
servants;  for,  to  speak  to  you  like  an  honest  man,  I  am  most 
dreadfully  attended.  But,  in  the  beaten  way  of  friendship ,  what 
make  you  at  Elsinore? 

Ros.    To  visit  you,  my  lord;  no  other  occasion. 

Ham,  Beggar  that  I  am,  I  am  even  poor  in  thanks;  but  I 
thank  you:  and  snre,  dear  friends,  my  thanks  are  too  dear,  a 
halfpenny.  Were  you  not  sent  for?  Is  it  your  own  inclining? 
Is  it  a  free  visitation?  Come,  come;  deal  justly  with  me:  come, 
come;  nay,  speak. 

Gm/.    Wbat  should  we  saj,  my  lord? 

JSr^.    WbjMoy  thing,  but  to  the  purpose.    X^xn^w^  WiX 
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for;  and  there  is  a  kind  of  confession  in  your  looks,  which  your 
modesties  have  not  craft  enough  to  colour :  I  know ,  the  good  king 
and  queen  have  sent  for  you. 

Ros.    To  what  end,  my  lord? 

Ham.  That  you  must  teach  me.  But  let  me  conjure  you ,  by 
the  rights  of  our  fellowship ,  by  the  consonancy  of  our  youth ,  by 
the  obligation  of  our  ever-presenred  love ,  and  by  what  more  dear 
a  better  proposer  could  charge  you  withal ,  be  even  and  direct  with 
me,  whether  you  were  sent  for ,  or  no? 

Ros.    What  say  you?  [ jTo  Guildenstbrn. 

Ham.  Nay,  then  I  have  an  eye  of  you.  [Aside.]  —  If  you 
love  me,  hold  not  off. 

Guil.    My  lord,  we  were  sent  for. 

Ham.  I  will  tell  you  why ;  so  shall  my  anticipation  prevent 
your  discovery ,  and  your  secresy  to  the  king  and  queen  moult  no 
feather.  I  have  of  late ,  (but  wherefore  I  know  not)  lost  all  my 
mirth,  folregoneall  custom  of  exercises ;  and,  indeed,  it  goes  so 
heavily  with  my  disposition,  that  this  goodly  frame,  the  earth, 
seems  to  me  a  sterile  promontory ;  this  most  excellent  canopy ,  the 
air,  look  you,  this  brave  o'erhanging  firmament ,  this  majestical 
roof  fretted  with  golden  fire,  why,  it  appeareth  nothing  to  me, 
but  a  foul  and  pestilent  congregation  of  vapours.  What  a  piece  ol 
work  is  a  man !  How  noble  in  reason !  how  infinite  in  faculties ! 
in  form,  and  moving,  how  express  and  admirable!  in  action, 
how  like  an  angel !  in  apprehension ,  how  like  a  god !  the  beautj 
of  the  world !  the  paragon  of  animals !  And  yet ,  to  me ,  what  is 
this  quintessence  of  dust?  man  delights  not  me ;  no,  nor  woman 
neither ,  though  by  your  smiling  you  seem  to  say  so. 

Ros.    Myloi^d,  there  was  no  such  stuff  in  my  thoughts. 

Ham.  Why  did  you  laugh,  then,  when  I  said,  man  delights 
not  me? 

Ros.  To  think ,  my  lord ,  if  you  delight  not  in  man ,  what 
lenten  entertainment  the  players  shall  receive  from  you :  we  coted 
them  on  the  way ,  and  hither  are  they  coming  to  offer  you  service. 

Ham.    He  that  plays  the  king ,  shall  be  welcome ;  his  majesty 

shall  Jiare  tribute  of  me :  the  adveutUTOUS  V\A%Vl\.  s\)aW\s&«  his  foil, 

and  target:  the  layer  shall  not  s\g\i  ^taWs*  \5el^  VxMcasst w&  \aa 

lift 
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skaO  end  his  part  in  peace :  the  clown  shaU  make  those  laugh, 
whose  lungs  are  tickled  o'  the  sere ;  and  the  lady  shall  say  her  mind 
freely,  or  the  hlank  Terse  shall  halt  for  *U  —  What  players  are 
they? 

Rom,  Eyen  those  you  were  wont  to  take  such  delight  in ,  the 
tragedians  of  the  city. 

Ham*  How  chances  it,  they  travel?  their  residence,  both  id 
reputation  and  profit,  was  better  both  ways. 

Ros,  1  think ,  Uieir  inhibition  comes  by  the  means  of  the  late 
iuiOTStion. 

Ham.  Do  they  hold  the  same  estimation  they  did  when  I  was 
in  the  dtyT  Are  they  so  followed? 

Ros.    No,  indeed,  they  are  not. 

Ham.    How  comes  it?  Do  they  grow  rusty? 

Ros.  Nay,  their  endeayour  keeps  in  the  wonted  pace:  but 
there  is.  Sir,  an  eyry  of  children,  little  eyases,  that  cry  out  on 
the  top  of  question ,  and  are  most  tyrannically  clapped  for 't :  these 
are  now  the  fashion ;  and  so  berattle  the  common  stages ,  (so  they 
call  them)  that  many ,  wearing  rapiers ,  are  afraid  of  goose  quills, 
and  dare  scarce  come  thither. 

Ham.  What!  are  they  children?  who  maintains  them?  how 
are  they  escoted?  Will  Uiey  pursue  the  quality  no  longer  Uian 
they  can  sing?  will  they  not  say  afterwards,  if  they  should  grow 
themselves  to  common  players,  (as  it  is  most  like,  if  their  means 
are  not  better)  their  writers  do  them  wrong ,  to  make  them  eiclaim 
against  their  own  succession? 

Ros.  'Faith,  there  has  been  much  to  do  on  both  sides;  and 
the  nation  holds  it  no  sin,  to  tarre  them  to  controversy :  there  was, 
for  a  while,  no  money  bid  for  argument,  unless  the  poet  and  the 
player  went  to  cufils  in  the  question. 

Ham,    Is  it  possible? 

Guil.    O I  there  has  been  much  throwing  about  of  brains. 

Ham.    Bo  the  boys  carry  it  away? 

Ro*.    Ay,  that  they  do,  my  lord;  Hercules,  and  his  load  too. 

Ham.  It  is  not  very  strange;  formy  undeiskingofDenmarls, 
and  those.  Out  would  make  mowes  at  him  while  m^  i«X\v^x\\^^^^ 
firetwcDtf,  forty,  Mf,  an  hundred  ducats  a-p\^cft ,  ta\i\s\\Rr- 
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ture  in  little.    'Sblood ,  there  is  something  in  this  more  than  n*-    i| 
tural ,  if  philosophy  could  find  it  out. 

[Flourish  of  l^mpeU  vntki$u    .{ 

Gutl,    There  are  the  players.  i 

Ham,    Gentlemen,  you  are  welcome  to  Elsinore.  Tour  hands. 
Come,  then;  the  appurtenance  of  welcome  is  fkshion  and  eerfr- 
mony :  let  me  comply  with  yon  in  this  garb ,  lest  my  extent  to  the    \ 
players,  (which,  I  tell  you,  must  show  fairly  outward)  should    ; 
more  appear  like  entertainment  than  yours.    You  are  welcome;    •, 
butmyuncle-faUier,  and  aunt-mother,  are  deceived.  < 

GuiL    In  what,  my  dear  lord? 

Ham.    I  am  but  mad  north-north-west:  when  the  wind  is     • 
southerly,  I  know  a  hawk  from  a  handsaw. 

Enter  Poaonius. 

Pol,    Well  be  with  you ,  gentlemen! 

Ham.  Hark  you ,  Guildenstem ;  —  and  you  too ;  —  at  each 
ear  a  hearer  :>  that  great  baby ,  you  see  there ,  is  not  yet  out  of  his 
swathing-clouts. 

Ros.  Haply,  he's  the  second  time  come  to  them;  for,  they 
say,  an  old  man  is  twice  a  child. 

Ham.  I  will  prophesy,  he  comes  to  tell  me  of  the  players; 
mark  it.  —  Tou  say  right ,  Sir :  o'  Monday  morning :  H  was  then, 
indeed. 

Pol.    My  lord,  I  have  news  to  tell  you. 

Ham.  My  lord ,  I  have  news  to  tell  you.  When  Roscius  was 
an  actor  in  Rome,  — 

Pol.    The  actors  are  come  hither ,  my  lord. 

Ham.    Ruz,  buz! 

Pol.    Upon  my  honour ,  — 

Ham.    Then  came  each  actor  on  his  ass ,  — 

Pol.  The  best  actors  in  the  world,  either  for  tragedy,  comedy, 
history,  pastoral,  pastoral-comical,  historical-pastoral,  tragical- 
historical,  tragical-comical-historical-pastoral,  scene  individable, 
or  poem  unlimited :  Seneca  cannot  be  too  heavy ,  nor  Plautus  toe 
/^/.    For  the  law  of  writ,  and  Uie  VVbtil^ ,  \.Yi«Wi  «s«  thA  Ml* 
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Ham.    O  Jephduh,  Judge  of  Israel,  irbat  a  treasure  hadst 
thoo! 

/W.    Wkatatreasiurehadlie,  mylordT' 
Ham.    Wby  — 

<( One  &ir  daughter,  and  no  more, 
Tlie  which  he  loved  passing  well." 
PoL    Still  on  my  daughter.  lAside, 

Ham.    Am  I  not! 'the  right,  oldJephthah? 
Pol.    If  you  eall  me  Jephthah,  my  lord,  I  have  a  daughter 
that  I  love  passing  well. 

Ham,    Nay,  that  follows  not. 

PoL    What  follows,  then,  my  lord? 

Ham.    Why, 

**Asbylot,  God  wot," 
And  then,  you  know, 

"  It  came  to  pass ,  as  most  like  it  was,"  — 
The  first  row  of  the  pious  chanson  will  show  you  more ;  for  look, 
where  my  abridgment  comes. 

Enter  Four  or  Five  Players, 
Tou  are  welcome,  masters ;  welcome,  all.  —  I  am  glad  to  see  thee 
well:  — welcome,  good  friends.  —  O,  old  friend!  Why,  thy  face 
is  valanced  since  I  saw  thee  last :  com'st  Uiou  to  beard  me  in  Den- 
mark?—  What!  my  young  lady  and  mistress!  By-'r-lady,  your 
ladyship  is  nearer  to  heaven,  than  when  I  saw  you  last,  by  the 
altitude  of  a  chopine.  Pray  God,  your  voice,  like  a  piece  of  un- 
cuirent  gold ,  be  not  cracked  within  the  ring.  Masters ,  you  are 
all  welcome.  We  '11  e'en  to 't  like  French  falconers,  fly  at  any 
thing  we  see :  we  11  have  a  speech  straight.  Come ,  give  us  a  taste 
of  your  quality;  come,  a  passionate  speech. 

\Play.    What  speech,  my  good  lord? 

Ham.  I  heard  thee  speak  me  a  speech  once , — but  it  was  never 
acted;  or,  if  it  was,  not  above  once ,  for  the  play,  I  remember, 
pleased  not  the  million;  'twas  caviare  to  the  general:  but  it  was 
(as  I  received  it,  and  others,  whose  judgments  in  such  matters 
cried  jfl  Ae  top  ofmiae)  an  excellent  play;  weW  di%<b<s»NA^  V[i  ^^ 
set  down  with  as  muck  modesty  as  cxmiAii^*  \\«oawD^- 
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ber,  one  said ,  there  were  no  sallets  in  the  lines  to  make  the  mat* 
ter  savoury ,  nor  no  matter  in  the  phrase  that  might  indict  the  au- 
thor of  affectation ,  but  called  it  an  honest  method,  as  wholesome 
as  sweet,  and  by  very  much  more  handsome  than  fine.  One 
speech  in  it  I  chiefly  loved :  't  was  i£neas "  tale  to  Dido ;  and  there- 
about of  it  especially,  where  he  speaks  of  Priam's  slaughter.  If 
it  live  in  your  memory,  begin  at  this  line :  —  let  me  see ,  let  me 
see;  — 

' '  The  rugged  Pyrrhus ,  like  the  Hyrcanian  beast ,  ** 
—  'tis  not  so;  it  begins  with  Pyrrhus. 
*' The  rugged  Pyrrhus,  —  he,  whose  sable  arms , 
'*  Black  as  his  purpose ,  did  the  night  resemble 
**  When  he  lay  couched  in  the  ominous  horse , 
**  Hath  now  this  dread  and  black  complexion  smear'd 
^'  With  heraldry  more  dismal ;  head  to  foot 
* '  Now  is  he  total  gules ;  horridly  trick'd 
**With  blood  of  fathers,  mothers,  daughters,  sons; 
**  Bak'd  and  impasted  with  the  parching  streets , 
"  That  lend  a  tyrannous  and  a  damned  light 
**  To  their  lord's  murder :  Roasted  in  wrath ,  and  fire , 
'*  And  thus  o'er-sized  with  coagulate  gore , 
'*  With  eyes  b*ke  carbuncles ,  the  hellish  Pyrrhus 
"  Old  grandsire  Priam  seeks ; "  — 
So  proceed  you. 

Pol,    'Fore  God,  my  lord,  well  spoken;  with  good  accent, 
and  good  discretion. 

1  Play.    '*  Anon  he  finds  him 
<*  Striking  too  short  at  Greeks :  his  antique  sword , 
**  Rebellious  to  his  arm ,  lies  where  it  falls , 

*  ^  Repugnant  to  command.    Unequal  matched , 

*  *  Pyrrhus  at  Priam  drives ;  in  rage ,  strikes  wide ; 
**  But  with  the  whiff  and  wind  of  his  fell  sword 

*  *  The  unnerved  father  falls.    Then  senseless  Ilium , 
"  Seeming  to  feel  this  blow ,  with  flaming  top 

**  Stoops  to  his  base ;  and  with  a  hideous  crash 
Takes  prisoner  Pyrrhus*  en :  for,  lot  his  sword 
fcJi  was  decUniog  on  the  milky  head 
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I"  Of  reverend  Priam ,  seem'd  i'  tbe  air  to  stick : 
'*So,  as  a  painted  tyrant,  Pyrrhas  stood; 
*'  And ,  like  a  neutral  to  his  will  and  matter , 
'*  Did  nothing. 

"But,  as  we  often  see,  against  some  storm, 
**  A  silence  in  Uie  heavens ,  the  rack  stand  still , 
*'  The  bold  winds  speechless,  and  the  orb  below 
''As  hush  as  death ,  anon  the  dreadfnl  thunder 
*' Doth  rend  the  region;  so,  after  Pyrrhus' pause , 
*'  Aroused  vengeance  sets  him  new  a-work , 
"And  never  did  the  Cyclops'  hammers  fail 
"  On  Hars's  armour,  forg'd  for  proof  eteme , 
"With  less  remorse  than  Pyrrhus'  bleeding  sword 
"Now  falls  on  Priam.  — 

"Out,  out,  thou  strumpet,  Fortune!  All  you  gods, 
'  *  In  general  synod ,  take  away  her  power ; 
"Break  all  the  spokes  and  fellies  from  her  wheel , 
"  And  bowl  the  round  nave  down  the  hill  of  heaven , 
"As  low  as  to  the  fiends ! " 

Pol.    This  is  too  long. 

Ham.  It  shall  to  the  barber's,  with  your  beard.  — Pr'ythee, 
say  on :  —  he  *s  for  a  jig,  or  a  tale  of  bawdry ,  or  he  sleeps.  —  Say 
on:  come  to  Hecuba. 

1  Play.    * » But  who ,  0 !  who  had  seen  the  mobled  queen  "  — 

Ham.    The  mobled  queen  ? 

Pol.    That's  good;  mobled  queen  is  good. 

1  Play,    "Run  barefoot  up  and  down ,  threat'ning  the  flames 
"With  bisspn  rheum ;  a  clout  upon  that  head , 
"TVhere  late  the  diadem  stood;  and,  for  a  robe, 
*'  About  her  lank  and  all  o'erteemed  loins , 
' '  A  blanket ,  in  th'  alarm  of  fear  caught  up ; 
"Who  this  had  seen ,  with  toogue  in  venom  steep 'd 
" '  Gainst  fortune's  state  would  treason  have  pronounc'd  : 
"  But  if  the  gods  themselves  did  see  her  then , 
"  When  she  saw  Pyrrhus  make  malicious  sport 
"//I  wiaeing  with  bis  sword  her  husband's  Wmfes , 
^/        ''TheinstantburstofchmouT  that  she  made, 


46  HAMLET, 

**  (Unless  things  mortal  move  them  not  at  all) 

**  Would  have  made  milch  the  burning  eyes  of  heaven , 

''And  passion  in  the  gods." 

Pol.  Look,  whether  he  has  not  turned  his  colour,  and  has 
tears  in  *s  eyes  1  —  Pr'ythee ,  no  more. 

Ham,  'T  is  well ;  I  '11  have  thee  speak  out  the  rest  of  this 
soon.  —  Good  my  lord ,  will  you  see  the  players  well  bestowed? 
Do  your  hear,  let  them  be  well  used;  for  they  are  the  abstracts, 
and  brief  chronicles,  of  the  time:  after  your  death  you  were  b^ter 
have  a  bad  epitaph ,  than  their  ill  report  while  you  live. 

Pol.    My  lord,  I  will  use  them  according  to  their  desert. 

Ham,  God's  bodkin,  man,  much  better:  use  every  man 
after  his  desert,  and  who  should  'scape  whipping?  Use  them  after 
your  own  honour  and  dignity :  the  less  they  deserve ,  the  more 
merit  is  in  your  bounty.    Take  them  in. 

Pol.    Come,  Sirs. 

{Exit  PoLomus ,  with  some  of  the  Players. 

Ham,  Follow  him ,  friends :  we  '11  hear  a  play  to-morrow.  — 
Dost  thou  hear  me,  old  friend?  can  you  play  the  murder  of  Gon- 
zago? 

1  Play.    Ay,  my  lord. 

Ham.  We  '11  have  it  to-morrow  night.  You  could,  for  a  need, 
study  a  speech  of  some  dozen  or  sixteen  lines ,  which  I  would  set 
down  and  insert  in 't,  could jou  not? 

IPlay.    Ay,  my  lord. 

Ham.  Very  well.  —  Follow  that  lord ;  and  look  you  mock 
him  not.  [Eant  Player,]  My  good  friends ,  [To  Hos.  and  Gvil.] 
I  '11  leave  you  till  night:  you  are  welcome  to  Elsinore. 

Ros,    Good  my  lord ! 

iExeunfRoaKuctLXUTz  and  Guildenstbrn. 

Ham.    Ay ,  so ,  good  bye  you.  —  Now  I  am  alone. 
O ,  what  a  rogue  and  peasant  slave  am  I ! 
Is  it  not  monstrous ,  that  this  player  here , 
But  in  a  fiction ,  in  a  dream  of  passion , 
Could  force  his  soul  so  to  his  own  conceit , 
Tjbat,  from  ber  working ,  all  his  visage  yiM«i*  A \ 
Tears  ia  bis  eyes ,  distraction  in  bis  aspect , 
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A  broken  Yoice ,  and  his  whole  function  raiting 
With  forms  to  his  conceit?  and  all  for  nothing ! 
For  Hecuba? 

What'sHecobatohim,  orhetoHecnba, 
That  be  should  weep  for  her?    What  would  he  do , 
Had  be  the  moti?e  and  the  cue  for  passion , 
That  I  haye  ?    He  would  drown  the  stage  with  tears , 
And  deaye  the  general  ear  with  horrid  speech ; 
Hake  mad  the  gaOty ,  and  appal  the  free , 
Confound  the  ignorant;  andamaxe,  indeed, 
The  yery  faculties  of  eyes  and  ears.    Tet  I , 
3  A  dull  and  muddy-mettled  rascal ,  peak, 

r  like  John  a-dreams ,  unpregnant  of  my  cause , 

e  And  can  say  nothing;  no,  not  for  a  king. 

Upon  whose  property ,  and  most  dear  life, 
A  damn'd  defeat  was  made.    Am  I  a  coward  ? 

Who  calls  me  villain?  breaks  my  pate  across? 

Plucks  off  my  beard ,  and  blows  it  in  my  face? 

Tweaks  me  by  the  nose?  giyes  me  the  lie  i'  the  throat, 

As  deep  as  to  the  lungs?  Who  does  me  this?  Ha ! 

'Swounds!  I  should  take  it;  for  it  cannot  be , 

Butlampigeon-liver'd,  and  lack  gall 

To  make  oppression  bitter ,  or  ere  this 

I  should  have  fatted  all  the  region  kites 

With  this  slaye's  offal.    Bloody,  bawdy  villain ! 

Remorseless,  treacherous,  lecherous,  kindless Yillain ! 

O,  yengeance! 

Why,  what  an  ass  am  1 1    This  is  most  brave ; 

That  I ,  the  son  of  a  dear  father  murder'd , 

Prompted  to  my  revenge  by  heaven  and  hell , 

Must ,  like  a  whore ,  unpack  my  heart  with  words , 

And  fidl  a  cursing ,  like  a  very  drab , 

A  scullion ! 

Fie  upon 't!  fob!    About  my  brain !  I  have  heard, 

That  guilty  creatures,  sitt'wg  at  a  play , 

Hare  bf  the  rerjrcuaaiag  of  the  scene 
Been  struck  so  to  the  soul,  that  presently 


/ 
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They  have  proclaim*d  their  malefactions ; 

For  murder,  though  it  have  no  toogae ,  will  speak  "^ 

With  most  miraculous  organ.    I  '11  have  these  players  * 

Play  something  like  the  murder  of  my  father ,  < 

Before  mine  uncle:  I '11  observe  his  looks;  ' 

I '11  tent  him  to  the  quick:  ifhe  but  blench,  ^ 

I  know  my  course.    The  spirit,  that  I  have  seen , 

May  be  the  devil :  and  the  devil  hath  power 

T  assume  a  pleasing  shape;  yea,  and,  perhaps,  i 

Out  of  my  weakness,  and  my  melancholy, 

As  he  is  very  potent  with  sudi  spirits , 

Abuses  me  to  damn  me.    I  '11  have  grounds 

More  relative  than  this :  the  play 's  the  thing. 

Wherein  I  '11  catch  the  conscience  of  the  king.  [Exit, 

ACT  III.     SCENE  I. 

A  Room  in  the  Castle. 
Enter  King,  Queen^  Polonius,  Ophelia,  Rosbncraktz,  and 

GUILDENSTERN. 

King.    And  can  you,  by  no  drift  of  conference, 
Get  from  him ,  why  he  puts  on  this  confusion , 
Grating  so  harshly  all  his  days  of  quiet 
With  turbulent  and  dangerous  lunacy  ? 

Ros,    He  does  confess ,  he  feels  himself  distracted ; 
But  from  what  cause  he  will  by  no  means  speak. 

GuiL    Nor  do  we  find  him  forward  to  be  sounded , 
But  witb  a  crafty  madness  keeps  aloof, 
When  we  would  bring  him  on  to  some  confession 
Of  his  true  state. 

Queen.  Did  he  receive  you  well? 

Ros.    Most  like  a  gentleman. 

Guil.    But  with  much  forcing  of  his  disposition. 

Ros.    Niggard  of  question;  but,  of  our  demands. 
Most  free  in  his  reply. 

0ueen.  Did  you  assa^  Vkm 

To  aDjr  pastime? 
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Rot.    Madam,  it  so  fell  out,  that  certain  players 
We  o'er-ran^t  on  the  way :  of  these  we  told  him ; 
And  there  did  seem  in  hhn  a  kind  of  joy 
To  hear  of  it.    They  are  about  the  court ; 
And,  as  I  think,  they  haye  already  order 
This  night  to  play  before  him. 

Pol.  'Tismosttrne: 

And  he  beseech'd  me  to  entreat  your  majesties , 
To  hear  and  see  the  matier. 

Ring.    With  all  my  heart;  and  it  doth  much  content  me 
To  hear  him  so  inclined. 
Good  gentlemen ,  give  him  a  farther  edge , 
And  diiye  his  purpose  on  to  these  delights. 

Ro*.    We  shall,  my  lord. 

[Exeunt  Rosbngrantz  and  Guildbnstbrn. 

Ring.  Sweet  Gertrude ,  leave  us  too; 

For  we  have  closely  sent  for  Hamlet  hither , 
That  he,  as 'twere  by  accident,  may  here 
Affiront  Ophelia:  her  father,  and  myself  (lawful  espials) 
Will  so  bestow  ourselves,  that,  seeing,  unseen. 
We  may  of  thdr  encounter  frankly  judge ; 
And  gather  by  him ,  as  he  is  behav'd , 
If 't  be  th'  a£Eliction  of  his  love ,  or  no , 
That  thus  he  suffers  for. 

Queen.  I  shall  obey  you.  — 

And,  for  your  part,  Ophelia,  I  do  wish, 
That  your  good  beauties  be  the  happy  cause 
OfHamlet'swildness;  so  shall  I  hope ,  your  virtues 
Will  bring  him  to  his  wonted  way  again , 
To  both  your  honours. 

Oph.  Madam,  I  wish  it  may.        lExitQtteen. 

Pol.    Ophelia,  walk  you  here.  —  Gracious,  so  please  you, 
We  will  bestow  ourselves.  —  Read  on  this  book ;      [To  Ofhblia. 
That  show  of  such  an  exercise  may  colour 
Your  loneUness.  —  We  are  oft  to  blame  in  this ,  — 
TisioomacbproY'd,  —  that,  with  devotion's ^TO^^a , 
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And  pious  action ,  Vfe  do  sugar  o*er 
The  devil  himself. 

King.  0 !  'I  is  loo  true :  l^idde.]  how  i 

A  lash  that  speech  doth  give  my  conscience! 
The  harlot's  cheek ,  beautied  with  plastering  art , 
Is  not  more  ugly  to  the  thing  that  helps  it , 
Than  is  my  deed  to  my  most  painted  word. 
0  heavy  burden ! 

Pol.    I  hear  him  coming :  let 's  withdraw ,  my  lord. 

[Exeunt  King  and  VoLomsi 

Enter  Hamlet, 
JIam.    To  be,  or  not  to  be;  that  is  the  question : — 
Whether  *i  is  nobler  in  the  mind ,  to  suffer 
The  slings  and  arrows  of  outrageous  fortune ; 
Or  to  take  arms  against  a  sea  of  troubles , 
And  by  opposing  end  them?  —  To  die,  —  to  sleep,  — 
No  more ;  —  and ,  by  a  sleep ,  to  say  we  end 
The  heart-ache ,  and  the  thousand  natural  shocks 
That  flesh  is  heir  to ,  —  't  is  a  consummation 
Devoutly  to  be  wish'd.    To  die ;  —  to  sleep :  — 
To  sleep !  perchance  to  dream :  —  ay ,  there  's  the  rub ; 
For  in  that  sleep  of  death  what  dreams  may  come , 
"When  we  have  shufiQed  off  this  mortal  coil , 
Must  give  us  pause.    There 's  the  respect 

That  makes  calamity  of  so  long  life : 

For  who  would  bear  the  whips  and  scorns  of  time , 

The  oppressor's  wrong,  the  proud  man's  contumely. 

The  pangs  of  despis'd  love,  the  law's  delay , 

The  insolence  of  office ,  and  the  spurns 

That  patient  merit  of  the  unworthy  takes , 

When  he  himself  might  his  quietus  make 

With  a  bare  bodkin?  who  would  fardels  bear, 

To  grunt  and  sweat  under  a  weary  life , 

But  that  the  dread  of  something  after  death,  — 

The  undiscover'd  country ,  from  whose  bourn 

JVo  trarener  returns,  —  puzzles  the  wVW , 
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ksd  makes  us  rather  bear  those  ills  we  have , 
Ihan  fly  to  others  that  we  know  DOt  of? 
nms  conscience  does  make  cowards  of  us  all ; 
lad  thus  the  native  hue  of  resolution 
ii  sicklied  o'er  with  the  pale  cast  of  thought , 
kad  enterprises  of  great  pith  and  moment , 
With  this  regard  their  currents  turn  awry , 
Aid  lose  the  name  of  action.  —  Soft  you ,  now ! 
Ihe  £ur  Ophelia.  —  Nymph ,  in  thy  orisons 
ie  dl  my  sins  remembered. 

Oph*  Good  my  lord , 

Bow  does  your  honour  for  this  many  a  day? 

Ham.    I  humbly  thank  you;  well,  weU,  Well. 

Oph,    My  lord,  I  haye  remembrances  of  yours. 
That  I  haTC  longed  long  to  re-deliver ; 
I  pray  yon,  now  receive  them. 

Ham,  No,  not  I; 

I  never  gave  yon  aught. 

Opk,    My  honoured  lord,  I  know  right  well  you  did; 
And  with  them ,  words  of  so  sweet  breath  composed , 
As  made  the  things  more  rich :  their  perfume  lost , 
tike  these  again ;  for  to  the  noble  mind , 
Xich  gifts  wax  poor  when  givers  prove  unkind. 
There,  my  lord. 

Ham.    Ha,  ha!  are  you  honest?  • 

Oph.    My  lord! 

Ham.    Ajre  you  fair? 

Oph.    What  means  your  lordship  ? 

Ham.  That  if  you  be  honest,  and  fair,  your  honesty  should 
admit  no  discourse  to  your  beauty. 

Oph.  Could  beauty,  my  lord,  have  better  commerce  than  with 
lionesty? 

Ham.  Ay,  truly;  for  the  power  of  beauty  will  sooner  trans- 
fonn  honesty  from  what  it  is  to  a  bawd,  than  the  force  of  honesty 
can  translate  beauty  into  his  likeness:  this  was  someUme  a 
paradox,  hut  bow  the  time  gives  it  proof.    1  did  \0Ne  ^cwi  «iit^. 

1^4.    Indeed,  my  lord,  jon  made  me  believe  so. 

-A 
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Ham.  You  should  not  have  believed  me ;  for  virtue  eanooii 
inoculate  our  old  stock,  but  vte  shall  relish  of  it.    I  loved  yoa  im 

Oph.    I  was  the  more  deceived. 

Ha?n.  Get  thee  to  a  nunuery :  why  wouId*st  thou  be  a  breed 
of  siDoers?  I  am  myself  indiffereot  honest :  but  yet  I  could  acc« 
me  of  such  things,  that  it  were  better,  my  mother  bad  not  bon 
me.  lam  very  proud,  revengeful,  ambitious;  with  more  offei 
ces  at  my  beck ,  than  I  have  thoughts  to  put  them  in ,  imaginati< 
to  give  them  shape,  or  time  to  act  them  in.  What  should  soi 
fellows  as  I  do  crawling  between  heaven  and  earth?  We  are  am 
knaves,  all;  believe  none  of  us.  Go  thy  ways  to  a  nuimei 
Where 's  you  father? 

Oph,    At  home,  my  lord. 

Ham,  Let  the  doors  be  shut  upon  him ,  that  he  may  play  t 
fool  no  where  but  in 's  own  house.    Farewell. 

Oph,    0 !  help  him ,  you  sweet  heavens ! 

Ham,  If  thou  dost  marry,  1  '11  give  thee  this  plague  for  t 
dowry :  be  thou  as  chaste  as  ice ,  as  pure  as  snow,  thou  shalt  i 
escape  calumny.  Get  thee  to  a  nunnery ;  fareweU.  Or,  if  th 
wilt  needs  marry,  marry  a  fool,  for  wise  men  know  well  eooii 
what  monsters  you  make  of  them.  To  a  nunnery,  go;  andquicl 
loo.    Farewell. 

Oph.    Heavenly  powers,  restore  him! 

Ham.  I  have  heard  of  your  paintings  too ,  well  enough :  G 
h^h  given  you  one  face,  and  you  make  yourselves  another:  y 
jig,  you  amble,  and  you  lisp,  and  nickname  God*8  creatures,  a 
make  your  wantonness  your  ignorance.  Go  to ;  I  'il  no  more  on 
it  hath  made  me  mad.  I  say,  we  will  have  no  more  marriage 
those  that  are  married  already,  all  but  one,  shall  live;  the  n 
shall  keep  as  they  are.    To  a  nunnery,  go.  [J^^m'^HAitui 

Oph.    0,  what  a  noble  mind  is  here  o'ertbrown ! 
The  courtier's,  soldier's,  scholar's,  eye,  tongue,  sword: 
Th'  expectancy  and  rose  of  the  fair  state , 
The  glass  of  fashion ,  and  the  mould  of  form , 
Th'observ'd  of  all  observers,  quite,  quite  down! 
And  J,  of  ladies  most  deject  and  wretched , 
That  suck'd  the  hooey  of  his  music  \o\«s , 
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Ibw  see  that  noble  and  most  sovereign  reasoo , 
Uke  sweet  bells  jangled,  out  of  tane  and  harsh ; 
That  immatch'd  form  and  feature  of  blown  youth , 
■Hied  with  eestasy.    O,  woe  is  me! 
Ilhife  seen  what  I  have  seen ,  see  what  I  see ! 

Re-^nter  Ring  and  Polonius. 

iUmg,    Lore!  bis  affections  do  not  that  way  tend ; 
Ikt  what  he  spake ,  though  it  lack'd  form  a  little , 
Was  not  like  madness.    There 's  something  in  his  soul , 
(Ksr  whieh  his  melancholy  sits  on  brood ; 
And,  I  do  doubt,  the  hatch,  and  the  disclose , 
mu  be  some  danger :  which  for  to  prevent, 
I  have ,  in  quick  determination , 
Ihos  set  it  down.    He  shall  with  speed  to  England , 
1    l»r  the  demand  of  our  neglected  tribute : 
laply,  the  seas,  and  countries  different, 
With  variable  objects ,  shall  expel 

(lUi  something  settled  matter  in  his  heart; 
Wbanon  his  brains  still  beating  puts  him  thus 
limn  Cuhion  of  himself.    What  think  you  on 't? 
PoL    It  shall  do  well:  but  yet  do  I  believe, 
Ihe  origin  and  commencement  of  his  grief 
Ifrang  from  neglected  love.  —  How  now ,  Ophelia ! 
Tan  need  not  teU  us  what  lord  Hamlet  said ; 
Wehearditall.  — Hylord,  do  as  you  please; 
im,  if  jon  hold  it  fit,  after  the  play 
Lai  his  queen  mother  all  alone  entreat  him 
16  show  liis  griefs :  let  her  be  round  with  him ; 
And  I '11  he  plac'd ,  ao  please  you,  in  the  ear 
Of  all  their  conference.    If  she  find  him  not., 
To  England  send  bim ;  or  confine  him  where 
Tour  wisdom  best  shall  think. 

Ring.  It  shall  be  so : 

Hadness  in  gnai  ones  must  not  on  watch'd  go. 

\ExeuTvl. 
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SCENE  II.  ij 

A  Hall  in  the  Same.  '  J^i 

Enter  Hamlet  and  certain  Players.  ■  t' " 

ffam.    Speak  the  speech,  I  pray  you,  as  I  pronoanced  it  to  yoiit  ^ 

trippingly  on  the  tongue;  but  if  you  mouth  it,  as  many  ofyovr  ^ 

players  do,  I  had  as  lief  the  town-crier  spoke  my  lines.    Nor  dt^ 

not  saw  the  air  too  much  with  your  hand,  thus ;  but  use  all  gently  i  ^ 

for  in  the  very  torrent,  tempest,  and  (as  I  may  say)  whirlwind «t^!^ 

passion ,  you  must  acquire  and  beget  a  temperance ,  that  may  gMr 

it  smootiiness.    O!  it  offends  me  to  the  soul,  toheararobostioiNt^r 

periwig-pated  fellow  tear  a  passion  to  tatters,  to  very  rags,  to  spHl^r 

the  ears  of  the  groundlings;  who,  for  the  most  part,  arecapabtfJ 

of  nothing  but  inexplicable  dumb  shows,  and  noise :  I  would  harii 


such  a  fellow  whipped  for  o'er-doing  Termagant;  it  out-herod^  • 

1 


Herod:  pray  you  avoid  it.  ' 


I  Play,    I  warrant  your  honour. 

Ham,    Be  not  too  tame  neither,  but  let  your  own  diseretion  b«   ' 
your  tutor:  suit  the  action  to  the  word,  the  word  to  the  aetk»;'  ^ 
with  this  special  observance,  that  you  o'erstep  not  the  modesty  of  i 
nature;  for  any  thing  so  overdone  is  from  the  purpose  of  playtag^ 
whose  end,  both  at  the  first,  and  now,  was,  and  is,  to  hold,  at;; 
'twere,  the  mirror  up  to  nature;  to  show  virtue  her  own  foatniif 
scorn  her  own  image,  and  the  very  age  and  body  of  the  time,  hM 
form  and  pressure.  Now,  this  overdone,  or  come  tardy  off,  thoaiK 
it  make  the  unskilful  laugh,  cannot  but  make  the  judicious  gfifif#f 
the  censure  of  which  one  must,  in  your  allowance,  o'er-weigki 
whole  theatre  of  others.    0!  there  be  players,  that  I  have  sssi 
play ,  —  and  heard  others  praise ,  and  that  highly,  — -  not  to  apssl? 
it  profanely,  that,  neither  having  the  accent  of  Christians,  nor^ 
gait  of  Christian,  pagan,  norman,  have  so  strutted,  andbellowedp 
that  I  have  thought  some  of  nature's  journeymen  had  made  mmi 
and  not  made  them  well ,  they  imitated  humanity  so  abominably.  ' 

1  Play.    I  hope ,  we  have  reformed  that  indifferently  with  ns. 

J/am.    01  reiorm  it  altogether.     And  let  those,  that  plif 
foar  clowns,  speak  no  more  than  isseldo^TDLtoitiilbfimx  V^^dbs^^ 
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be  of  them,  that  will  themselves  laugh ,  to  set  od  some  qoantity  of 
barren  spectators  to  laagh  too;  though  in  the  meao  time  some  no- 
cessary  ipiestion  of  the  play  be  then  to  be  considered :  that 's  vil- 
lainous ,  and  shows  a  most  pitiftil  ambition  in  the  fool  that  uses  it. 
Go,  make  yon  ready. —  [Exeunt  Plmyen, 

^n^erPoLONins,  Robbmcramtz,  oiu/Guildenbtirn. 
How  now  y  my  lord!  will  the  king  hear  this  piece  of  work? 
PoL     And  the  queen  too,  and  that  presently. 
Ham.     Bid  the  players  make  haste.  ^  [Exit  Polonius. 

Will  you  two  help  to  hasten  them? 
Both,     We  will,  my  lord. 

[J?d;etm/Ro8BiiCRA]iTi  and  Goildikstbrii. 
Ham.     What,  ho!    Horatio! 

^n/9r  Horatio. 
Hot.     Here,  sweet  lord,  at  your  service. 
Ham.     Horatio,  thou  art  e'en  as  just  a  man 
As  e'er  my  conversation  cop'd  withal. 
Bar.     O !  my  dear  lord ,  — 

Ham.  Nay,  do  not  think  I  flatter ; 

Vdr  what  advancement  may  I  hope  from  thee , 
That  DO  revenue  hast,  but  thy  good  spirite. 
To  Itoed  and  dothe  thee  ?    Why  should  the  poor  be  flatterM  ? 
Ho ;  let  the  candied  tongue  lick  absurd  pomp , 
And  crook  the  pregnant  hinges  of  the  knee , 
Wbere  thrift  may  follow  fawning.    Dost  thou  hear? 
Since  my  dear  soul  was  mistress  of  her  choice , 
And  could  of  men  distinguish ,  her  election 
Hadiseal'd  thee  for  herself:  for  thou  hast  been 
AaoBCt  In  suffering  all,  that  suffers  nothing; 
A  man ,  that  fortune's  buffets  and  rewards 
Hast  ta'en  with  equal  thanks :  and  bless'd  are  those , 
Whose  blood  and  judgment  are  so  well  co-mingled, 
That  they  are  not  a  pipe  for  fortune's  finger 
To  sound  what  stop  she  please.    Give  me  that  man 
Ttat  is  not passioa's  Blare,  and  I  wiU  wear  him 
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In  my  heart's  core ,  ay ,  in  my  heart  of  heart ,  !iil 

As  I  do  thee.  —  SomethiDg  too  mueh  of  this.  —  ifiii 

There  is  a  play  to-night  before  the  king ;  _ih 

One  scene  of  it  comes  near  the  circumstance ,  ■    %i 
Which  I  have  told  thee ,  of  my  father's  death : 

Ipr'ythee,  when  thou  seest  that  act  a-foot,  b! 

Even  with  the  very  comment  of  my  soul  lit, 

Observe  mine  uncle:  if  his  occulted  guilt  r.i 

Do  not  itself  unkennel  in  one  speech ,  ijiij 

It  is  a  damned  ghost  that  we  have  seen ,  li 

And  my  imaginations  are  as  foul  .   :!ii 

As  Vulcan's  stithy.    Give  him  heedful  note;  it^ 

For  I  mine  eyes  will  rivet  to  his  face ,  .    t  ii 

And,  after,  we  will  both  our  judgments  join  iji 

In  censure  of  his  seeming.  \  t 

Hor.                             Well,  my  lord;  ^^ 

If  he  steal  au{;ht  the  whilst  this  play  is  playing,  1 1 

And 'scape  detecting,  I  will  pay  the  theft.  ^ 

Ham,    They  are  coming  to  the  play:  I  must  be  idle;  -    i^ 

Get  you  a  place.  i 

Danish  March,  A  Flownsh,  Enter  King^  Quwn,  Po&oimr%  ^ 
Ophelia,  Rosencramtz,  GuuDENSTERKy  andOthen.  ^ 
King.    How  fares  our  cousin  Hamlet?  i 

Ham.    Excellent,  i'  faith;  of  the  eamelion's  dish:  I  eat  tlM  ; 

air,  promise-crammed.    Tou  cannot  feed  capons  so.  j 

Ring.    I  have  nothing  with  this  answer,  Hamlet:  these  words  ) 

are  not  mine. 

Ham.    No,  nor  mine  now.  —  My  lord,  yon  played  once  in 

the  university ,  you  say?  [Tb  Polowub. 

Pol.    That  did  I,  my  lord;  and  was  accounted  a  good  actor. 
Ham.    And  what  did  you  enact? 
Pol.    I  did  enact  Julius  Cssar:  I  was  killed  i'  the  Capitol; 

Brutus  killed  me. 

Ham.    It  was  a  brute  part  of  him  to  kill  so  capital  a  calf  there. 
— Be  the  players  readjt 
^o*.    4r»  my  lord;  they  slay  upou -joxa  ^X\wi^^« 
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Qtteen.     Come  hither,  my  dear  Hamlet,  sit  by  me. 

-Ham.     No »  good  mother ,  here  'a  metal  more  attracti?e. 

PoL     Oho!  do  yon  mark  that?  iTotkBRmg. 

Ham.     Lady,  shall  I  lie  in  yom* lap? 

[Lying  down  at  Ophelia's  Feet. 

Oph.     No,  my  lord. 

Ham.     I  mean,  my  head  upon  yonr  lap? 

Opfu     Ay,  my  lord. 

Ham.     Bo  yon  think,  I  meant  country  matters? 

Oph.     I  think  nothing,  my  lord. 

Hafn.     That 's  a  £ur  thought  to  lie  between  maids'  legs. 

OpA.     ^¥hatis,  my  lord? 

Ham.     Nothing. 

Opfu     Ton  are  merry,  my  lord. 

Ham.     Who,  I? 

Oph.     Ay,  my  lord. 

Ham.  OGod!  yonr  only  jig-maker.  What  should  a  man  do, 
vat  be  merry?  for,  look  you,  how  cheerfoUy  my  mother  looks, 
and  my  fiather  died  within  these  two  hours. 

Oph.    Nay,  'tis  twice  two  months,  my  lord. 

Ham.  So  long?  Nay  then ,  let  the  deyil  wear  black ,  for  I  '11 
hare  a  suit  of  sables.  O  heayens!  die  two  months  ago,  and  not 
Gorigottea  yet?  Then  there  's  hope,  a  great  man's  memory  may 
outliYe  his  life  half  a  year ;  but,  by-'r-lady,  he  must  build  churches 
then,  or  else  shall  he  suffer  not  thinking  on,  with  the  hobby- 
hotrse;  vhose  epitaph  is,  *'For,  0!  for,  01  tiie  hobby-horse  is 
foigot.'' 

TrumpetiiOfund.   The  dumb  Show  enters. 

Enter  a  King  and  Queen ^  very  lovingly;  the  Queen  embracing 
him.  She  kneels  ^  and  makes  show  qf  protestation  unto  him. 
He  takes  her  up^  and  declines  his  head  upon  her  neck;  lays  him 
downupon a  bank  ({f  flowers:  she,  seeing  him  asleep ^  leaves 
him.  Anon  comes  in  a  fellow ,  takes  off  his  crown,  kisses  it^ 
and  pours  poison  in  the  Hingis  ears ,  and  exit.  The  Qteeen  re* 
iurw,jindtfAeJirmffdead,  and  makes  possUynoltB  action.  TKa 
j^^^a^,  unu  some  two  or  three  MiUei,   cowiea  ia  again. 
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seeming  to  lament  vnth  her.  The  dead  body  is  carried  away,  lii 
The  poisoner  woos  the  Queen  vnth  gifts:  she  seems  loath  aid  i^ 
tmwilling  awhile ;  butinthe  end  accepts  his  love,        [Exeunt*  ik 

Oph.    What  means  this,  my  lord?  ^^! 

Ham,    Many,  this  is  miching  mallecho ;  it  means  mischief.     ^ 
Oph.    Belil^e,  this  show  imports  the  argument  of  the  plsy.        ^i 

% 
Enter  Prologue,  l^ 

Ham.    We  shall  know  by  this  fellow :  the  players  cannot  keep  ^ 

counsel;  they '11  tell  all.  ^ 

Oph,    Will  he  tell  us  what  this  show  meant?  ii 

Ham,    Ay,  or  any  show  that  you  will  show  him :  be  not  yon  ^ 

ashamed  to  show,  he  '11  not  shame  to  tell  you  what  it  means.  X^ 

Oph,    Tou  are  naught,  you  are  naught.    I '11  mark  the  play.  « 

Pro.    "For  us,  and  for  our  tragedy ,  ft 

Hero  stooping  to  your  clemency ,  i 

We  beg  your  hearing  patiently."  s 

Ham,    Is  this  a  prologue,  or  the  poesy  of  a  ring?  i 

Oph,    'lis  brief,  my  lord.  i 

Ham,    As  woman's  love.  i 

Enter  a  King  and  a  Queen* 
P.  King,    Full  thirty  times  hath  Phoebus'  cart  gone  round 

Neptune's  salt  wash,  and  Tellus' orbed  ground ; 

And  thirty  dozen  moons ,  with  borrow'd  sheen , 

About  the  world  have  times  twelve  thirties  been ; 

Since  love  our  hearts ,  and  Hymen  did  our  hands , 

Unite  commutual  in  most  sacred  bands. 

P.  Queen,    So  many  journeys  may  the  sun  and  moon 

Make  us  again  count  o'er,  ere  love  be  done. 

But,  woe  is  me!  you  are  so  sick  of  late, 

8o£ur  from  cheer,  and  from  your  former  state , 

That  I  distrust  you.    Yet,  though  I  distrust. 

Discomfort  yon,  my  lord,  it  nothing  must; 

For  women's  fear  and  love  hold  quantity , 

lo  neither  au^t,  or  in  extremity. 
IVow,  iFifr/f/jn/iove is,  proof h9Lthmade^o\i\ucio^« 
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my  love  is  siz'd ,  my  fear  is  so. 

love  is  great ,  the  littlest  doubts  are  fear ; 

little  fears  grow  great ,  great  love  grows  there. 

^ing.    Taith,  Imastleayethee,  love,  and  shortly  too; 

rant  powers  their  fuDCtions  leave  to  do : 

>a  Shalt  live  in  this  fair  world  behind , 

'd,  beloVd;  and,  haply,  one  as  kind 

iband  Shalt  thou  ^ 

fueen.  0,  confound  the  rest ! 

ve  must  needs  be  treason  in  my  breast : 

nd  husband  let  me  be  accurst ; 

ed  the  second ,  but  who  kill'd  the  first. 

91.  [AHde.'\    Wormwood,  wormwood. 

Queen.    The  instances,  that  second  marriage  move , 

se  respects  of  thrift ,  but  none  of  love : 

ad  time  I  kill  my  husband  dead , 

second  husband  kisses  me  in  bed. 

King.    I  do  believe  you  think  what  now  you  speak , 

lat  we  do  determine  oft  we  break. 

se  is  but  the  slave  to  memory , 

eot  birth ,  but  poor  validity ; 

mow,  like  fruit  unripe ,  sticks  on  the  tree , 

U,  unshaken,  when  they  mellow  be. 

lecessary  't  is ,  that  we  forget 

f  ourselves  what  to  ourselves  is  debt :  . 

to  ourselves  in  passion  we  propose , 

ission  ending ,  doth  the  purpose  lose. 

olence  of  either  grief  or  joy 

own  enactures  with  themselves  destroy : 

e  joy  most  revels ,  grief  doth  most  lament ; 

joys,  joy  grieves,  on  slender  accident. 

rorld  is  not  for  aye ;  nor 't  is  not  strange , 

iven  our  loves  should  with  our  fortunes  change ; 

is  a  question  left  us  yet  to  prove , 

her  love  lead  fortune ,  or  else  fortune  love. 

reat  man  down,  jou  mark  his  favourite  Mts; 

wradvsac'd  makes  friends  of  enemies: 
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And  hitherto  doth  love  on  fortune  tend ,  ii 

For  who  not  needs  shall  never  lack  a  friend;  3i 

And  who  in  want  a  hollow  friend  doth  try , 

Directly  seasons  him  his  enemy. 

Bat ,  orderly  to  end  where  I  hegun ,  '  ^ 

Our  wills  and  fates  do  so  contrary  run , 

That  onr  devices  still  are  overthrown ;  4 

Onr  thoughts  are  ours ,  their  ends  none  of  our  own:  ^ 

So  think  thou  wilt  no  second  husband  wed ,  i 

But  die  thy  thoughts ,  when  thy  first  lord  is  dead.  , 

P,  Queen,    Nor  earth  to  me  give  food ,  nor  heaven  light ! 
Sport  and  repose  lock  from  me,  day  and  night*  1 

To  desperation  turn  my  trust  and  hope ! 
An  anchor's  cheer  in  prison  be  my  scope ! 
Each  opposite ,  that  blanks  the  face  of  joy , 
Meet  what  I  would  have  well,  and  it  destroy ! 
Both  here,  and  hence,  pursue  me  lasting  strife , 
If,  once  a  widow,  ever  I  be  wife! 

Ham.    If  she  should  break  it  now ,  — 

P.King,    nr  is  deeply  sworn.    Sweet,  leave  me  here  a  while: 
My  spirits  grow  dull ,  and  fain  I  would  beguile 
The  tedious  day  with  sleep.  [Sleeps, 

P,  Queen,  Sleep  rock  thy  brain ; 

And  never  come  mischance  between  us  twain !  [Exit, 

Ham,    Madam,  how  like  you  this  play? 

Queen.    The  lady  doth  protest  too  much ,  methinks. 

Ham,    0!  but  she 'II  keep  her  word. 

King,    Have  you  heard  the  argument?  Is  there  no  offence 
in't? 

Ham.    No,  no;  they  do  but  jest,  poison  in  jest:  no  offence 
r  the  world. 

King,    What  do  you  call  the  play  ? 

Ham.    The  mouse-trap.  Marry,  how?  Tropically.  This  play 

is  the  image  of  a  murder  done  in  Vienna :  Gonzago  is  the  duke's 

name;  )us  ynfe,  Baptista.    You  shall  see  anon;  't  is  a  knavish 

p/ece  of  work;  tat  what  of  that?  your  mai^sv^^  wk^-^^^OaaxXiw^ 
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free  souls,  it  touches  us  not:  let  the  galled  jade  wioce,  oar 
withers  are  unwrung. 

Enter  Luciamus. 

This  is  one  Lucianus ,  nephew  to  the  king. 

Oph.    Ton  are  as  good  as  a  chorus,  my  lord. 

Ham,  I  could  interpret  between  you  and  your  lore ,  if  I  could 
see  the  pappets  dallying. 

Oph,    Tou  are  keen,  my  lord,  yon  are  keen. 

Ham.    It  would  cost  you  a  groaning  to  take  off  my  edge. 

Oph.    Still  better,  and  worse. 

Hatn .  So  you  must  take  your  husbands. — Begin ,  murderer : 
leave  thy  damnable  faces,  and  begin.  Come:  —  The  croaking 
raven  doth  bellow  for  revenge. 

Ijue.    Thoughts  black,  hands  apt,  drugs  fit,  and  time  agreeing ; 
Confederate  season ,  else  no  creature  seeing ; 
Thou  mixture  rank ,  of  midnight  weeds  coUected , 
With  Hecate's  ban  thrice  blasted ,  thrice  infected , 
Thy  natural  magic  and  dire  property , 
Oo  wrholesome  life  usurp  immediately 

[PouTi  the  Poison  into  the  Sleeper's  Ears. 

Earn,.  He  poisons  him  i'  the  garden  for  his  estate.  His  name  's 
Gonzago:  the  story  is  extant,  and  written  in  very  choice  Italian. 
You  shall  see  anon,  how  the  murderer  gets  the  love  of  Gonzago's 
wife. 

Oph,    The  king  rises. 

Ham.    What!  frighted  with  false  fire? 

Queen.    How  fares  my  lord  ? 

Pol.    Give  o'er  the  play. 

Ring.    Give  me  some  light !  —  away ! 

All.    Lights,  lights,  lights! 

[Exeunt  all  but  Hamlet  and  Horatio. 

Ham.    Why,  let  the  stricken  deer  go  weep , 
The  hart  ungalled  play ; 
For  some  must  watch ,  while  some  must  sleep : 
Thus  runs  the  world  away.  — 
WoaU not  this,  Sir,  aad  a  forest  of  feathers,  (i^  ^^^  i^sV^lta^i 
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fortunes  turn  Turk  with  me)  with  two  Provincial  roses  on  my  razed  ^> 

shoes,  get  me  a  fellowship  in  a  cry  of  players,  Sir?                       ^  ^ 

Hor,    Haifa  share.  iii 

Ham,    A  whole  one,  I.  s 

For  thou  dost  know,  0  Damon  dear!                           '  \ 

This  realm  dismantled  was  \ 

Of  Jove  himself;  and  now  reigns  here  i 

Avery,  very  —  peacock.                                        •  \\ 

Hor.    You  might  have  rhymed.  \ 

Ham.    0  good  Horatio !  I  '11  take  the  ghost's  word  for  a  thon-  I 

sand  pound.    Didst  perceive?  ^ 

Hor.    Very  well,  my  lord. 

Ham.    Upon  the  talk  of  the  poisoning ,  —  \ 
Hor.    I  did  very  well  note  him. 

Ham.    Ah,  ha !  —  Come ;  some  music !  come ;  the  recorders ! 
For  if  the  king  like  not  the  comedy , 

Why  then,  belike,  —  he  likes  it  not,  perdy. —  < 

Enter  Hosbncrantz  and  Guildenstbrn. 
Come;  some  music! 

GviL    Good  my  lord,  vouchsafe  me  a  word  with  you. 

Ham.    Sir,  a  whole  history. 

Guil.    The  king.  Sir,— 

Ham.    Ay,  Sir,  what  of  him? 

Guil.    Is  in  his  retirement  marvellous  distempered. 

Ham.    With  drink,  Sir? 

Guil.    No,  my  lord,  withcholer. 

Ham.  Your  wisdom  should  show  itself  more  richer ,  to  signify 
this  to  his  doctor ;  for,  for  me  to  put  him  to  his  purgation  would, 
perhaps,  plunge  him  into  more  choler. 

Gtdl,  Good  my  lord,  put  your  discourse  into  some  frame,  and 
start  not  so  wildly  from  my  affair. 

Ham.    I  am  tame ,  Sir;  — -  pronounce. 

Guil.  The  queen  your  mother ,  in  most  great  affliction  of  spi- 
rit ,  hath  sent  me  to  you. 

ffnm.    You  are  welcome. 

^^//.    JNaj,  good  my  lord,  ttiis  cowtltai  V"&\i^\.  ^\^^^\^ 
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breed.  If  it  shall  please  yoa  to  make  me  a  wholesome  answer ,  r 
vill  do  your  mother's  commandment ;  if  not ,  your  pardon  and  my 
ntnrn  shall  be  the  end  of  my  business. 

Ham,    Sir,  I  cannot. 

GtdL    What,  my  lord? 

Ham.  Make  you  a  wholesome  answer;  my  wit 's  diseased: 
bat,  Sir,  such  answer  as  I  can  make,  yoa  shall  command;  or, 
nther,  as  yoa  say,  my  mother:  therefore  no  more,  but  to  the 
matter.    My  mother,  yoa  say,  —  ' 

Rm.  Then ,  thus  she  says.  Your  behayiour  hath  struck  her 
into  amazement  and  admiration. 

Ham.  O  wonderful  son,  that  can  so  astonish  a  mother!  — 
Bat  is  there  no  sequel  at  the  heels  of  this  mother's  admiration? 
impart. 

Ra9.  She  desires  to  speak  with  you  in  her  closet,  ere  you  go 
to  bed. 

Ham.  We  shall  obey,  were  she  ten  times  our  mother.  Have 
you  any  farther  trade  with  us? 

Ros.    My  lord,  yoa  once  did  love  me. 

Ham.    And  do  still,  by  these  pickers  and  stealers. 

Ros.  Good  my  lord ,  what  is  your  cause  of  distemper?  yoa 
do,  sorely,  but  bar  the  door  upon  your  own  liberty ,  if  you  deny 
your  griefs  to  your  friend. 

Ham.    Sir,  I  lack  advancement. 

Ras.  How  can  that  be,  when  you  have  the  voice  of  the  king 
Umself  for  your  succession  in  Denmark? 

Ham,  Ay,  Sir,  but "  while  the  grass  grows ,"  — the  proverb 
is  something  musty. 

Enter  the  Phyers^  with  Recorders. 
0!  the  recorders:  —  let  me  see  one.  —  To  withdraw  with  you :  — 
why  do  yoa  go  about  to  recover  the  wind  of  me,  as  if  yoa  would 
drive  me  into  a  toil? 

GuU.  O,  my  lord!  if  my  duty  be  too  bold,  my  love  is  too 
nnmannerly. 

Ham.  I  do  not  well  understand  that.  Will  you  pVvj  \i^Q\i^% 
pipe? 
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GuiL    My  lord,  I  cannot. 

Ham,    I  pray  you. 

GuiL    Believe  me,  I  cannot. 

Ham.    I  do  beseech  you. 

GuiL    I  know  no  touch  of  it,  my  lord. 

Ham.  It  is  as  easy  as  lying :  gorem  these  ventages  with 
finger  and  thumb,  give  it  breath  with  your  mouth,  anditvil 
course  most  eloquent  music.    Look  you,  these  are  the  stops 

Guil.  But  these  cannot  I  command  to  any  utterance  o( 
mony:  I  have  not  the  skill. 

Ham,  Why  look  you  now,  how  unworthy  a  thing  you 
of  me.  You  would  play  upon  me;  you  would  seem  to  kno 
stops ;  you  would  pluck  out  the  heart  of  my  mystery;  you  i 
sound  me  from  my  lowest  note  to  the  top  of  my  compass 
there  is  much  music,  excellent  voice,  in  this  little  organ 
cannot  you  make  it  speak.  'Sblood !  do  you  think  I  am  eas 
be  played  on  than  a  p^?  Call  me  what  instrument  yon 
though  yon  can  fret  me ,  you  cannot  play  upon  me.  — 

Enter  Poloisius. 

God  bless  you.  Sir! 

PoL  My  lord,  the  queen  would  speak  with  you,  and 
sently. 

Ham,  Do  you  see  yonder  cloud,  that  *s  almost  in  shape 
camel? 

PoL    By  the  mass,  and 'tis  like  a  camel,  indeed. 

Ham,    Methinks,  it  is  like  a  weasel. 

PoL    It  is  backed  like  a  weasel. 

Ham.    Or,  like  a  whale? 

PoL    Very  like  a  whale. 

Ham.  Then,  will  I  come  to  my  mother  by  and  by.  -^ 
fool  me  to  the  top  of  my  bent.  — - 1  will  come  by  and  by. 

PoL    I  will  say  so.  [^^^Poio: 

Ham.    By  and  by  is  easily  said.  —  Leave  me,  friends. 

'Tis  now  the  very  witching  lime  ot  m^Xix , 
Wbea  cburchyards  yawn ,  and  \iftYL  \lsfc\l\itt^^^^  wsx 
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CoDUgion  to  this  world :  dow  could  I  drink  hot  blood , 

And  do  soch  bitter  business  as  the  day 

Would  qnalu  to  look  on.    Soft!  now  to  my  inotber. — 

0,  heart!  lose  not  thy  nature ;  letnoterer 

The  soul  of  Nero  enter  this  firm  bosom : 

Let  me  be  cruel,  not  unnatural. 

Iwill  speak  daggers  to  her,  but  use  none; 

My  tongue  and  soul  in  this  be  hypocrites : 

How  in  my  words  soever  she  be  shent , 

To  give  them  seals  nerer,  my  soul,  consent!  [Exit. 

SCENE  III. 
A  Room  in  the  Same. 
Eiiter  Ring^  Rosbmceaiitz  ,  oitif  Goildbhstbrii. 
Ring,    I  like  him  not;  nor  stands  it  safe  with  us , 
To  let  his  madness  range.    Therefore,  prepare  you: 
I  your  conunission  will  forthwith  despatch , 
And  he  to  England  shall  along  with  you. 
The  terms  of  our  estate  may  not  endure 
Hazard  so  dangerous ,  as  doth  hourly  grow 
Out  of  his  lunacies. 

GuiL  We  will  ourselves  provide. 

Most  holy  and  religious  fear  it  is, 
To  keep  those  many  many  bodies  safe , 
That  live,  and  feed,  upon  your  majesty. 

•  Ros,    The  single  and  peculiar  life  is  bound , 
With  all  the  strength  and  armour  of  the  mind , 
To  keep  itself  from  'noyance ;  but  much  more 
That  spirit,  upon  whose  weal  depend  and  rest 
The  lives  of  many.    The  cease  of  majesty 
Dies  not  alone ;  but  like  a  gulf  doth  draw 
What  ^s  near  it  with  it :  it  is  a  massy  wheel , 
Fix'd  on  the  summit  of  the  highest  mount, 
To  whose  huge  spokes  ten  thousand  lesser  things 
Aremortis'dandir4/o//iV/;  which y  when  it  Halls, 
EMcb  small MODexmeat,  petty  constquentt  ^ 
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Attends  the  boisterous  ruin.    Never  alone 
Did  the  king  sigh ,  but  with  a  general  groan. 

King.-  Arm  you,  I  pray  you,  to  this  speedy  voyage ; 
For  we  will  fetters  put  upon  this  fear, 
Which  naw  goes  too  free-footed^ 

Ros.  and  GuiL  We  will  haste  us. 

[Exeunt  R(K3BKCrantz  and  Guildbnj 

Enter  Polonius. 

Pol,    My  lord,  he 's  going  to  his  mother's  closet. 
Behind  the  arras  I  '11  convey  myself, 
To  hear  the  process :  I  '11  warrant ,  she  '11  tax  him  home ; 
And,  as  you  said,  and  wisely  was  it  said , 
'T  is  meet  that  some  more  audience  than  a  mother. 
Since  nature  makes  them  partial,  should  o'erhear 
The  speech,  of  vantage.    Fare  you  well,  my  liege: 
I  '11  call  upon  you  ere  you  go  to  bed , 
And  tell  you  what  I  know. 

Ring.  Thanks,  dear  my  lord. 

[EwUVql 
0!  my  offence  is  rank,  it  smells  to  heaven ;  > 

It  hath  the  primal  eldest  curse  upon  't , 
A  brother's  murder!  —  Pray  can  I  not, 
Though  inclination  be  as  sharp  as  will  : 
Mf  stronger  guilt  defeats  my  strong  intent; 
And,  like  a  man  to  double  business  bound, 
I  stand  in  pause  where  I  shall  first  begin , 
And  both  neglect.    What  if  this  cursed  hand 
Were  thicker  than  itself  with  brother's  blood , 
Is  there  not  rain  enough  in  the  sweet  heavens , 
To  wash  it  white  as  snow?    Whereto  serves  mercy , 
But  to  confront  the  visage  of  offence? 
And  what 's  in  primer ,  but  this  two-fold  force ,  — 
To  be  forestalled ,  ere  we  come  to  fall , 
Orpardon'd,  being  down?  Then,  I 'II  look  up: 
Mj  fault  is  past.  .  But ,  0 !  what  form  of  prayer 
Can  serve  my  turn  ?    Forgive  me  m^  loiA  m>tt^w\  — 
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Ibat  cannot  be ;  since  I  am  still  possess'd 

0  those  effects  for  which  I  did  the  murder, 

Ky  crown,  mine  own  ambition ,  and  my  queen. 

Hay  one  be  pardon'd ,  and  retain  th'  oflTeoce? 

h  the  corrupted  currents  of  this  world , 

Offence's  gilded  band  may  shoYe  by  justice, 

And  oft 't  is  seen ,  the  wicked  prize  itself 

Buys  out  the  law ;  but 't  is  not  so  above : 

There  is  no  shuffling ,  there  the  action  Mes 

Ib  his  true  nature ;  and  we  ourselves  compell'd , 

Even  to  the  teeth  and  forehead  of  our  faults, 

To  give  in  evidence.    What  then?  what  rests? 

Try  what  repentance  can :  what  can  it  not? 

Tet  what  can  it,  when  one  can  not  repent? 

0  wretched  state !  0  bosom,  black  as  death ! 

0  limed  soul ,  that  struggling  to  be  free , 

irt  more  engaged !  Help,  angels!  make  assay: 

Bow,  stubborn  knees;  and,  heart,  with  strings  of  steel, 

Be  soft  as  sinews  of  the  new-born  babe. 

All  may  be  welL  [Retires  and  kneels^ 

Enter  Hamlet. 

Ham.    Now  might  I  do  it,  pat,  now  he  is  praying ; 
And  now  I '11  do 't: — and  so  he  goes  to  heaven ,  j 

And  so  am  I  reveng'd?  That  would  be  scann'd : 
A  villain  kills  my  father ;  and  for  thai , 
I,  his  sole  son,  do  this  same  villain  send 
To  heaven. 

Why,  this  is  hire  and  salary ,  net  revenge. 
He  took  my  fiither  grossly ,  full  of  bread ; 
With  all  bis  crimes  broad  blown ,  as  flush  as  May , 
And  how  bis  audit  stands,  who  knows,  save  heaven? 
But ,  in  our  cireumstanee  and  course  of  thoughi , 
'T  is  heavy  with  him;  and  am  I  then  reveng*d , 
To  take  him  in  the  purging  of  his  soul, 
When  hehSisodseaMoa'dforhis  passage? 
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Up ,  sword ; .  and  know  thoa  a  more  horrid  hent.  '• . 

WheaheisdruDk,  asleep,  or  in  his  rage;  Af^ 

Or  in  ih*  incestuous  pleasures  of  his  bed ;  [^'^ 

At  gaming,  swearing;  or  about  some  act,  '''■t^ 

That  has  no  relish  of  salvation  in 't ;  ^^* 

Then  trip  him ,  that  his  heels  may  kick  at  heaven ,  -V 

And  that  his  soul  may  be  as  damn'd ,  and  black ,  ^  ; 

As  hell,  whereto  it  goes.    My  mother  stays :  i> 

This  physic  but  prolongs  thy  sickly  days.  [iSi^^ 

I  . 

The  King  rises  and  advances.  r 

King,    My  words  fly  up,  my  thoughts  remain  below : 
Words  without  thoughts  never  to  heaven  go.  [EsU*  ^ 

SCENE  IV. 
A  Room  in  the  Same. 
Enter  Queen and'PoLomvu* 
Pol.    He  will  come  straight.    Look ,  you  lay  home  to  him ; 
Tell  him ,  his  pranks  have  been  too  broad  to  bear  with , 
And  that  your  grace  hath  screened  and  stood  between 
Much  heat  and  him.    I  '11  silence  me  e'en  here. 
Pray  you,  be  round  with  him. 
i    Ham.  [fFithin.]  Mother,  mother,  mother! 

Quee?t.  1 11  warrant  yom ; 

Fear  me  not :  —  withdraw ,  I  hear  him  coming. 

[PoLONius  hides  himse^. 

Enter  Hamlet. 
Ham.    Now,  mother!  what 's  the  matter? 
Queen.    Hamlet,  thou  hast  thy  father  much  offended. 
Ham.    Mother ,  you  have  my  father  much  offended. 
Queen.    Come ,  come ;  you  answer  with  an  idle  tongue. 
Ham.    Go,  go;  you  question  with  a  wicked  tongue. 
Queen.    Why,  how  now,  Hamlet! 

ITam.  "^^^X  *  s  Vda  tcA^Uftt  now  7 

fiueen.    Have  you  forgot  me*! 
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Ham.  No,  by  the  rood,  not  so: 

Ton  are  the  queen ,  your  husband's  brother's  wife ; 
And ,  —  would  it  were  not  so !  —  you  are  my  mother. 

Queen.    Nay  then,  I '11  set  those  to  you  that  can  speak. 

Ham.    Come,  come,  and  sit  you  down ;  you  shall  not  budge : 
Tou  go  not ,  tilll  set  you  up  a  glass 
Where  you  may  see  the  inmost  part  of  you. 

Queen.    What  wilt  thou  do?  thou  wilt  not  murder  me. 
Help,  help,  ho! 

Pol.  [Behind.^  What,  ho!  help!  help!  help! 

Ham.    How  now!  a  rat?  lDraws.'\  Dead  for  a  ducat,  dead. 
[Hamlkt  make$  a  pau  through  the  Arraa. 

Pol.  [Behind.]  0!  I  am  slain.  [Falls  and  dies. 

Queen.  Ome!  what  hast  thou  done? 

Ham.  Nay,  I  know  not : 

Is  it  the  king?     [L\fU  up  the  Arras ,  and  draws  forih¥t>LO}ii\vs. 

Queen.    O,  what  a  rash  and  bloody  deed  is  this ! 

Ham.    A  bloody  deed;  almost  as  bad,  good  mother, 
As  kill  a  king ,  and  marry  with  his  brother. 

Queen.    As  kill  a  king ! 

Ham.  Ay,  lady,  'twas  my  word. — 

Thou  wretched ,  rash,  intruding  fool ,  farewell.     [7b  Polonius. 
I  took  thee  for  thy  better ;  take  thy  fortune : 
Ihou  find'st  to  be  too  busy  is  some  danger.  — 
Leave  wringing  of  your  hands.    Peace!  sit  you  down, 
And  let  me  wring  your  heart :  for  so  I  shall , 
If  it  be  made  of  penetrable  stuff; 
If  damned  custom  have  not  braz'd  it  so , 
That  it  is  proof  and  bulwark  against  sense. 

Queen.    What  have  I  done ,  that  thou  dar'st  wag  thy  tongue 
Id  noise  so  rude  against  me? 

Ham.  Such  an  act, 

That  blurs  the  grace  and  blush  of  modesty ; 
Calls  virtue,  hypocrite;  takes  off  the  rose 
From  the  fair  forehead  of  an  innocent  love , 
And  sets  a  blister  there;  wakes  marriage  vows 
AsfkJse  as  dicers*  oaths :  O !  such  a  deed « 


70  HAMLET, 

As  from  the  body  of  contraction  plucks 
The  very  soul;  and  sweet  religion  makes 
A  rhapsody  of  words :  Heaven's  face  doth  glow , 
Yea ,  this  solidity  and  compound  mass , 
With  tristful  visage ,  as  against  the  doom , 
Is  thought-sick  at  the  act. 

Qtceen.  Ah  me!  what  act. 

That  roars  so  loud ,  and  thunders  in  the  index? 

Ham.    Look  here,  upon  this  picture ,  and  on  this; 
The  counterfeit  presentment  of  two  brothers. 
See ,  what  a  grace  was  seated  on  this  brow  : 
Hyperion's  curls ;  the  front  of  Jove  himself; 
An  eye  like  Mars ,  to  threaten  and  command ; 
A  station  like  the  herald  Mercury , 
New-lighted  on  a  heaven-kissing  hill ; 
A  combination ,  and  a  form,  indeed, 
Where  every  god  did  seem  to  set  his  seal , 
To  give  the  world  assurance  of  a  man. 
This  was  your  husband :  look  you  now,  what  follows. 
Here  is  your  husband ;  like  a  mildew'd  ear. 
Blasting  his  wholesome  brother.    Have  you  eyes? 
Could  you  on  this  fair  mountain  leave  to  feed , 
And  batten  on  this  moor?    Ha !  have  you  eyes? 
You  cannot  call  it ,  love;  for,  at  your  age, 
The  hey-day  in  the  blood  is  tame ,  it 's  humble , 
And  waits  upon  the  judgment ;  and  what  judgment 
Would  step  from  this  to  this?    Sense ,  sure ,  you  have , 
Else,  could  you  not  have  motion ;  but,  sure,  that  sense 
Is  apoplex'd ;  for  madness  would  not  err , 
Nor  sense  to  ecstasy  was  ne*er  so  thraird , 
But  it  reserv'd  some  quantity  of  choice , 
To  serve  in  such  a  difference.    What  devil  was  *i , 
That  thus  hath  cozen'd  you  at  hoodman-blind? 
Eyes  without  feeling ,  feeling  without  sight , 
Ears  without  hands  or  eyes ,  smelling  sans  all , 
Or  but  a  sickly  part  of  one  true  sense 
Could  not  so  mope. 
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Oshime !  where  is  thy  blush?    HebeUious  hell , 

Idwa  canst  mutine  in  a  matron's  bones , 

Ii  fliming  youth  let  Tirtue  be  as  wax , 

Aid  loelt  in  her  own  fire :  proclaim  no  shame , 

Vkn  the  coropulsiY«  ardour  gives  the  charge , 

ire  frost  itself  as  actively  doth  bum , 

Aid  reason  panders  will. 

Queen.  0  Hamlet!  speak  no  more! 

Am  tnm'st  mine  eyes  into  my  very  soul ; 
Aid  there  I  see  such  black  and  grained  spots , 
As  will  not  leave  their  tinct. 

Ham.  Nay,  but  to  lire 

h  the  rank  sweat  of  an  enseamed  bed ; 
Stew'd  in  corruption;  honeying,  and  making  love 
Orer  the  nasty  stye ;  — 

Queen.  0,  speak  to  me  no  more ! 

These  words ,  like  daggers  enter  in  mine  ears : 
No  more,  sweet  Hamlet. 

Ham.  A  murderer,  and  a  villain; 

A  sUtc  ,  that  is  not  twentieth  part  the  tithe 
Of  yoar  precedent  lord :  —  a  vice  of  kings ! 
Acatpurse  of  the  empire  and  the  rule , 
That  from  a  shelf  the  precious  diadem  stole , 
Aod  put  it  in  his  pocket ! 
Queen.  No  more! 

Enter  Ghost. 
Ham,    A  king  of  shreds  and  patches.  — 
Stve  me ,  and  hover  o'er  me  with  your  wings , 
Tod  heavenly  guards !  —  What  would  you ,  gracious  figure? 
Queen.    Alas!  he's  mad. 
Ham.    Do  you  not  come  your  tardy  son  to  chide , 
That,  laps'd  in  time  and  passion ,  lets  go  by 
Th'  important  acting  of  your  dread  command? 
0,  say! 

Ghost    Do  not  forget.  This  visitation 
AAai  io  wbet  ih/ almost  btaaUd  purpose. 

IV 
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Bat,  look!  amazement  CO  thy  mother  sits; 
0!  step  between  her  and  her  fighting  soul ; 
Conceit  in  weakest  bodies  strongest  works, 
Speak  to  her,  Hamlet. 

Ham.  How  is  it  with  you,  lady? 

Queen,    Alas !  how  is  't  with  you , 
That  you  do  bend  your  eye  on  vacancy , 
And  with  th'  incorporal  air  do  hold  discourse? 
Forth  at  your  eyes  your  spirits  wildly  peep ; 
And ,  as  the  sleeping  soldiers  in  th'  alarm , 
Your  bedded  hair,  like  life  in  excrements , 
Starts  up ,  and  stands  on  end.    0  gentle  son ! 
Upon  the  heat  and  flame  of  thy  distemper 
Sprinkle  cool  patience.    Whereon  do  you  look? 

Ham.    On  him ,  on  him !  —  Look  you ,  how  pale  he  gk 
His  form  and  cause  conjoin'd ,  preaching  to  stones , 
Would  make  them  capable.  —  Do  not  look  upon  me ; 
Lest  with  this  piteous  action  you  convert 
My  stern  effects :  then ,  what  I  have  to  do 
Will  want  true  colour;  tears,  perchance,  for  blood. 

Qtieen,    To  whom  do  yon  speak  this? 

Ham.  Do  you  see  nothing 

Queen.    Nothing  at  all ;  yet  all,  that  is,  I  see. 

Ham.    Nor  did  you  nothing  hear? 

Queen.  No^  nothing  but  our 

Ham.    Why ,  look  you  there !  look ,  how  it  steals  away 
My  father ,  in  his  habit  as  he  liv'd ! 
Look,  where  he  goes,  even  now,  out  at  the  portal ! 

lExit 

Quern.    This  is  the  very  coinage  of  your  brain : 
This  bodily  creation  ecstasy 
Is  very  cunning  in. 

Ham,    Ecstasy ! 
My  pulse ,  as  yours ,  doth  temperately  keep  time , 
And  makes  as  healthful  music.     It  is  not  madness , 
That  I  have  utter'd :  bring  me  to  the  test. 
And  I  the  malter  will  re-word ,  wYiich  madufc^ 
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Would  gambol  from.    Mother,  for  lore  of  grace, 
Uy  not  that  flattering  unction  to  yoor  sonl , 
That  not  your  trespass ,  but  my  madness  speaks : 
Uwill  but  skin  and  film  the  ulcerous  place , 
Whilst  rank  corruption ,  mining  all  within , 
bfects  unseen .    Confess  yourself  to  heaven ; 
lepent  what 's  past ;  ayoid  what  is  to  come , 
And  do  not  spread  the  compost  on  the  weeds. 
To  make  them  ranker.    Forgive  me  this  my  virtue ; 
For  in  the  fatness  of  these  pursy  times, 
Virtue  itself  of  vice  must  pardon  beg , 
Tea,  curb  and  woo,  for  leave  to  do  him  good. 

Queen.    O  Hamlet!  thou  hast  cleft  my  heart  in  twain. 

Ham.    0  throw  away  the  worser  part  of  it , 
And  live  the  purer  with  the  other  half. 
Good  night ;  but  go  not  to  mine  uncle's  bed : 
Assume  a  virtue ,  if  you  have  it  not. 
That  monster,  custom,  who  all  sense  doth  eat 
Of  habits,  devil,  is  angel  yet  in  this ; 
That  to  the  use  of  actions  fair  and  good 
He  likewise  gives  a  frock ,  or  livery , 
That  aptly  is  put  on :  refrain  to-night; 
And  that  shall  lend  a  kind  of  easiness 
To  the  next  abstinence :  the  next  more  easy ; 
For  use  almost  can  change  the  stamp  of  nature. 
And  master  the  devil ,  or  throw  him  out 
With woodrous  potency.    Once  more,  goodnight: 
And  when  you  are  desirous  to  be  bless'd , 
ru  blessing  beg  of  you.  —  For  this  same  lord , 

[Pointing  to  PoLovius. 
I  do  repent :  but  heaven  hath  pleas'd  it  so ,  — 
To  punish  me  with  this,  and  this  with  me. 
That  I  must  be  their  scourge  and  minister. 
I  will  bestow  him ,  and  will  answer  well 
Tht  death  I  gave  biiB,    80,  again  ^  goodalgU.  — 
I  mast  be  cruel,  oaly  to  be  kind  i 
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Thus  bad  begiDS ,  and  worse  remains  behind.  — 
One  word  more ,  good  lady. 

Queen,  What  shall  I  do  ? 

Ham.    Not  this,  by  no  means,  that  I  bid  you  do : 
Let  the  bloat  king  tempt  yon  again  to  bed ; 
Pinch  wanton  on  your  cheek ;  call  you  his  mouse ; 
And  let  him ,  for  a  pair  of  reechy  kisses , 
Or  paddling  in  your  neck  with  his  damn*d  fingers , 
Make  you  to  ravel  all  this  matter  out, 
That  I  essentially  am  not  in  madness. 
But  mad  in  craft.    'T  were  good ,  you  let  him  know ; 
For  who,  that 's  but  a  queen ,  fair,  sober,  wise. 
Would  from  a  paddock ,  from  a  bat,  a  gib, 
Such  dear  concernings  hide?  who  would  do  so? 
No ,  in  despite  of  sense ,  and  secresy , 
Unpeg  the  basket  on  the  house's  top , 
Let  the  birds  fly,  and,  like  the  famous  ape , 
To  try  conclusions  in  the  basket  creep , 
Anjd  break  your  own  neck  down. 

Queen.    Be  thou  assur'd ,  ifwords  be  made  of  breath, 
And  breath  of  life ,  I  have  no  life  to  breathe 
What  thou  hast  said  to  me. 

Ham.    I  must  to  England ;  you  know  that. 

Queen.  Alack ! 

I  had  forgot :  't  is  so  concluded  on. 

Ham.    There  's  letters  seal'd,  and  my  two  school-fello 
Whom  I  will  trust ,  as  I  will  adders  fang'd,  — 
They  bear  the  mandate ;  they  must  sweep  my  way , 
And  marshal  me  to  knavery.    Let  it  work ; 
For 't  is  the  sport ,  to  have  the  enginer 
Hoist  with  his  own  petar ,  and  it  shall  go  hard , 
But  I  will  delve  one  yard  below  their  mines , 
And  blow  them  at  the  moon.    0!  'tis  most  sweet, 
When  in  one  line  two  crafts  directly  meet.  — 
This  man  shall  set  me  packing : 
I  '11  lug  the  guts  into  the  neighbour  room.  — 
Mother,  goodnight.  —  Indeed,  lYiis toun^tW^t 
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Is  now  most  Still ,  most  secret ,  and  most  grave , 
Who  was  io  life  a  foolish  pratiog  knave. 
Come,  Sir,  to  draw  toward  an  end  with  you. 
Goodnight,  mother. 

[Exeunt  severally ;  Hamlet  dragging  in  Polomius. 

ACT  IV.     SCENE  I. 
The  Same. 
Enter  King,  Queen,  Rosbmcrantz  ,  omf  Guiidbhstbrn. 
King.    There 's  matter  in  these  sighs :  these  profound  heaves 
Toumast  translate ;  't  is  fit  we  understand  them. 
Where  is  your  son  7 
Queen,    Bestow  this  place  on  us  a  little  while.  — 

[Exeunt  Rosbncrantz  and  Guildbnstbrn. 
Ah,  my  good  lord ,  what  have  I  seen  to-night! 
King.    What,  Gertrude?    How  does  Hamlet? 
Queen.    Mad  as  the  sea,  and  wind,  when  both  contend 
Which  is  the  mightier.    In  his  lawless  fit , 
Behind  the  arras  hearing  something  stir , 
He  whips  his  rapier  out,  and  cries,  **Arat!  a  rat  I" 
And  in  his  brainish  apprehension  kills 
The  unseen  good  old  man. 

King.  0  heavy  deed ! 

It  bad  been  so  with  as ,  had  we  been  there. 
His  liberty  is  full  of  threats  to  all ; 
To  you  yourself,  to  us ,  to  every  one. 
Alas !  how  shall  this  bloody  deed  be  answered? 
It  will  be  laid  to  us ,  whose  providence 
Should  have  kept  short ,  restrain'd ,  and  out  of  haunt , 
This  mad  young  man ;  but  so  much  was  our  love , 
We  would  not  understand  what  was  most  fit. 
Bat,  like  the  owner  of  a  foul  disease , 
To  keep  it  from  divulging ,  let  it  feed 
Even  on  the  pith  of  J  i/e.    Where  is  he  gone  ? 
^^^.    To  draw  apart  the  body  he  hath  kiWd ; 
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O'er  whom  his  very  madness,  like  some  ore 

Among  a  mineral  of  metals  base , 

Shows  itself  pure:  he  weeps  for  what  is  done. 

Ring,    O,  Gertrude!  come  away. 
The  sun  no  sooner  shall  the  mountains  touch , 
But  we  will  ship  him  hence ;  and  this  vile  deed 
We  must ,  with  all  our  majesty  and  skill , 
Both  countenance  and  excuse.  —  Ho !  Guildenstern ! 

Enter  Bosei^crat^tz  and  Guildenstbrn. 
Friends  both ,  go  join  you  with  some  farther  aid. 
Hamlet  in  madness  hath  Polonius  slain , 
And  from  his  mother's  closet  hath  he  dragg'd  him : 
Go ,  seek  him  out ;  speak  fair ,  and  bring  the  body 
Into  the  chapel.    I  pray  you,  haste  in  this. 

[Exeunt  Bos.  a7id  Guit 
Come ,  Gertrude ,  we  '11  call  up  our  wisest  friends ; 
And  let  them  know,  both  what  we  mean  to  do, 
And  what 's  untimely  done :  so ,  haply ,  slander ,  — 
Whose  whisper  o'er  the  world's  diameter, 
As  level  as  the  cannon  to  his  blank, 
Transports  his  poison'd  shot,  —  may  miss  our  name , 
And  hit  the  woundless  air.  —  0 ,  come  away ! 
My  soul  is  full  of  discord ,  and  dismay.  [Exeunt 

SCENE  II. 

Another  Boom  in  the  Same. 
Enter  Hamlet. 
Ham,  —  Safely  stowed.  —  [Bos.  «J.c.  within.    Hamlet !  lor 
Hamlet !]  But  soft!  —  what  noise?  who  calls  on  Hamlet?  O !  hei 
they  come. 

Enter  Bosbncrantz  atid  Guildbmstbrn. 
Ros.    What  have  you  done ,  my  lord,  with  the  dead  body? 
Ham.    Compounded  it  with  dust ,  whereto  '  t  is  kin. 
Ros,    Tell  us  where 'tis;  that  we  may  take  it  thence, 
Aadbearit  to  the  chapel. 

1^ 
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Ham^    Do  not  beliere  it. 

Roi.    Belieye  wbat? 

Ham.  That  I  can  keq>  your  counsel,  and  not  mioe  owo. 
Besides ,  to  be  demanded  of  a  sponge ,  what  replication  should  be 
made  by  the  son  of  a  king? 

Bios.    Take  you  me  for  a  sponge,  my  lord? 

Ham.  Ay,  Sir;  that  soaks  up  the  king's  countenance,  his 
rewards ,  his  authorities.  But  such  officers  do  the  king  best  ser- 
vice in  fbe  end:  he  keeps  them,  like  an  ape,  in  the  corner  of  his 
jaw,  first  mouthed,  to  be  last  swallowed:  when  he  needs  what 
you  haye  gleaned,  it  is  but  squeeiing  you,  and,  sponge,  you  shall 
be  dry  again. 

Rot.    I  understand  you  not,  my  lord. 

Ham.  I  am  glad  of  it:  a  knavish  speech  sleeps  in  a  foolish 
ear. 

Rot.  My  lord,  you  must  tell  us  where  the  body  is,  and  go 
with  us  to  the  king. 

Ham.  The  body  is  with  the  king ,  but  the  king  is  not  with  the 
body.    The  king  is  a  thing  — 

(hdl.    A  thing,  my  lord! 

Ham.    Of  nothing:  bring  me  to  him.    Hide  fox,  and  all  after. 

[Exount. 

SCENE  III. 
Another  Room  in  the  Same. 
Enter  King,  attended. 
Ring.    I  hare  sent  to  seek  him ,  and  to  find  the  body. 
How  dangerous  is  it ,  that  this  man  goes  loose ! 
Tet  must  not  we  put  the  strong  law  on  him: 
He's  lo?'d  of  the  distracted  multitude , 
Who  like  not  in  their  judgment ,  but  their  eyes ; 
And  where '  t  is  so ,  th'  offender's  scourge  is  weigh'd , 
But  neyer  the  offence.    To  bear  all  smooth  and  even , 
This  sudden  sending  him  away  must  seem 
J^eViherate pause:  diseases,  (/esperate  grown , 
Bf  desperate  appliance  are  reUev'd , 

ni 
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■1 
Enter  HosESCuxtiTi.  ^ 

Or  DOt  at  all.  —  How  now !  what  hath  befallen  ?  ^ 

Ros,    Where  the  dead  body  is  bestow'd,  my  lord,  i 

We  cannot  get  from  him. 

Kinf;,  But  where  is  he? 

Ros.    Without,  my  lord;  guarded,  to  know  your  pleasure.        ) 

King,    Bring  him  before  us. 

Ros.    Ho,  Guildenstern !  bring  in  ray  lord.  i 

Enter  Haulet  and  GviLJ>EHSTER}n. 

Ring,    Now,  Hamlet,  where 'sPolonius?  t 

Ham,    At  supper. 

Ring,    At  supper!  Where? 

Ham,    Not  where  he  eats  ^  but  where  be  is  eaten :  a  c^tain    ; 
convocation  of  politic  worms  are  e'en  at  him.    Your  worm  is  your 
only  emperor  for  diet :  we  fat  all  creatures  else  to  fat  us ,  and  we     i 
fat  ourselves  for  maggots :  your  fat  king ,  and  yoor  leam  beggar, 
is  but  variable  service;  two  dishes,  but  to  one  table:  that's  the 
end. 

Ring.    Alas,  alas! 

Ham.  A  man  may  fish  with  the  worm  that  hath  eat  of  a  king; 
and  eat  of  the  fish  that  hath  fed  of  that  worm. 

Ring.    What  dost  thou  mean  by  this? 

Ham.  Nothing,  but  to  show  you  how  a  king  may  go  a  progress 
through  the  guts  of  a  beggar. 

Ring.    Where  is  Polonius  ? 

Ham.  In  heaven:  send  thither  to  see ;  if  your  messenger  find 
him  not  there ,  seek  him i'  the  other  place  yourself.  But,  indeed, 
if  you  find  him  not  within  this  month,  you  shall  nose  him  asyoa 
go  up  the  stairs  into  the  lobby. 

Ring.    Go  seek  him  there.  [7b  some  attendants. 

Ham,    He  will  stay  till  you  come.  [Etceunt  Attendants, 

Ring,    Hamlet,  this  deed,  for  thine  especial  safety, — 
Which  we  do  tender,  as  we  dearly  grieve 
For  that  which  thou  hast  done ,  —  must  send  thee  hence 
With  Berf  qaickaess :  therefore,  prepare  Ib^s^lC. 
TAe Barkis  read f,  and  the  wind  at  he\p , 

1% 
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Delates  tend,  and  every  thing  is  beot 
;land. 

tt.  ForEnglaod? 

g.  Aj»  Hamlet, 

rt.  Good, 

gr.      So  is  it,  iftbouknew'st  our  purposes. 
n.     I  see  a  cherub  that  sees  them.  —  But,  come ;  for  Eog- 
-Farewell,  dear  mother. 
g.     Thy  loving  father,  Hamlet. 

n,     Hy  mother :  father  and  mother  is  man  and  wife ,  man 
!e  is  one  flesh;  and  so,  my  mother.    Come,  for  England. 

lExU. 
^.     Follow  him  at  foot;  tempt  him  with  speed  aboard : 
t  not,  I  '11  have  him  hence  to-night. 
for  every  thing  is  seal'd  and  done, 
se  leans  on  th' affair:  pray  you,  make  haste. 

lExetmt  Ros.  and  Gvil. 
Bogland,  if  my  love  thou  hold'st  at  aught, 
f  great  power  thereof  may  give  thee  sense , 
fet  thy  cicatrice  looks  raw  and  red 
ihe  Danish  sword ,  and  thy  free  awe 
lomage  to  us)  thou  may*st  not  coldly  set 
tvereign  process,  which  imports  at  full , 
jets  conjuring  to  that  effect, 
-esent  death  of  Hamlet.    Doit,  England; 
le  the  hectic  in  my  blood  he  rages , 
loo  must  cure  me.    Till  I  know 't  is  done , 
er  my  haps,  myjoy's  were  ne'er  begun.  [Exit* 

SCENE  IV. 
A  Plain  in  Denmark. 
.    Enter  FoRTJTUBfiAS  ^  and  Forces ,  marching, 
ir.    Gro ,  captain ;  from  me  greet  the  Danish  king 
im ,  that  by  his  licence  Fortinbras 
s  the  conveyance  of  a  promis'd  march 
^iskiogdom.    You  know  the  rendezvoiis. 

1^ 
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If  that  bis  majesty  would  aught  with  us , 
We  shall  express  oar  duty  io  his  eye ; 
And  let  him  know  so. 

Cap.  I  will  do 't,  my  lord. 

For.    Go  softly  on. 

[Exeunt  Fortikbras  and  Fore^ 

Enter  Hamlet,  Rosbmcrantz,  GtJiLOBM8TBRN,&c. 

Ham.    Good  Sir,  whose  powers  are  these? 

Cap.    They  are  of  Norway,  Sir. 

Ham.  How  purposed ,  Sir, 

I  pray  you? 

Cap.       Against  some  part  of  Poland. 

Ham.  Who 

Commands  them ,  Sir? 

Cap,    The  nephew  to  old  Norway,  Foitinbras. 

Ham.    Goes  it  against  the  main  of  Poland,  Sir, 
Or  for  some  frontier? 

Cap,    Truly  to  speak ,  and  with  no  addition , 
We  go  to  gain  a  little  patch  of  ground. 
That  hath  in  it  no  profit  but  the  name. 
To  pay  five  ducats ,  five ,  I  would  not  farm  it; 
Nor  will  it  yield  to  Norway ,  or  the  Pole , 
A  ranker  rate,  should  it  be  sold  in  fee. 

Ham,    Why,  then  the  Polack  never  will  defend  it. 

Cap.    Yes,  't  is  already  garrison'd. 

Ham,    Two  thousand  souls ,  and  twenty  thousand  dacati, 
Will  not  debate  the  question  of  this  straw: 
This  is  th'  imposlhume  of  much  wealth  and  peace. 
That  inward  breaks,  and  shows  no  cause  without 
Why  the  man  dies.  —  I  humbly  thank  you ,  Sir. 

Cap,    God  be  wi*  you.  Sir.  lExUCaptai 

Rot.  Witrt  please  you  go,  mylor^ 

Ham.    I  '11  be  with  you  straight.    Go  a  little  before. 

[  JSxetmtlLo&E^ciLks.Ti.  cMd^fnLDsmTiK 
Bow  all  occasions  do  iDform  a^VnaXm^^ 
Aad  spur  mj  dull  reyengel  ^V»!1\%b.i»»> 
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If  bis  chief  good ,  and  market  of  his  time , 

Be  bat  to  sleep,  and  feed?  a  beast,  no  more. 

Sore,  he^  that  made  as  with  such  large  discourse , 

Looking  before  and  after,  gave  us  not 

That  capability  and  godlike  reason , 

Tofttstinnsunns'd.    Now,  whether  it  be 

Bestial  oblivion ,  or  some  craven  scruple 

Of  thinking  too  precisely  on  th'  event,  — 

Athoughty  which,  quarter'd,  hath  but  one  part  wisdom, 

And  ever  three  parts  coward,  —  I  do  not  know 

Why  yet  I  live  to  say,  *'  This  thing 's  to  do ; " 

8ith I  have  cause,  andwfll,  and  strength,  and  means, 

Todo*t.    Examples,  gross  as  earth ,  exhort  me: 

Witness  this  army,  of  such  mass  and  charge , 

Led  by  a  delicate  and  tender  prince , 

Whose  spirit,  with  divine  ambition  pufiTd^ 

Makes  mouths  at  the  invisible  event; 

Eiposing  what  is  mortal ,  and  unsure , 

To  all  that  fortune,  death,  and  danger,  dare, 

Sren  for  an  egg-shell.    Rightly  to  be  great , 

b  not  to  stir  without  great  argument , 

lot  greatly  to  find  quarrel  in  a  straw , 

When  honour's  at  the  stake.    How  stand  I,  then, 

That  have  a  father  kill'd ,  a  mother  staia'd , 

Excitements  of  my  reason ,  and  my  blood , 

ind  let  all  sleep?  while,  to  my  shame,  I  see 

The  imminent  death  of  twenty  thousand  men ,. 

That  for  a  fantasy ,  and  trick  of  fame , 

Go  to  their  graves  like  beds ;  fight  for  a  plot 

Whereon  the  numbers  cannot  try  the  cause ; 

Which  is  not  tomb  enough,  and  continent, 

Tokide  the  slain?  — O!  from  this  time  forth, 

Mj  thoughts  be  bloody,  or  be  nothing  worth ! 

\BiX\l. 
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SCENE  V. 

Elsinore.    A  Room  in  the  Castle. 
Enter  Queen ,  Horatio  ,  and  a  Gentleman. 

Qtieen.    I  vill  not  speak  with  her. 

Gent,    She  is  importunate ;  indeed,  distract: 
Her  mood  will  needs  be  pitied. 

Queen,  What  would  she  ha  ve  ? 

Gent.    She  speaks  much  of  her  father;  says,  she  hears, 
There 's  tricks  i'  the  world ;  and  hems ,  and  beats  her  heart; 
Spurns  enviously  at  straws ;  speaks  things  in  doubt. 
That  carry  but  half  sense :  her  speech  is  nothing , 
Yet  the  unshaped  use  of  it  doth  move 
The  hearers  to  collection ;  they  aim  at  it. 
And  botch  the  words  up  fit  to  their  own  thoughts ; 
Which,  as  her  winks,  and  nods,  and  gestures  yield  them , 
Indeed  would  make  one  think ,  there  might  he  thought^ 
Though  nothing  sure ,  yet  much  unhappily. 

Hor.    T  were  good  she  were  spoken  with ,  for  she  may  str 
Dangerous  conjectures  in  ill-breeding  minds. 

Queen.    Let  her  come  in.  [Exit  Hqrai 

To  my  sick  soul ,  as  sin's  true  nature  is , 
Each  toy  seems  prologue  to  some  great  amiss  - 
So  full  of  artless  jealousy  is  guilt, 
It  spills  itself  in  fearing  to  be  spilt. 

Re-enter  Horatio  ,  with  Ophelia. 
Oph,    Where  is  the  beauteous  maj esty  of  Denmark  ? 
Queen.    How  now,  Ophelia? 

Oph.    How  should  I  your  true  love  know  [Singi 

From  another  one  ? 
By  his  cockle  hat  and  st({ff, 
And  his  sandal  shoon. 

(fueen.    AJas,  sweet  lady  \  ^\ial\m^otV&V^\&^wi%'V 
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Oph,    Say  you?  nay,  prayyoa,  mark. 

He  is  dead  and  gone  y  lady,  [SiogiDg. 

He  is  dead  and  gone; 
At  his  head  a  grass-green  turf. 
At  his  heeU  a  stone, 
0,  ho! 
Queen,    Nay,  but  Ophelia, — 
Oph,  Prayyoa,  mark. 

White  his  shroud  as  the  mountain  snow ,         [SiDgiog. 

Enter  King, 
Queen.  Alas!  look  here,  my  lord. 
Oph.        Larded  with  sweet  flowers; 

Which  bewept  to  the  grave  did  not  go , 
With  true-love  showers. 

King,    How  do  you,  pretty  lady? 

Oph,    Well ,  God  'iid  you !    They  say ,  the  owl  was  a  baker's 
daughter.    Lord!  we  know  what  we  are,  but  know  not  what  we 
may  be.    God  be  at  your  table ! 
Ring.    Conceit  upon  her  father. 

Oph,    Pray  you ,  let  *s  have  no  words  of  this  r  but  when  they 
ask  you  what  it  means ,  say  you  this : 

To-morrow  is  Saint  Falentine's  day , 

All  in  the  morning  betime , 
And  J  a  maid  at  your  window, 

Tq  be  your  Falentine: 
Then,  up  he  rose  ^  and  don* d  his  clothes y 

And  dupp^d  the  chamber  door; 
Let  in  the  maid,  that  out  a  maid 
Never  departed  more. 

Ring,    Pretty  Ophelia! 

Oph,    Indeed ,  la !  without  an  oath ,  I  'H  make  an  end  on 't : 
By  Gis,  and  by  Saint  Charity, 

Alack,  and  fie  for  shame  t 
rounsrmen  unlldo  V,  \fthey  come  to '  1 5 
By  cock,  tAey  are  to  blame. 
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Quoth  she,  before  you  tumbled  me  ^ 
You  promised  me  to  wed: 

He  answers. 

So  would  I  ha*  done ,  by  yonder  sun , 
An  thou  hadst  not  come  to  my  bed. 

King,    How  long  hath  she  been  thus? 

Oph.    I  hope,  all  will  be  well.    We  must  be  patient;  but^ 
cannot  choose  but  weep ,  to  think,  they  would  lay  him  i'  the 
ground.    My  brother  shall  know  of  it ,  and  so  I  thank  you  for  yorf? 
good  counsel.    Come,   my  coach!    Good  night,  ladies; 
night,  sweet  ladies:  goodnight,  goodnight.  [ilarft' 

King.    Follow  her  close;  give  her  good  watch,  I  pray  you. 

[JSdO^HORATIQ. 

0!  this  is  the  poison  of  deep  grief;  it  springs 
All  from  her  father's  death.    And  now,  behold, 
0  Gertrude,  Gertrude! 

When  sorrows  come ,  they  come  not  single  spies , 
But  in  battalions.    First,  her  father  slain ; 
Next,  your  son  gone;  and  he  most  violent  author 
Of  his  own  just  remove :  the  people  muddied ,  * 

Thick  and  unwholesome  in  their  thoughts  and  whispers , 
For  good  Polonius'  death ;  and  we  have  done  but  greenly , 
In  hugger-mugger  to  inter  him :  poor  Ophelia , 
Divided  from  herself,  and  her  fair  judgment , 
Without  the  which  we  are  pictures ,  or  mere  beasts  * 
Last,  and  as  much  containing  as  all  these , 
Her  brother  is  in  secret  come  from  France , 
Feeds  on  his  wonder ,  keeps  himself  in  clouds , 
And  wants  not  buzzers  to  infect  his  ear 
With  pestilent  speeches  of  his  father's  death ; 
Wherein  necessity ,  of  matter  beggar'd , 
Will  nothing  stick  our  persons  to  arraign 
In  ear  and  ear.    0,  my  dear  Gertrude !  this, 
Like  to  a  murdering  piece ,  in  many  places 
Gives  me  superHuous  death.  \A  "^^^^  within, 

ffueen.  Alackl  ^Vl^^.\iO\s^^^^vs^ 


PRINCE  OF  D£NMARK.  85 

Enter  a  Genilemtm. 
King.     Attend! 
Where  are  my  Switzers?    Let  them  guard  the  door. 
What  is  the  matter? 

Gent,  Save  yourself,  my  lord; 

The  o  cean ,  overpeering  of  his  list, 
Eats  not  the  flats  with  more  impetuous  haste , 
Than  yoaog Laertes,  in  a  riotous  head^ 
O'erbears  your  officers !    The  rabble  call  him ,  lord; 
Andy  as  the  world  were  now  but  to  begin, 
Antiquity  forgot,  custom  not  known , 
The  ratifiers  and  props  of  every  word. 
They  cry ,  "  Choose  we ;  Laertes  shall  be  king ! " 
Caps,  hands,  and  tongues,  applaud  it  to  the  clouds , 
"  Laertes  shall  be  king ,  Laertes  king !  ** 

Queen.    How  cheerfully  on  the  false  trail  they  cry ! 
O!  this  is  counter,  you  false  Banish  dogs. 

King.    The  doors  are  broke.  [Noite  within. 

Enter  Laertes  y  armed;  Danes  following. 

Laer.    Where  is  this  king?  —  Sirs,  stand  you  all  without. 

Dan.    No,  let's  come  in. 

Laer.  I  pray  you,  give  me  leave. 

Dan.    We  will,  we  will. 

[They  retire  without  the  Door. 

Laer.    I  thank  you:  keep  the  door.  —  O  thou  vile  king, 
GItc  me  my  father. 

Queen.  Calmly,  good  Laertes. 

Laer.    That  drop  of  blood  that 's  calm  proclaims  me  bastard ;  - 
Cries,  cuckold,  to  my  father;  brands  the  harlot 
Even  here ,  between  the  chaste  unsmirched  brow 
Of  my  true  mother. 

King.  What  is  the  cause ,  Laertes, 

That  thy  rebellion  looks  so  giant^like?  — 
Let  him  go,  Gertrude;  do  not  fear  our  person  : 
There 's  such  dJfia/tf  dotb  hedge  a  king , 
That  treason  can  but  peep  to  w/iat  it  would 
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Acts  little  of  his  will.  —  Tell  me ,  Laertes , 

Why  thou  art  thus  incens'd  —  Let  him  go ,  Gertrude.  — 

Speak,  man. 

Laer.    Where  is  my  father? 

King.  Bead. 

Queen,  But  not  by  him. 

King,    Let  him  demand  his  fill . 

Laer,    How  came  he  dead  ?    I  '11  not  be  j  uggled  with. 
To  hell,  allegiance!  yows,  to  the  blackest  devil ! 
Conscience ,  and  grace  to  the  profoundest  pit ! 
I  dare  damnation.    To  this  point  I  stand , 
That  both  the  worlds  I  give  to  negligence , 
Let  come  what  comes ,  only  I  'U  be  reveng'd 
Most  throughly  for  my  father. 

King,  Who  shall  stay  y o  u  ? 

Laer.    My  will,  not  all  the  world's : 
And,  for  my  means,  I '11  husband  them  so  well, 
They  shall  go  far  with  little. 

King,  Good  Laertes, 

If  you  desire  to  know  the  certainty 
Of  your  dear  father's  death ,  is 't  writ  in  your  revenge , 
That,  sweepstake,  you  will  draw  both  friend  and  foe , 
Winner  and  loser? 

Laer,    None  but  his  enemies. 

King,  Will  you  know  them ,  then? 

Laer.    To  his  good  friends  thus  wide  I  '11  ope  my  arms ; 
And ,  like  the  kind  life-rendering  pelican , 
Repast  them  with  my  blood. 

King,  Why,  now  you  speak 

Like  a  good  child ,  and  a  true  gentleman. 
That  I  am  guiltless  of  your  father's  death , 
And  am  most  sensibly  in  grief  for  it, 
It  shall  as  level  to  your  judgment  'pear. 
As  day  does  to  your  eye. 

Ifanes.    [Within,]    Let  her  come  in. 
Zaer,    Howaowl  what  noise  is  v\\«xt 
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Re-enter  Ophelia. 
Oheat,  dry  up  my  brains!  tears  seyen  times  salt , 
Bom  out  the  sense  and  virtue  of  mine  eye !  — 
By  heaven ,  thy  madness  shall  be  paid  by  weight , 
Till  our  scale  turns  the  beam.    O  rose  of  May ! 
Dear  maid ,  kind  sister ,  sweet  Ophelia !  — 
0  heavens!  is 't  possible,  a  young  maid's  wits 
Should  be  as  mortal  as  an  old  man's  life? 
Nature  IS  fine  in  love;  and,  where  His  fine, 
It  sends  some  precious  instance  of  itself 
After  the  thing  it  loves. 

Oph,    They  bore  him  barqfac*d  on  the  bier; 
Heynonnormy,  nonny,  heynonny: 
And  in  his  grave  rained  many  a  tear;  — 
Fare  you  well,  my  dove! 

Laer,    Hadst  thou  thy  wits ,  and  didst  persuade  revenge, 
It  could  not  move  thus. 

Oph,  Tou  must  sing,  Down  a-doum^  an  you  call  him 
a-down-a,  O ,  how  the  wheel  becomes  it !  It  is  the  false  steward, 
that  stole  his  master's  daughter. 

Laer,    This  nothing 's  more  than  matter. 

Oph.  There 's  rosemary ,  that 's  for  remembrance ;  pray  you, 
love,-  remember:  and  there  is  pansies ,  that 's  for  thoughts. 

Laer.  A  document  in  madness;  thoughts  and  remembrance 
fitted. 

Oph.  There  's  fennel  for  you ,  and  columbines :  —  there  's 
nie  for  you;  and  here  's  some  for  me:  we  may  call  it,  herb  of 
grace  o'Snndays :  —  you  may  wear  your  rue  with  a  difference.  — 
There  's  a  daisy:  I  would  give  you  some  violets;  but  they 
withered  all  when  my  father  died.  —  They  say,  he  made  a  good 
end,  — * 

For  bonny  sweet  Robin  is  all  my  Joy,  —  [Sings. 
Laer.    Thought  and  affliction ,  passion,  hell  itself, 
She  turns  to  favour,  and  to  prettiness. 

Oph .  And  will  he  not  come  again  ?  \Sva^. 

^nd  will  he  not  come  again? 
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No^  no  J  he  is  dead; 

Go  to  thy  death-bed. 

He  never  will  come  again. 

His  heard  was  as  white  as  snow , 
Ml  flaxen  was  his  poll; 

He  is  gone  f  he  is  gone. 

And  we  cast  away  moan : 
God  ha'  mercy  on  his  soul! 

And  of  all  christian  souls !  I  pray  God.    God  be  vi'  you ! 

\Exit  OtWRi^ 

Laer.    Do  you  see  this,  0  God? 

King.    Laertes,  I  must  commune  with  your  grief , 
Or  you  deny  me  right.    Go  but  apart , 
Make  choice  of  whom  your  wisest  friends  you  will , 
And  they  shall  hear  and  judge  'twiit  you  and  me. 
If  by  direct,  or  by  collateral  hand 
They  find  us  touch'd ,  we  will  our  kingdom  give , 
Our  crown,  our  life,  and  all  that  we  call  ours, 
To  you  in  satisfaction ;  but  if  not , 
Be  you  content  to  lend  your  patience  to  us , 
And  we  shall  jointly  labour  with  your  soul 
To  give  it  due  content. 

Laer.  Let  this  be  so : 

His  means  of  death,  his  obscure  funeral , 
No  trophy,  sword,  nor  hatchment,  o'er  his  bones, 
No  noble  rite,  nor  formal  ostentation , 
Cry  to  be  heard ,  as 't  were  from  heaven  to  earth , 
That  I  must  call 't  in  question. 

King.  So  you  shalil ; 

And ,  where  th*  offence  is ,  let  the  great  axe  fall. 
I  pray  you,  go  with  me. 

[Exeu 
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SCENE  VI. 
Another  Room  in  the  Same. 
Enter  BoiULTiOf  and  a  Servant. 
Hor.    What  are  they,  that  woald  speak  with  me? 
Serv,    Sailors,  Sir:  they  say,  they  have  letters  for  yon. 
Hot,    Let  them  come  in.  —  iExit  Servant. 

I  do  not  know  from  what  part  of  the  world 
I  should  be  greeted ,  if  not  from  lord  Hamlet. 

Enter  Sailors. 

\Satl.    God  bless  you,  Siir. 

Hor.    Let  him  bless  thee  too. 

1  Sail.  He  shall ,  Sir ,  an 't  please  him.  There 's  a  letter  for 
yoa,  Sir :  it  comes  from  the  ambassador  that  was  boand  for  Eng- 
land, if  your  name  be  Horatio,  as  I  am  let  to  know  it  is. 

Hor.  lReads.1  '* Horatio,  when  thou  shalt  have  overlooked 
this,  give  these  fellows  some  means  to  the  king :  they  have  letters 
for  him.  Ere  we  were  two  days  old  at  sea,  a  pirate  of  very  warlike 
appointment  gave  ns  chase.  Finding  ourselves  too  slow  of  sail, 
we  put  on  a  compelled  valour;  and  in  the  grapple  I  boarded  them : 
OD  the  instant  they  got  clear  of  our  ship ,  so  I  alone  became  their 
prisoner.  They  have  dealt  with  me,  like  thieves  of  mercy;  but 
they  knew  what  they  did;  I  am  to  do  a  good  turn  for  them.  Let 
the  king  have  the  letters  I  have  sent;  and  repair  thou  to  me  with  as 
mach  haste  as  thou  would'st  fly  death.  I  have  words  to  speak  in 
thine  ear  will  make  thee  dumb ;  yet  are  they  much  too  light  for  the 
bore  of  the  matter.  These  good  fellows  will  bring  thee  where  I 
am.  Bosencrantz  and  Guildenstern  hold  their  course  for  England : 
of  them  I  have  much  to  tell  thee.    Farewell ; 

*      He  that  thou  knowest  thine ,  Hamlet.*' 
'^      Come,  I  will  give  you  way  for  these  your  letters; 
And  do 't  the  speedier,  that  you  may  direct  me 
To  him  from  whom  you  brought  them. 


/ 
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SCENE   VII. 

Another  Room  in  the  Same. 
Enter  Ring  and  Laertes. 

King,    Now  must  your  conscience  my  acquittance  seal » 
And  you  must  put  me  in  your  heart  for  friend, 
Sith  you  have  heard ,  and  with  a  knowing  ear , 
That  he ,  which  hath  your  noble  father  slain , 
Pursu'd  my  life. 

Laer,  It  well  appears :  but  tell  me, 

Why  you  proceeded  not  against  these  feats , 
So  criminal  and  so  capital  in  nature , 
As  by  your  safety ,  greatness ,  wisdom ,  all  things  else , 
Tou  mainly  were  stirr'd  up. 

King,  0!  for  two  special  reasons, 

Which  may  to  you,  perhaps,  seem  much  unsinew'd , 
But  yet  to  me  they  are  strong.    The  queen,  his  mother, 
Lives  alqiost  by  his  looks;  and  for  myself , 
(My  virtue,  or  my  plague,  be  it  either  which) 
She 's  so  conjunctive  to  my  life  and  soul , 
That,  as  the  star  moves  not  but  in  his  sphere , 
I  could  not  but  by  her.    The  other  motive , 
Why  to  a  public  count  I  might  not  go , 
Is  the  great  love  the  general  gender  bear  him ; 
Who ,  dipping  all  his  faults  in  their  affection , 
Work  like  the  spring  that  tumeth  wood  to  stone , 
Convert  his  gyves  to  graces ;  so  that  my  arrows , 
Too  slightly  timbered  for  so  loud  a  wind , 
Would  have  reverted  to  my  bow  again , 
And  not  where  I  had  aim'd  them. 

Laer.    And  so  have  I  a  noble  father  lost , 
A  sister  driven  into  desperate  terms ; 
Whose  worth  ^  if  praises  may  go  back  again , 
Stood  challenger  on  mount  of  all  the  age 
For  her  perfections.    But  my  revenge  will  come. 

Ai/i^,    Break  not  your  sleeps  for  lVi«x •,  ^ow  ixi\xsX\x<(AvVi\\ik.  ^ 
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lat  we  are  made  of  staff  so  flat  and  dall , 
lat  we  can  let  oar  beard  be  sbook  with  danger , 
id  think  it  pastime.    Toa  shortly  shaU  hear  more : 
oTcd  yoor  father ,  and  we  love  oarself ; 
idtliaty  I  hope,  will  teach  you  to  imagine,— 
iw  now !  what  news? 

Enter  a  Messenger, 
Mess,  Letters,  my  lord,  from  Hamlet, 

lis  to  your  majesty :  this  to  the  qaeen. 
King.     From  Hamlet!  who  brought  them? 
Mess.     Sailors,  milord,  they  say;  I  saw  them  not: 
bey  were  given  me  by  Claudio ,  he  received  them 
f  him  that  brought  them. 

King.  Laertes,  you  shall  hear  them. — 

eaYeus.  lExit  Messenger. 

IReatls.']  **High  and  mighty,  you  shall  know,  I  am  set 
aked  on  your  kingdom.  To-morrow  shall  I  beg  leave  to  see  your 
ingly  eyes ;  when  I  shall ,  first  asking  your  pardon  thereunto,  re- 
Dont  the  occasions  of  my  sudden  and  more  strange  return. 

Hamlet." 
Vliat  should  this  mean?  Are  all  the  rest  come  back? 
^r  is  it  some  abuse,  and  no  such  thing? 

Laer.    Know  you  the  hand? 

King.  T  is  Hamlet's  character.    **  Naked ,"  — 

Old,  in  a  postscript  here,  he  says,  **  alone:" 
:an  you  advise  me? 

Laer.    I'm  lost  in  it,  my  lord.    But  let  him  come : 
t  warms  the  very  sickness  in  my  heart , 
That  I  shall  live  and  tell  him  to  his  teeth , 
'Thus  diddestthou." 

King.  If  it  be  so,  Laertes, 

[As  how  should  it  be  so?  how  otherwise?) 
Will  you  be  ruled  by  me? 

Laer.  Ay,  my  lord; 

So  yon  will  not  o'er-rule  me  to  a  peace. 

Affi^-    To  tbine  owa  peace.    If  be  be  now  rclilTU*  d ,  — 
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As  liking  not  his  voyage ,  and  that  he  means 
No  more  to  undertake  it,  —  I  will  worit  him 
To  an  exploit ,  now  ripe  in  my  device , 
Under  the  which  he  shall  not  choose  but  fall ; 
And  for  his  death  no  wind  of  blame  shall  breathe , 
But  even  his  mother  shall  uncharge  the  practice , 
And  call  it,  accident. 

Laer,  My  lord,  Iwillberul'd; 

The  rather,  if  you  could  devise  it  so , 
That  I  might  be  the  organ. 

King,  It  falls  right. 

You  have  been  talk'd  of  since  your  travel  much , 
And  that  in  Hamlet's  hearing ,  for  a  quality 
Wherein,  they  say,  you  shine:  your  sum  of  parts 
Did  not  together  pluck  such  envy  from  him , 
As  did  that  one ;  and  that,  in  my  regard, 
Of  the  unworthiest  siege. 

Laer,  What  part  is  that,  my  lord? 

Ring,    A  very  riband  in  the  cap  of  youth , 
Yet  needful  too ;  for  youth  no  less  becomes 
The  light  and  careless  livery  that  it  wears , 
Than  settled  age  his  sables ,  and  his  weeds. 
Importing  health  and  graveness.  —  Two  months  since. 
Here  was  a  gentleman  of  Normandy ,  — 
I  have  seen  myself,  and  served  against  the  French , 
And  they  can  well  on  horseback ;  but  this  gallant 
Had  witchcraft  in  't ;  he  grew  unto  his  seat ; 
And  to  such  wond'rous  doing  brought  his  horse , 
As  he  had  been  incorps'd  and  demi-natur'd 
With  the  brave  beast:  so  far  he  topp'd  my  thought, 
That  I ,  in  forgery  of  shapes  and  tricks , 
Come  short  of  what  he  did. 

Laer,  '  A  Norman ,  was 't? 

Ring,    A  Norman. 

Laer,    Upon  my  life,  Lamord. 
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Laer.     I  know  him  well :  he  is  the  brooch ,  indeed, 
And  gem  of  all  the  nation. 

King.     He  made  confession  of  you ; 
And  gave  you  such  a  masterly  report. 
For  art  and  exercise  in  your  defence , 
And  for  your  rapier  most  especially , 
That  he  cried  out,  't  would  he  a  sight  indeed , 
If  one  could  match  you :  the  scrimers  of  their  nation , 
He  swore ,  had  neither  motion ,  guard ,  nor  eye , 
If  you  oppos'd  them.    Sir ,  this  report  of  his 
Did  Hamlet  so  envenom  with  his  envy , 
That  he  could  nothing  do ,  bat  wish  and  beg 
Tour  sodden  coming  o'er,  to  play  with  you. 
Now,  out  of  this, — 

Laer.  What  out  of  this ,  my  lord? 

King.    Laertes,  was  your  father  dear  to  you? 
Or  are  you  like  the  painting  of  a  sorrow , 
A  lace  without  a  heart? 

Laer.  Why  ask  you  this  ? 

Ring.    Not  that  I  think  you  did  not  love  your  father , 
Bat  that  I  know  love  is  begun  by  time ; 
And  that  I  see ,  in  passages  of  proof, 
Tinae  qualifies  the  spark  and  fire  of  it. 
There  lives  within  the  very  flame  of  love 
A  kind  of  wick,  or  snuff,  that  will  abate  it , 
And  nothing  is  at  a  like  goodness  still ; 
For  goodness ,  growing  to  a  pleurisy . 
Dies  in  his  own  too-much.    That  we  would  do , 
"We  should  do  when  we  would ;  for  this  ** would"  changes, 
And  hath  abatements  and  delays  as  many , 
As  there  are  tongues ,  are  hands,  are  accidents ; 
And  then  this  *'  should"  is  like  a  spendthrift's  sigh , 
That  hurts  by  easing.    But,  to  the  quick  o' the  ulcer. 
Hamlet  comes  back :  what  would  you  undertake , 
To  show  yourself  your  father's  son  in  deed  , 
More  than  in  wcrds? 

^^^'  To  cat  Ms  throat  i'  the  chwxcih. 
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King.    Noplace,  indeed,  should  murder  saDCtaarize ; 
Revenge  should  have  no  bounds.    But,  good  Laertes, 
Will  you  do  this,  keep  close  within  your  chamber. 
Hamlet,  retum'd,  shall  know  you  are  come  home : 
We  '11  put  on  those  shall  praise  your  excellence, 
And  set  a  double  Tarnish  on  the  fame 
The  Frenchman  gave  you ;  bring  you  in  flne  together. 
And  wager  on  your  heads :  he,  being  remiss. 
Most  generous ,  and  free  from  all  contriving , 
Will  not  peruse  the  foils ;  so  that  with  ease, 
Or  with  a  little  shuffling,  you  may  choose 
A  sword  unbated ,  and  in  a  pass  of  practice 
Requite  him  for  your  father. 

Laer.  I  will  do 't; 

And,  for  that  purpose,  I '11  anoint  my  sword. 
I  bought  an  unction  of  a  mountebank , 
So  mortal ,  that  but  dip  a  knife  in  it , 
Where  it  draws  blood  na  cataplasm  so  rare , 
Collected  from  all  simples  that  have  virtue 
Under  the  moon ,  can  save  the  thing  from  death » 
That  is  but  scratched  withal :  I  'II  touch  my  point 
With  this  contagion,  that  if  I  gall  him  slightly. 
It  may  be  death. 

King.  Let  ^s  farther  think  of  this ; 

Weigh,  what  convenience,  both  oftime  and  means. 
May  fit  us  to  our  shape.    If  this  should  fail , 
And  that  our  drift  look  through  our  bad  performance , 
'T  were  better  not  assay'd:  therefore,  this  project 
Should  have  a  back,  or  second,  that  might  hold , 
If  this  should  blast  in  proof.    Soft  \  —  let  me  see :  — 
We  '11  make  a  solemn  wager  on  your  cunnings ,  — 
Iha't: 

When  in  your  motion  you  are  hot  and  dry, 
(As  make  your  bouts  more  violent  to  that  end) 
And  that  he  calls  for  drink ,  I  '11  have  preferr'd  him 
A  cbalice  for  the  Donee ;  whereon  but  sipipVii^ , 
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he  by  chance  escape  your  Yenom'd  stack  ; 

ar  purpose  may  hold  there.    Bu^stayl  what  noise? 

Enter  Queen. 
ow,  sweet  queen! 

Queen.    One  woe  doth  tread  upon  another's  heel , 
>  fast  they  follow.  —  Your  sister 's  drown*d ,  Laertes. 

Laer.    Drown'd!  0,  where? 

Queen,    There  is  a  willow  grows  ascaunt  the  hrook , 
hat  shows  his  hoar  leaves  in  the  glassy  stream ; 
herewith  fantastic  garlands  did  she  make 
)f  crow-flowers,  nettles,  daisies,  and  long  purples, 
hat  liberal  shepherds  give  a  grosser  name, 
iut  our  cold  maids  do  dead  men's  fingers  call  them : 
"here,  on  the  pendent  houghs  her  coronet  weeds 
lambering  to  hang ,  an  envious  sliver  broke , 
¥hen  down  her  weedy  trophies,  and  herself, 
^ell  in  the  weeping  brook.    Her  clothes  spread  wide, 
ind,  mermaid-like,  a  while  they  bore  her  up ; 
?^ich  time,  she  chanted  snatches  of  dd  lauds ; 
is  one  incapable  of  her  own  distress, 
)r  like  a  creature  native  and  indu'd 
Into  that  element :  but  long  it  could  not  be , 
[ill  that  her  garments ,  heavy  with  their  drink , 
?iiird  the  poor  wretch  from  her  melodious  lay 
Co  muddy  death. 

Laer.  Alas  \  then,  is  she  drown'd? 

Queen.    Drown'd,  drown'd. 
Laer.    Too  much  ofwater  hast  thou,  poor  Ophelia, 
knd  therefore  I  fori>id  my  tears :  but  yet 
[t  is  our  trick ;  nature  her  custom  holds. 
Let  shame  say  what  it  will :  when  these  are  gone , 
The  woman  will  be  out.  -—  Adieu ,  my  lord ! 
I  have  a  speech  of  fire ,  that  fain  would  blaze , 
But  that  this  folly  drowns  it.  lExit. 

King.  Let's  follow,  Getlrwde. 

How  much  I  bad  to  do  to  calm  his  rage  1 
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Now  fear  I,  this  will  give  it  start  again ;  I 

Therefore,  let's  follow.  [EammtA  tk 

> 

ACT  V.     SCENE  I.  * 

A  Chnrch-Tard.  '^ 

Enter  Two  Churns ,  with  SpadeSj,  &c. 

1  Clo.  Is  she  to  be  buried  in  Christian  burial ,  that  wiUiolly  . 
seeks  her  own  salvation?  ^ 

%Clo.  I  tell  thee,  she  is;  and  therefore  make  her  gravf  u 
straight :  the  crowner  hath  set  on  her,  and  finds  it  Christian  burial*   \ 

1  Clo,  How  can  that  be,  unless  she  drowbed  herself  in  ber  | 
own  defence?  *  \ 

%Clo.    Why,  'tis  found  so.  I 

\Clo.  It  must  be  M<{/fimcf09ufo;  it  cannot  be  else.  For  here  ^ 
lies  the  point:  if  I  drown  myself  wittingly,  it  argues  an  act,  and  \ 
an  act  hath  three  branches;  it  is ,  to  act,  to  do,  and  to  perform ;  \ 
argal,  she  drowned  herself  wittingly.  ) 

%Clo.    Nay,  but  hear  you,  goodman  delver. 

1  Cto.  Give  me  leave.  Here  lies  the  water;  good :  here  stands 
the  man;  good:  if  the  man  goto  this  water,  and  drown  himself, 
it  is,  will  he,  nill  he,  he  goes,  mark  you  that;  but  if  the  water 
come  to  him,  anddi^wnhim,  he  drowns  not  himself:  argal,  he 
that  is  not  guilty  of  his  own  death  shortens  not  his  own  life. 

2Clo.    But  is  this  law? 

iClo.    Ay,  marry,  is*t;  crowner*s  quest-law. 

%Clo.  Will  you  ha'  the  truth  on't?  If  this  had  not  been  a 
gentlewoman,  she  should  have  been  buried  out  of  Christian  burial. 

1  Clo.  Why,  there  thou  say'st ;  and  the  more  pity,  that  great 
folk  shall  have  countenance  in  this  world  to  drown  or  hang  them- 
selves, more  than  their  even  Christian.  Come,  my  spade.  There 
is  no  ancient  gentlemen  but  gardeners,  ditchers,  and  grave- 
makers;  they  hol4  up  Adam's  profession. 

2  Clo.    Was  he  a  gentleman? 

1  Clo,    He  was  the  first  that  ever  bore  arms. 
^e/ef.     Why,  he  had  none. 
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7/0.  What,  art  t  heathen?  How  dost  thou  uoderatand  the 
are?  The  Scripture  says,  Adam  digged :  could  he  dig  without 

I  *11  put  another  question  to  thee :  if  thou  answerest  me  not 
purpose,  confess  thyself — 
')lo.    Go  to. 

'to .  What  is  he,  that  builds  stronger  than  either  the  mason , 
ipwright,  or  the  carpenter? 

Olo.  The  gallows-maker;  for  that  frame  outlives  a  thousand 
ts. 

Clo.  I  lilie  thy  wit  well,  in  good  faith:  th^  gallows  does 
bat  how  does  it  well?  it  does  well  to  those  that  do  ill :  now, 
dost  ill  to  say  the  gallows  is  built  stronger  than  the  church : 

the  gallows  may  do  well  to  thee.    To  't  again ;  come. 
Clo.    Who  builds  stronger  than  a  mason ,  a  shipwright,  or 
tenter? 

C/o.    Ay,  tell  me  that,  and  unyoke. 
Clo.    Marry,  now  I  can  tell, 
Clo.    To  't. 
Clo,    Mass,  I  cannot  tell. 

Enter  Hamlet  and  Horatio,  at  a  distance, 

Clo.  Cudgel  thy  brains  no  more  about  it ,  for  your  dull  ass 
lot  mend  his  pace  with  beating;  and,  when  you  are  asked 
[uestion  next,  say,  a  grave-maker :  the  houses  that  he  makes, 
ill  doomsday.  Go,  get  thee  to  Yaughan ;  fetch  me  a  stoop  of 
r.  [Ewit^Cloum. 

1  Clown  digs,  and  sings. 
In  youth,  when  F did  love ,  did  love, 

Methought  it  was  very  sweet , 
To  contract,  0!  the  time,  for,  ah!  my  behove, 
Of  methought,  there  was  nothing  meet, 
!am.    Has  this  fellow  no  feeling  of  his  business,  that  he  sings 
ave-making? 

for.    Custom  bath  made  it  in  him  a  property  of  easiness. 
imn,    'T  is  e'en  so:  the  hand  of  little  emp\o^m«i)LXV\^ ^^ 
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1  Clo.     But  age ,  toith  his  stealing  steps , 
Hath  claw*d  me  in  his  clutch  ^ 
And  hath  shipped  me  inlill  the  land, 
As  if  I  had  never  been  such. 

[Throws  up  t  scull. 

Ham,    That  scull  had  a  tongue  in  it,  and  could  sing  once :  how    i 
the  knave  jowls  it  to  the  ground ,  as  if  it  were  Cain's  jaw-bone,    -. 
that  did  the  first  murder !  This  might  be  the  pate  of  a  politician,    \ 
which  this  ass  now  o'er-reaches,  one  that  would  circumvent  God, 
might  it  not? 

Hor.    It  might,  my  lord. 

Ham,  Or  of  a  courtier,  which  could  say,  *' Good-morrow,  i 
sweet  lord!  How  dost  thou,  good  lord?"  This  might  be  my  lord  \ 
such-a-one,  that  praised  my  lord  such-a-one's  horse,  when  he  ) 
meant  to  beg  it,  might  it  not?  \ 

Hor,    Ay,  my  lord.  \ 

Ham,    "Why,  e'en  so,  and  now  my  lady  Worm's;  chapless, 
and  knocked  about  the  mazzard  with  a  sexton's  spade.  Here  's  jSne 
revolution ,  an  we  had  the  trick  to  see 't.    Did  these  bones  cost  no    \ 
more  the  breeding,  but  to  play  at  loggats  with  them?  mine  ache 
to  think  on  't. 

1  Clo.    A  pick-axe,  and  a  spade,  a  spade,  [Sings. 

For  —  and  a  shrouding  sheet: 
0 !  a  pit  cf  clay  for  to  be  made 
For  such  a  guest  is  meet. 

[Throws  up  another  souU.    \ 

Ham,    There 's  another:  why  may  not  that  be  the  scull  of  a    \ 
lawyer?  Where  be  his  quiddits  now ,  his  quillets,  his  cases,  his    < 
tenures,  and  his  tricks?  why  does  he  suffer  this  rude  knave  now    ] 
to  knock  him  about  the  sconce  with  a  dirty  shovel,  and  will  not  tell 
him  of  his  action  of  battery?  Humph !  This  fellow  might  be  ia  's 
time  a  great  buyer  of  land,  with  his  statutes,  his  recognizances, 
his  fines,  his  double  vouchers,  his  recoveries:  is  this  the  fine  of 
his  fines,  and  the  recovery  of  his  recoveries,  to  have  his  fine  pate 
fa)}  of  fine  dirt?  will  his  vouchers  vouch  him  no  more  of  his  pur- 
cbases,  aad  double  ones  too,  than  Ibcleu^vYv  wid\it^^^^^1^'^^ 
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of  iodentnres?  The  very  conveyances  of  his  lands  will  hardly  lie  in 
this  box,  and  mast  the  inheritor  himselfhave  no  more?  ha? 

Hor.    Not  a  jot  more,  my  lord. 

Ham,    Is,not  parchment  made  of  sheep-skins? 

Hor.    Ay,  my  lord,  and  of  calf-skins  too. 

Ham,  They  are  sheep ,  and  calves,  which  seek  out  assurance 
in  that.     I  will  speak  to  this  fellow.  —  "Whose  grave 's  this,  Sir? 

1  Clo.    Mine,  Sir.  — 

0,  a  pit  i^f  clay  for  to  be  made  [Sings. 

For  ruck  a  guest  is  meet. 

Ham,    I  think  it  be  thine,  indeed ;  for  thou  liest  in  't. 

1  do.  Tou  lie  out  on  H,  Sir,  and  therefore  it  is  not  yours :  for 
my  part,  I  do  not  lie  in  't,  and  yet  it  is  mine. 

Ham,  Thou  dost  lie  in  't,  to  be  in 't,  and  say  it  is  thine :  '  t  is 
for  the  dead,  not  for  the  quick ;  therefore,  thou  liest. 

1  Clo,  'T  is  a  quick  lie,  Sir;  't  will  away  again ,  from  me  to 
yov. 

Ham.    What  man  dost  thou  dig  it  for? 

1  Clo.    For  no  man,  Sir. 

Ham.    What  woman,  then? 

1  Clo,    For  none,  neither. 

Ham.    Who  is  to  be  buried  in  *t? 

1  CU).  One,  that  was  a  woman.  Sir;  but,  rest  her  soul, 
she  's  dead. 

Ham.  How  absolute  the  knave  is !  we  must  speak  by  the  card, 
or  eqaivocatioQ  will  undo  us.  By  the  lord ,  Horatio ,  these  three 
years  I  have  taken  note  of  it ;  the  age  is  grown  so  picked ,  that  the 
toe  of  the  peasant  eomes  so  near  the  heel  of  the  courtier,  he  galls 
his  lube.  — How  long  hast  thou  been  a  grave-maker? 

1  Clo.  Of  all  the  days  i'  the  year,  I  came  to  *t  that  day  that  our 
last  king  Hamlet  overcame  Fortinbras. 

Horn.    How  long  is  that  since? 

1  do.  Cannot  you  tell  that?  every  fool  can  tell  that.  It  was 
the  very  day  that  young  Hamlet  was  born;  he  that  is  mad ^  and 
sent  Into  'Rof^d, 

JTam.   Ay,  aurtj;  wAy  was  he  sent  into  En%\aTi^1 
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1  Clo.  Why,  because  he  was  mad:  he  shall  recover  his  wits 
there;  or,  ifhedonot,  't  is  no  great  matter  there 

Ham.    Why? 

1  Clo.  'T  will  DOt  be  seen  in  him  there ;  there,  the  men  are  as 
mad  as  he. 

Ham.    How  came  he  mad? 

iClo.    Very  strangely,  they  say. 

Ham.    How  strangely? 

1  Clo.    'Faith,  e'en  with  losing  his  wits. 

Ham.    Upon  what  ground? 

iClo.  Why,  here  in  Denmark:  I  have  been  sexton  here, 
man,  and  boy,  thirty  years. 

Ham.    How  long  will  a  man  lie  i'  the  earth  ere  he  rot? 

1  Clo.  'Faith,  if  he  be  not  rotten  before  he  die,  (as  we  have 
many  pocky  corses  now-a-days,  that  will  scarce  hold  the  laying  in) 
he  will  last  you  some  eight  year,  or  nine  year:  a  tanner  will  last 
you  nine  year. 

Ham.    Why  he  more  than  another? 

1  Clo.  Why,  Sir,  his  hide  is  so  tanned  with  his  trade ,  that 
he  will  keep  oot  water  a  great  while ,  and  your  water  is  a  sore  de- 
cayer  of  your  whoreson  dead  body.  Here 's  a  scull  now ;  this  scull 
hath  lain  you  i'  the  earth  three-and-twenty  years. 

Ham.    Whose  was  it? 

1  Clo.  A  whoreson  mad  fellow's  it  was:  whose  do  yon  think 
it  was? 

Ham.    Nay,  I  know  not. 

1  Clo.  A  pestilence  on  him  for  a  mad  rogue!  a'  poured  a 
fiagon  of  Rhenish  on  my  head  once.  This  same  scull,  Sir,  this 
same  scull.  Sir,  was  Yorick's  scull,  the  king's  jester. 

Ham.    This?  [Takes  the  SevU. 

1  Clo.    E'en  that. 

Ham.  Let  me  see.  ,  Alas,  poorYorick!  —  I  knew  him,  Ho- 
ratio: a  fellow  of  infinite  jest,  of  most  excellent  fancy:  he  hath 
borne  me  on  his  back  a  thousand  times;  and  now,  how  abhorred 
in  my  imagination  it  is !  my  gorge  rises  at  it.  Here  hung  those 
J/ps,  that  I  have  kissed  I  know  uol  ViO'w  o^..  Where  he  your  gibes 
BOW?  yoargAmhoist  your  songs*!  "^out^\'s^«&^^taK«VDM!oX^'^ax 


PRINCE  OF  DENMARK.  iOi 

were  wont  to  set  the  table  on  a  roar?  Not  one  now,  to  mock  your  own 
grinning?  quite  chap-fallen?  Now,  get  you  to  my  lady's  chamber, 
aod  tell  her,  let  her  paint  an  inch  thick,  to  this  favour  she  must 
come;  make  her  laugh  at  that.  —  Pr'ythee,  Horatio,  tell  me  one 
thing. 

Hor.    What's  that,  my  lord? 

Ham.  Dost  thou  think,  Alexander  looked  o'  this  fashion  i'  the 
earth? 

Hor,    E'en  so. 

Ham,    And  smelt  so?  pah!  [Puts  doum  the  SeulL 

Hor.    E'en  so,  my  lord. 

Ham.  To  what  base  uses  we  may  return,  Horatio!  Why 
may  not  imagination  trace  the  noble  dust  of  Alexander ,  till  he  find 
ii  stopping  a  bung-hole  ? 

Hor.    T  were  to  consider  too  curiously,  to  consider  so. 

Ham,  No,  faith,  not  a  jot;  but  to  follow  him  thither  with 
modesty  enough,  and  likelihood  to  lead  it:  as  thus;  Alexander 
died,  Alexander  was  buried,  Alexander  retumeth  into  dust;  the 
dust  is  earth;  of  earth  we  make  loam,  and  why  of  that  loam, 
whereto  he  was  converted,  might  they  not  stop  a  beer-barrel? 

Imperial  Cssar,  dead,  and  tura'd  to  clay , 

Might  stop  a  hole  to  keep  the  wind  away : 

O!  that  that  earth ,  which  kept  the  world  in  awe , 

Should  patch  a  wall  t'  expel  the  winter's  flaw! 
But  soft!  but  soft!  aside:  —  here  comes  the  king, 

Enter  Pnestt,  Ac.  in  Procession;  the  Corpse  qf  Ovuelia,  Labr- 

TBS  and  Mourners  following;  Ring,  Queen^  their  Drains,  Ac. 
The  queen,  the  courtiers.    Who  is  that  they  follow , 
And  with  such  maimed  rites  ?    This  doth  betoken , 
The  corse  they  follow  did  with  desperate  hand 
Fordo  its  own  life :  't  was  of  some  estate. 
Couch  we  a  while ,  and  mark.  [Retiring  with  Hokatio. 

Laer,    What  ceremony  else? 

Ham,  That  is  Laertes , 

A  very  noble  youth;  mark. 

Zaer,     What  eeremoay  else? 
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1  Priest.    Her  obsequies  have  been  as  far  enlarged 

As  we  bave  warranty :  ber  death  was  doubtful ;  dit^^^ 
And  but  that  great  commmand  o'ersways  the  order , 
She  should  in  ground  unsanctified  bave  lodg'd , 

Till  the  last  trumpet ;  for  charitable  prayers ,  ;^  g0^ 

Shards ,  flints ,  and  pebbles ,  should  be  thrown  on  her ; '  A^^j^  » 

Yet  here  she  is  allow'd  ber  virgin  crants ,  ^I«s  t^ 

Her  maiden  strewments ,  and  the  bringing  home  ^i^^  3i 

Of  bell  and  burial.  jt^Wf^ 

Laer.    Must  there  no  more  be  done?  \ i^||3tf 

1  Priest.                                          No  more  be  done.  -^ 

We  should  profane  the  service  of  the  dead,  -  \^^ 

To  s\n%9L  requiem,  and  such  rest  to  her  ) 

As  to  peace-parted  souls.  ;  'X^ 

Laer.                          Lay  her  i*  the  earth ;  \    ^ 

And  from  her  fair  and  unpolluted  flesh ,  '  k  |^^ 

May  violets  spring !  —  I  tell  thee ,  churlish  priest ,  ^^nifpfi 

A  ministering  angel  shall  my  sister  be ,  K  OO 

When  thou  liest  howling.  ^  1^1 

Ham.                            What!  the  fair  Ophelia?  Kii^ 

Queen.    Sweets  to  the  sweet:  farewell.     [Scattering flowers.      \L^% 

I  hop'd  thou  should'st  have  been  my  Hamlet's  wife :  {^  ^ 

I  thought  thy  bride-bed  to  have  deck'd ,  sweet  maid ,  |:^ 

And  not  to  have  strew'd  thy  grave.  ^  > « 

Laer.                                        0!  treble  woe  k  j; 

Fall  ten  times  treble  on  that  cursed  bead ,  a^^ 

Whose  wicked  deed  thy  most  ingenious  sense  \^ , 

Depriv'd  thee  of!  —  Hold  off* the  earth  awhile,  ^^^ 

Till  I  have  caught  her  once  more  in  mine  arms.  \  ^  ^ 

[Leaping  info  the  Grow. 
Now.  pile  your  dust  upon  the  quick  and  dead , 
Till  of  this  flat  a  mountain  you  bave  made , 
To  o'er-top  old  Pelion ,  or  the  skyish  head 
Of  blue  Olympus. 

ffam.  [Advancing.]    What  is  be,  whose  grief 
Bears  such  an  emphasis?  whose  phrase  of  sorrow 
Conjures  the  waaderiog  stars ,  and  makes  \Jiems\asi^ , 
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Like  wander-wounded  hearers?  this  is  I , 
Hamlet  the  Dane.  [Leaping  into  the  Grave. 

Laer.  The  devil  take  thy  soul ! 

[Gnqtpling  with  him. 
Ham.    Thou  pray'st  not  well. 
I  pr'y thee ,  take  thy  fingers  from  my  throat ; 
For  though  I  am  not  splenetive  and  rash , 
Tet  have  I  in  me  something  dangerous , 
Which  let  thy  wisdom  fear.    Hold  off  thy  hand. 
King,    Pluck  them  asunder. 
Queen.  Hamlet!  Hamlet! 

AIL     Gentlemen ,  — 
Hor.  Good  my  lord,  be  quiet. 

[The  Attendants  part  them,  and  they  come  out  qfthe 
Grave, 
Ham.    Why,  I  will  fight  with  him  upon  this  theme , 
Until  my  eyelids  will  no  longer  wag. 
Queen.    O  my  son!  what  theme? 
Ham.    I  lov'd  Ophelia :  forty  thousand  brothers 
Could  not ,  with  all  their  quantity  of  love , 
Hake  up  my  sum.  —  What  wilt  thou  do  for  her? 
King,    0!  he  is  mad,  Laertes. 
Queen.    For  love  of  God,  forbear  him. 
Ham,    'Swounds!  show  me  what  thou 'It  do  : 
Woul'tweep?  woul't  fight?  woul'tfast?  woul't  tear  thyself? 
Woul't  drink  up  Esill?  eat  a  crocodile? 
I  '11  do  't.  —  Dost  thou  come  here  to  whine? 
To  outface  me  with  leaping  in  her  grave? 
Be  buried  quick  with  her ,  and  so  will  I  : 
And  ,  if  thou  prate  of  mountains ,  let  them  throw 
Millions  of  acres  on  us ;  till  our  ground , 
Singeing  his  pate  against  the  burning  zone , 
Make  Ossa  like  a  wart!    Nay,  an  thou 'It  mouth , 
I  '11  rant  as  well  as  thou. 

Queen.  This  is  mere  madness : 

And  thus  a  while  the  fit  will  work  on  him ; 
Adoo,  as  pat/eat  as  the  female  dove. 
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When  that  her  golden  couplets  ire  disclos'd ,  vm 

His  silence  will  sit  drooping.  «ii: 

Ham,                                Hear  you,  Sir:  iit 

What  is  the  reason  that  yoa  use  me  thus?  )« 

I  lov'd  you  ever :  but  it  is  no  matter ;  «iB 

Let  Hercules  himself  do  what  he  may ,  "^ 
The  cat  will  mew,  and  dog  will  have  his  d^y.                       [EM,  ^^ 

King.    I  pray  you ,  good  Horatio ,  wait  upon  him.  —  ^^ 

[ExanotuLTioi  tk^ 

[  To  Laertes.  ]    Strengthen  your  patience  in  our  last  night's  jj 

speech ;  i 

We  '11  put  the  matter  to  the  present  push.  —  i, 

Good  Gertrude ,  set  some  watch  over  your  son.  —  -i\ 
This  grave  shall  have  a  living  monument : 

An  hour  of  quiet  thereby  shall  we  see ;  x 

Till  then ,  in  patience  our  proceeding  be.  [BaeunL    \ 

SCENE  IL 

A  Hall  in  the  Castle. 

Enter  Hamlet  and  Horatio 

Ham.    So  much  for  this ,  Sir:  now  shall  you  see  the  other.  •— 
You  do  remember  all  the  circumstance. 

Hor,    Remember  it,  my  lord! 

Ham.    Sir,  inmy  heart  there  was  a  kind  of  fighting. 
That  would  not  let  me  sleep :  methought,  Hay 
Worse  than  the  mutines  in  the  bilboes.    Rashly ,  — 
And  prais'd  be  rashness  for  it,  —  let  us  know , 
Our  indiscretion  sometimes  serves  us  well , 
When  our  deep  plots  do  pall ;  and  that  should  teach  us , 
There 's  a  divinity  that  shapes  our  ends , 
Rough-hew  them  how  we  will. 

ffof"'  That  is  most  certain. 

Ham.    Up  from  my  cabin , 
My  sea-gown  scarf *d  about  me,  in  the  dark 
Grop*d  I  to  find  out  them ;  had  my  desire ; 
F/nger'dtbeir packet;  and,  in ftuft ,  mv\v^x«^ 
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)  miDe  own  room  again:  making  so  bold , 

J  fears  forgetting  maoners ,  to  nnfold 

leir grand commissioD ;  wherelfouDd,  Horatio, 

royal  knavery !  an  exact  command ,  — 

irded  with  many  several  sorts  of  reasons , 

iporting  Denmark's  health ,  and  England's  too , 

Ith,  ho!  such  hugs  and  gohlins  in  my  life , — 

lat  on  the  supervise ,  no  leisure  bated , 

>  y  not  to  stay  the  grinding  of  the  axe , 

J  head  should  be  struck  off. 

ffor.  Is 't  possible? 

Ham.    Here 's  the  commission :  read  it  at  more  leisure. 
at  wilt  thou  hear  me  how  I  did  proceed? 

jffor,    I  beseech  yon. 

jffam.    Being  thus  benetted  round  with  villains ,  — 
re  I  could  make  a  prologue  to  my  brains , 
hey  had  begun  the  play ,  —  I  sat  me  down , 
eyis'd  a  new  commission ;  wrote  it  fair, 
once  did  hold  it,  as  our  statists  do , 
.baseness  to  write  fair,  and  labour'd  much 
[ow  to  forget  that  learning;  but,  Sir,  now 
t  did  me  yeoman's  service.    Wilt  thou  know 
lie  effect  of  what  I  wrote  ? 

Hor.  Ay,  good  my  lord. 

Ham,    An  earnest  conjuration  from  the  king,  — 
LS  England  was  his  faithful  tributary , 
LS  love  between  them  like  the  palm  might  flourish , 
is  peace  should  still  her  wheaten  garland  wear ». 
Lnd  stand  a  comma  'tween  their  amities , 
Lnd  many  such  like  as 's  of  great  charge ,  — 
fhat  on  the  view  and  know  of  these  contents , 
Sinthont  debatement  farther ,  more  or  less , 
Rle  should  the  bearers  put  to  sudden  death , 
Hot  shriving-time  allow'd. 

Hor,  How  was  this  seal'd  ? 

Ham,    Why,  even  in  thai  was  Aeaven  ordinanU 
fhadwjr  father's  signet  in  my  purse , 
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Which  was  the  model  of  that  Danish  seal ; 
Folded  the  writ  up  in  form  of  the  other ; 
Subscrib'd  it;  gave 't  th'  impressioq ;  piac'd  it  safely , 
The  changeling  never  known.    Now,  the  next  day 
Was  our  sea-fight,  and  what  to  this  was  sequent 
Thou  know'st  already. 

Hor,    So  Guildenstern  and  Rosencrantz  go  to  't. 

Ham,    Why ,  man ,  they  did  make  love  to  this  employment : 
They  are  not  near  my  conscience ;  their  defeat 
Does  by  their  own  insinuation  grow. 
'T  is  dangerous ,  when  the  baser  nature  comes 
Between  the  pass  and  fell  incensed  points 
Of  mighty  opposites. 

Hor,  Why,  what  a  king  is  this ! 

Ham,    Does  it  not ,  think  thee ,  stand  me  now  upon  — 
He  that  hath  kill'd  my  king ,  and  whor'd  my  mother ; 
Popp'd  in  between  th'  election  and  my  hopes; 
Thrown  out  his  angle  for  my  proper  life , 
And  with  such  cozenage  —  is  't  not  perfect  conscience , 
To  quit  him  with  this  arm?  and  is 't  not  to  be  damn'd , 
To  let  this  canker  of  our  nature  come 
In  farther  evil? 

Hor,    It  must  be  shortly  known  to  him  from  £n(^land , 
What  is  the  issue  of  the  business  there. 

Ham,    It  will  be  short :  the  interim  is  mine ; 
And  a  man's  life  no  more  than  to  say ,  one. 
But  I  am  very  sorry,  good  Horatio, 
That  to  Laertes  I  forgot  myself, 
For  by  the  image  of  my  cause  I  see 
The  portraiture  of  his :  I  '11  count  his  favours : 
But,  sure,  the  bravery  ofhisgriefdid  put  me 
Into  a  towering  passion. 

Hor,  Peace!  who  comes  here? 

Enter  Osrick. 
Osr,    Your  Tordship  is  right  welcome  back  to  Denmark. 
ATam.    Ibambly  thank  you ,  Sir.  — Dosl^tio^  ^v&^«nki-^^*^ 
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No,  my  good  lord. 
2.     Thy  state  is  the  more  gracious ,  for  'i  is  a  Yice  to  know 
3e  hath  much  land,  and  fertile:  let  a  beast  be  lord  of 
and  his  crib  shall  stand  at  the  king's  mess :  't  is  a  chough ; 
I  say ,  spacious  in  the  possession  of  dirt. 

Sweet  lord ,  if  your  lordship  were  at  leisure ,  I  should 
I  thing  to  you  from  his  majesty. 

im     I  will  receive  it,  Sir,  with  all  diligence  of  spirit.  Tour 
to  his  right  use ;  *i  is  for  the  head. 

I  thank  your  lordship ,  't  is  very  hot. 
I.    No,  believe  me,  't  is  very  cold :  the  wind  is  northerly. 

It  is  indifferent  cold ,  my  lord,  indeed. 
z.    But  yet,  methinks,  it  is  very  sultry,  and  hot  for  my 
don. 

Exceedingly,  my  lord ;  it  is  very  sultry,  —  as 't  were,  — 
t  tell  how.  —  But  my  lord ,  his  majesty  bade  me  signify  to 
lat  he  has  laid  a  great  wager  on  your  head.    Sir ,  this  is  the 

1.    I  beseech  you ,  remember  — 

[Hamlet  moves  him  to  put  on  his  Hat, 
Nay,  in  good  faith;  for  mine  ease,  in  good  faith.  Sir, 
newly  come  to  court,  Laertes;  believe  me,  an  absolute 
lan ,  full  of  most  excellent  differences ,  of  very  soft  society, 
iat  showing :  indeed ,  to  speak  feelingly  of  him ,  he  is  the 
calendar  of  gentry ,  for  you  shall  find  in  him  the  continent 
part  a  gentleman  would  see. 

n.    Sir,  his  definement  suffers  no  perdition  in  you ;  though, 
,  to  divide  him  inventorially,  would  dizzy  the-arithmetic  of 
f'y  and  yet  but  raw  neither,  in  respect  of  his  quick  sail. 
1  the  verity  of  extolment,  I  take  him  to  be  a  soul  of  great 
and  his  infusion  of  such  dearth  and  rareness,  as ,  to  make 
ction  of  him,  his  semblable  is  his  mirror;  and  who  else 
race  him,  his  umbrage,  nothing  more. 
.    Your  lordship  speaks  most  infallibly  of  him . 
n.    The  concernancy ,  Sir?  why  do  we  wrap  the  gentleman 
nore  rawer  breath? 
S/rf 
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Hor.  Is 't  not  possible  to  understand  in  another  tongue?  You 
will  do 't,  Sir,  really.  ^ 

Ham.    What  imports  the  nomination  of  this  gentleman  7 

Osr.    Of  Laertes?  I 

Hot.    His  purse  is  empty  already ;  all  his  golden  words  are  i 
spent.  I 

Ham,    Of  him,  Sir.  i 

Osr,    I  know,  you  are  not  ignorant —  < 

Ham.    I  would,  you  did,  Sir;  yet,  in  faith,  if  you  did,  it  ' 
would  not  much  approve  me.  —  Well,  Sir.  ^ 

Osr.    You  are  not  ignorant  of  what  excellence  Laertes  is  —        * 

Ham.    I  dare  not  confess  that,  lest  I  should  compare  with  , 
him  in  excellence ;  but  to  know  a  man  well  were  to  know  himself. 

Osr.  I  mean.  Sir,  for  his  weapon;  but  in  the  Imputation 
laid  on  him  by  them ,  in  his  meed  he 's  unfellowed. 

Ham,    What 's  his  weapon  ? 

Osr,    Rapier  and  dagger. 

Ham.    That 's  two  of  his  weapons :  but ,  well. 

Osr.  The  king.  Sir,  hath  wagered  with  him  six  Barbary 
horses:  against  the  which  he  has  imponed,  as  I  take  it,  sii 
French  rapiers  and  poniards,  with  their  assigns,  as  girdle, 
hangers ,  and  so.  Three  of  the  carriages ,  in  faith ,  are  very  dear 
to  fancy,  very  responsive  to  the  hilts,  most  delicate  carriages, 
and  of  very  liberal  conceit. 

Ham,    What  call  you  the  carriages? 

Hor.  I  knew ,  you  must  be  edified  by  the  margin ,  ere  you 
had  done. 

Osr.    The  carriages ,  Sir,  are  the  hangers. 

Ham.  The  phrase  would  be  more  german  to  the  matter ,  if  we 
could  carry  a  cannon  by  our  sides:  I  would,  it  might  be  hangers 
till  then.  But,  on:  six Barbary  horses  against  six  French  swords, 
their  assigns,  and  three  liberal-conceited  carriages;  that  's  the 
French  bet  against  the  Danish.  Why  is  this  imponed,  as  you 
call  it? 

Osr.    The  king,  Sir,  hath  laid.  Sir,  that  in  a  dozen  passes 
betweeo  fourselfand  him ,  he  shall  not  c\c^^^  '^j^iM  >2to^^  Vl\\&\  ^<t 
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bath  laid »  on  twelve  for  nioe ;  and  that  iroald  come  to  immediate 
iiial ,  if  your  lordship  would  vouchsafe  the  answer. 

Ham,    How,  ifl  answer  no? 

0$r,     I  mean ,  my  lord ,  the  opposition  of  your  person  in  trial . 

Ham.  Sir ,  I  wilt  walk  here  in  the  hall :  if  it  please  his  ma- 
esty,  it  is  the  hreathiog  time  of  day  with  me,  let  the  foils  be 
irought,  the  gentleman  willing,  and  the  king  hold  his  purpose, 
[  will  win  for  him ,  if  I  can ;  if  not,  I  will  gain  nothing  but  my 
ihame,  and  the  odd  hits. 

Osr.    Shall  I  deliver  you  so  ? 

Ham,  To  this  effect,  Sir;  after  what  flourish  your  nature 
Rrill. 

OiT.    I  commend  my  duty  to  your  lordship.  [Exit. 

Ham,  Tours ,  yours.  —  He  does  well  to  commend  it  himself; 
there  are  no  tongues  else  for 's  turn. 

Hor,    This  lapwing  runs  away  with  the  shell  oo  his  head. 

Hafn,  He  did  comply  with  his  dug  before  he  sucked  it.  Thus 
has  he  (and  many  more  of  the  same  breed,  that,  I  know,  the 
drossy  age  dotes  on)  only  got  the  tune  of  the  time,  and  outward 
habit  of  encouoter ,  a  kind  of  yesty  collection ,  which  carries  them 
through  and  through  the  most  fond  and  winnowed  opinions;  and 
do  but  blow  them  to  their  trial,  the  bubbles  are  out. 

Enter  a  Lord. 

Lord.  My  lord ,  his  majesty  commended  him  to  yon  by  young 
Osrick ,  who  briogs  back  to  him ,  that  you  attend  him  in  the  hall : 
he  sends  to  know ,  if  your  pleasure  hold  to  play  with  Laertes,  or 
that  yon  will  take  looger  time. 

Ham.  I  am  constant  to  my  purposes;  they  follow  the  king's 
pleasure:  if  his  fitness  speaks,  mine  is  ready;  now,  or  when- 
soever ,  provided  I  be  so  able  as  now. 

Lord,    The  king,  and  queen,  and  all  are  coming  down. 

Ham.    In  happy  time. 

Lord.  The  queen  desires  you  to  use  some  gentle  entertain- 
ment to  Laertes ,  before  you  fall  to  play. 

Ham.    She  we)}  instructs  me.  '  \ExitLoTd. 

mfr.    You  will  lose  this  wager ,  my  lord. 
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Ham.  I  do  not  think  so:  since  he  vent  into  France,  IhafV 
been  in  continual  practice ;  I  shall  win  at  the  odds.  Thou  would'st 
not  think ,  how  ill  all 's  here  about  my  heart ;  but  it  is  no  matter. 

Hot.    Nay,  good  my  lord, — 

Ham,  It  is  but  foolery;  butitissuchakindofgaingiving,  as 
would,  perhaps,  trouble  a  woman. 

Hor.  If  your  mind  dislike  any  thing ,  obey  it :  I  will  forestall 
their  repair  hither,  and  say  you  are  not  fit. 

Ha7n,  Not  a  whit ,  we  defy  augury :  there  is  a  special  pro?i* 
dence  in  the  fall  of  a  sparrow.  If  it  be  now ,  't  is  not  to  come ;  if 
it  be  not  to  come,  it  will  be  now;  if  it  be  not  now,  yet  it  will 
come :  the  readiness  is  all.  Since  no  man ,  of  aught  he  leaves, 
knows,  what  is 't  to  leave  betimes?    Lethe. 

Enter  King ^  Queen,  Labrtbs,  Lords y   Osrick,  and  Atten- 
dants  with  Foils ,  4*c. 

Rinff,    Come,  Hamlet,  come,  and  take  this  hand  from  me. 
[7%e  Ring  puts  the  Hand  qf  Laertes  into  tfiat  qf 
Hamlet. 
Ham,    Give  me  your  pardon ,  Sir:  I  've  done  you  wrong; 
But  pardon  't,  as  you  are  a  gentleman. 
This  presence  knows. 

And  you  must  needs  have  heard ,  how  I  am  punish 'd 
With  sore  distraction.    What  I  have  done , 
That  might  your  nature ,  honour,  and  exception , 
Roughly  awake ,  I  here  proclaim  was  madness. 
Was  't  Hamlet  wrong;d  Laertes?    Never ,  Hamlet': 
If  Hamlet  from  himself  be  ta'en  away. 
And  when  he 's  not  himself  does  wrong  Laertes, 
Then  Hamlet  does  it  not;  Hamlet  denies  it. 
Who  does  it  then  ?    His  madness.    If 't  be  so ; 
Hamlet  is  of  the  faction  that  is  wrong'd ; 
His  madness  is  poor  Hamlet's  enemy. 
Sir ,  in  this  audience , 
Let  my  disclaiming  from  a  purposed  6vil 
I^ree  me  so  far  ia  your  most  generous  iViou^YiVs , 
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ive  shot  mine  arrow  o'er  the  house , 
t  my  brother. 

I  am  satisfied  in  nature , 
nolive,  in  this  case,  should  stir  me  most 
evenge :  but  in  my  terms  of  honour , 
iloof ,  and  will  no  reconcilement , 
4>me  elder  masters ,  of  known  honour , 
voice  and  precedent  of  peace , 
my  name  ungor'd.    But  till  that  time , 
eive  your  offer'd  love  like  love , 

I  not  wrong  it. 

1.  I  embrace  it  freely ; 

II  this  brother's  wager  frankly  play.  — 
the  foils;  come  on. 

r.  Come;  one  for  me. 

n,    I '11  be  your  foil ,  Laertes:  in  mine  ignorance 

Lill  shall ,  like  a  star  i'  the  darkest  night, 

ery  off  indeed. 

r.  ¥oumockme,  Sir. 

n.    No,  by  this  hand. 

ig.    Give  them  the  foils ,  young  Osrick.  —  Cousin  Hamlet, 

low  the  wager? 

71.  Very  well,  my  lord; 

race  hath  laid  the  odds  o'  the  weaker  side. 

t^.    I  do  not  fear  it :  I  have  seen  you  both ; 

ice  he  is  better'd,  we  have  therefore  odds. 

9r.    This  is  too  heavy;  let  me  see  another. 

m.    This  likes  me  well.    These  foils  have  all  a  length  ? 

[  They  prepare  to  play. 
^    Ay,  my  good  lord. 

ig.    Set  me  the  stoops  of  wine  upon  that  table.  ^- 
ilet  give  the  first  or  second  hit, 
t  in  answer  of  the  third  exchange , 
the  battlements  their  ordnance  fire ; 
ng  shall  drink  to  Hamlet's  better  breath : 
I  the  cup  an  vd'wd  shall  be  throw , 
iAdif  that  wbicb  four  successiy^  kings 
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In  DeDoiark's  crown  have  worn.    Give  me  the  cups ;  ^ 

And  let  the  kettle  to  the  trumpet  speak ,  . 

The  trumpet  to  the  cannoneer  without ,  . 

The  cannons  to  the  heavens,  the  heavens  to  earth ,  ^ 

**  Now  the  king  drinks  to  Hamlet!"  —  Come,  begin;  — 
And  you,  the  judges,  bear  a  wary  eye.  j, 

Ham,    Come  on,  Sir. 

Laer.  Come,  my  lord.  [Theyplaif, 

Ham,  One. 

Laer.  No.  ^' 

Ham,  Judgment.  ^, 

Osr.    A  hit,  a  very  palpable  hit. 

Laer.  Well:  —  again.  * 

Ring,    Stay;  give  me  drink.    Hamlet,  this  pearl  is  thine;        ^ 
Here  's  to  thy  health.  —  Give  him  the  cup. 

[Trumpets  sound;  and  Cannon  shot  off  witkinm    . 

Ham.    I '11  play  this  bout  first;  set  it  by  awhile. 
Come.  —  Another  hit;  what  say  you?  [Theyplaif*    ^ 

Laer.    A  touch;  a  touch,  I  do  confess.  ! 

King.    Our  son  shall  win. 

Queen.  He 's  fat,  and  scant  of  breath.  — 

Here ,  Hamlet ,  take  my  napkin ,  rub  thy  brows : 
The  queen  carouses  to  thy  fortune ,  Hamlet. 

Ham.    Good  Madam ,  — 

King.  Gertrude,  do  not  drink. 

Queen.    I  will,  my  lord:  I  pray  you,  pardon  me. 

Ring.    It  is  the  poison'd  cup !  it  is  too  late.  [Aside. 

Ham,    I  dare  not  drink  yet.  Madam;  by  and  by. 

Queen.    Come,  let  me  wipe  thy  face. 

Laer.    My  lord,  I '11  hit  him  now. 

Ring.  I  do  not  think  it. 

Laer.    And  yet  it  is  almost  against  my  conscience. 

[Alside* 

Ham.    Come,  for  the  third,  Laertes,    Tou  but  dally: 
1  pray  you,  pass  with  your  best  violence. 
1  am  afeard ,  you  make  a  wanton  of  me. 

jCaar,    8ajr you  sot  comt  on.  \T>«f*i'pV«^* 
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-.    Nothing,  neither  way. 
?r.    Have  at  you  now. 

[Laertes  i&otmiif  Hamlbt  ;  then,  in  ta^ffUng  ihey 
charge  Rapiers,  and  Hamlkt  woun^  Labrtis. 
!^.  Part  them!  they  are  incens'd. 

71.    Nay,  come  again.  [The  Queen faiU. 

Look  to  the  queen  there ,  ho ! 
".    They  bleed  on  both  sides.  —  How  is  it ,  my  lord? 
'.    Uow  is  't,  Laertes? 

?r.    Why,  as  a  woodcock  to  mine  own  springe ,  Osrick; 
istly  kill'd  with  mine  own  treachery. 
m.    How  does  the  queen? 

tg.  She  swoons  to  see  them  bleed. 

een.    No ,  no ,  the  drink ,  the  drink ,  —  O  my  dear  Ham- 
let!— 
ink,  the  drink:  Iampoison*d.  [Dies, 

m.    0  villainy !  —  How  ?  let  the  door  be  lock'd : 
ery!  seek  it  out.  [Laertes  falls, 

er.    It  is  here,  Hamlet.    Hamlet,  thou  art  slain ; 
dicine  in  the  world  can  do  thee  good ; 
$  there  is  not  half  an  hour  of  life ; 
sacherous  instrument  is  in  thy  hand , 
3d,  andenyenom'd.    The  foul  practice 
om'd  itself  on  me:  lo!  here  I  lie, 
to  rise  again.    Thy  mother 's  poison'd ; 
10  more.    The  king,  the  king 's  to  blame. 
m.    The  point 
om'd  too!  —  Then,  venom,  to  thy  work. 

[Stabs  the  King. 
L    Treason!  treason! 

ng.    O!  yet  defend  me,  friends;  I  am  but  hurt. 
im.    Here,  thou  incestuous,  murderous,  damned  Dane, 
off  this  potion :  —  is  thy  union  here? 
T  my  mother.  [King  dies* 

:«r.  He  is  justly  senr'd ; 

poisoi?  temper'd  by  bimselL  — 
W^forg/renesswUbwe,  DobleHamUl; 
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Mine  and  my  father's  death  come  Dot  upoD  thee ;  \ 

Nor  thine  on  me !  IDies.    ; 

Ham.    Heaven  make  thee  free  of  it!  I  follow  thee. 

I  am  dead ^  Horatio.  —  Wretched  queen ,  adieu! —  ; 

You  that  look  pale  and  tremble  at  this  chance ,  i 

That  are  but  mutes  or  audience  to  this  act ,  ,  i 

Had  I  but  time,  (as  this  fell  sergeant,  death,  i 

Is  strict  in  his  arrest)  0 !  I  could  tell  you ,  — ^  i 

But  let  it  be.  —  Horatio ,  I  am  dead ;  J 

Thouliy'st:  report  me  and  my  cause  aright  4 

To  the  unsatisfied.  i 

Hor.                  Never  believe  it:  ^ 

I  am  more  an  antique  Roman  than  a  Dane :  ^ 

Here 's  yet  Some  liquorjeft.  ^ 

Ham.  As  thou 'rt  a  man , 

Give  me  the  cup :  let  go;  by  heaven  1 41  have  it. —  ' 

0  God !  —  Horatio ,  what  a  wounded  name ,  '  ^ 
Things  standing  thus  unknown ,  shall  live  behind  met  ■'* 
If  thou  didst  ever  hold  me  in  thy  heart ,  . 
Absent  thee  from  felicity  awhile ,  ^ 
And  in  this  harsh  world  draw  thy  breath  in  pain ,  ' 
To  tell  my  story.  —                  [March  qfar  qff,  and  Shot  witkai.   ' 

What  warlike  noise  is  this  ?  ! 

Osr.    ToungFortinbras,  with  conquest  come  from  PoUnd,       , 
To  the  ambassadors  of  England  gives 

This  warlike  volley.  ' 

Ham,                              0!  I  die,  Horatio;  ; 
The  potent  poison  quite  o'er-crows  my  spirit : 

1  cannot  live  to  hear  the  news  from  England ; 
But  I  do  prophesy  the  election  lights 

On  Fortinbras :  he  has  my  dying  voices  ' 
So  tell  him,  with  the  occurrents,  more  and  less , 

.  Which  have  solicited — The  rest  is  silence.  [Dies.  ! 

Hor,    Now  cracks  a  noble  heart.  —  Good  night,  sweet  prince ; 
AndiUgbts  of  angels  sing  thee  to  th^  test  I 
W/ff  does  the  dram  come  hithert  \MajNik  vA»»5av. 

WW 
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J^nitfrFoBTiifBRAS,  the  English  Ambassadors,  and  Others* 

Fori.    Where  is  this  sight? 

Hor»  What  is  it  ye  would  see? 

If  aught  of  woe,  or  wonder,  cease  yoar  search. 

Fort.    This  quarry  cries  on  havock.  —  O  proud  death ! 
What  feast  is  toward  in  thine  eternal  cell , 
That  thou  so  many  princes  at  a  shot 
So  bloodUy  hast  struck? 

1  jimb.  The  sight  is  dismal , 

Ajud  our  a£hirs  from  England  come  too  late: 
The  ears  are  senseless  that  should  give  us  hearing , 
To  tell  him  his  commandment  is  fulfilled , 
That  Rosencrantz  and  Guildenstem  are  dead. 
Where  should  we  have  our  thanks  ? 

ffor.  Not  from  his  mouth , 

Had  it  th'  ability  of  life  to  thank  you : 
He  never  gave  commandment  for  their  death. 
But  since ,  so  jump  upon  this  bloody  question , 
Tou  from  the  Polack  wars,  and  you  from  England , 
Are  here  arriv'd ,  give  order  that  these  bodies 
High  on  a  stage  be  placed  to  the  view ; 
And  let  me  speak  to  the  yet  unknowing  world , 
How  these  tlUngs  came  iboui :  so  shall  you  hear 
Of  carnal,  bloody,  and  unnatural  acts , 
Of  accidental  judgments ,  casual  slaughters. 
Of  deaths  put  on  by  cunning ,  and  fbrc*d  cause , 
And,  in  this  upshot,  purposes  mistook 
Fall'n  on  the  inventors' heads:  all  this  can  I 
Thily  deliver. 

Fort.  Let  us  haste  to  hear  it , 

And  call  the  noblest  to  the  audience. 
For  me ,  with  sorrow  I  embrace  my  fortune : 
I  have  some  rights  of  memory  in  this  kingdom , 
Which  now  to  claim  my  vantage  doth  invite  me. 

Hor.    Of  that  I  shall  have  also  cause  to  speak , 
And  firom  his  mouth  whose  voice  will  draw  ou  moT^ ; 
Bat  let  ihissamehe  presently  pertorm*di , 


116        HAMLET,  PRINCE  OF  DENMARK. 

Even  while  men's  minds  are  wild ,  lest  more  mischance » 
On  plots  and  errors,  happen. 

Fort.  Let  foar  captains 

Bear  Hamlet,  like  a  soldier,  to  the  stage; 
For  he  was  likely,  had  he  been  pnt  on , 
To  have  prov'd  most  royally :  and  for  his  passage, 
The  soldiers'  music ,  and  the  rites  of  war, 
Speak  loudly  for  him.  — 
Take  up  the  body.  —  Such  a  sight  as  this 
Becomes  the  field,  but  here  shows  much  amiss. 
Go,  bid  the  soldiers  shoot.  [AdeadHarek. 

[Exetmt,  marching;  itfter  which ,  a  Peal  of  Ord- 
nance is  shot  off. 
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DRAKATIS 

PERSONiE. 

King  of  BriUin. 

France. 

r  Burgundy. 

r  Cornwall. 

r  Albany. 

Kent. 

Gloster. 

L,  Son  to  Gloster. 

W,  BasUrd  Son  to  Gloster. 

[ ,  a  CourUer. 

LD,  Steward  to  Gonenl. 

Old  Man ,  Tenant  to  Gloster. 

Physician. 

Fool. 

An  Officer,  employed  by  Edmund. 

Gentleman,  Attendant  on  Cordelia. 

A  Herald. 

Servants  to  Cornwall. 

GONERIL,   \ 

REGAN ,        >  Daughters  to  Lear. 

CORDELIA,) 

nights  of  Lear's  train,  Officers,  Messengers,  Soldiers,  and 
Attendants. 

SCENE, 

Britain. 

ACT  I.     SCExNE  I. 

A  Room  of  State  in  Kiog  Lear's  Palace. 

Enter  Kent,  Gloster,  and  Edmund. 
nt.    I  thought,  the  kiog  had  more  affected  the  duke  of  ▲!- 
than  Cornwall. 

9.    It  did  always  seem  so  to  us :  but  now,  in  the  division  of 
igdoms,  it  appears  not  which  of  the  dukes  he  values  most; 
oalitics  are  so  weighed ,  that  curiosity  in  neither  can  make 
of  cither's  moiety. 
ni»    Is  not  this  your  son,  my  lord? 
J.    Bis  hreediag,  Sir,  iiath  been  at  m^  t;\i«t%e\  Ww^v^ 
fasbed  to  acknowledge  him ,  that  now  1  amYji^it^X^Vc* 
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Rent,    I  cannot  conceive  you. 

Glo.  Sir,  this  young  fellow's  mother  could ;  whereupon  she 
grew  round-wombed,  and  had ,  indeed ,  Sir,  a  son  for  her  cradle 
ere  she  had  a  husband  for  her  bed.    Do  you  smell  a  fault? 

KenU  I  cannot  wish  the  fault  undone ,  the  issue  of  it  being  so 
proper. 

Glo.  But  I  have  a  son ,  Sir,  by  order  of  law,  some  year  elder 
than  this,  who  yet  is  no  dearer  in  my  account:  though  this  kna?e 
came  somewhat  saucily  into  the  world ,  before  he  was  sent  for,  yet 
was  his  mother  fair ,  there  was  good  sport  at  his  makings  and  th^ 
whoreson  must  be  acknowledged.  —  Do  you  know  this  noble  gea- 
tleman,  Edmund? 

Edm,    No,  my  lord. 

Glo.  My  lord  of  Kent:  remember  him  hereafter  as  my  ho- 
nourable friend. 

Edm.    My  services  to  your  lordship. 

Kent.    I  must  love  you,  and  sue  to  know  yon  better. 

Edm.    Sir,  I  shall  study  deserving. 

Glo.  He  hath  been  out  nine  years ,  and  away  be  shall  again. 
—  The  king  is  coming.  [Sennet  within. 

Enter  Lear,  Cornwall,  Axbant,  Gonbril,  Rkgan,  Cordelia, 
and  Attendants. 

Lear.    Attend  the  lords  of  France  and  Burgundy,  Gloster. 

Glo.    I  shall,  my  liege.        [^a?e2/nf  Gloster  (imf  Edmund. 

Lear.    Mean-time  we  shall  express  our  darker  purpose. 
Give  me  the  tsl^^  there.  —  Know,  that  we  have  divided 
In  three ,  our  kingdom ;  and  't  is  our  fast  intent 
To  shake  all  cares  and  business  from  our  age , ' 
Conferring  them  on  younger  strengths ,  while  we 
Unburden'd  crawl  toward  death.  —  Our  son  of  Cornwall , 
And  you ,  our  no  less  loving  son  of  Albany, 
We  have  this  hour  a  constant  will  to  publish 
Our  daughters' several  dowers ,  that  future  strife 
May  be  prevented  now.    The  princes ,  France  and  Burgundy , 
Great  rivals  in  our  youngest  daughter's  love , 
JLong  In  our  court  have  made  their  amotouft  &o\o\KrDi  > 
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re  are  to  be  aoswer'd.  —  Tell  me ,  my  daughters , 
now  we  will  divest  as ,  both  of  rule , 
t  of  territory,  cares  of  state) 
of  you,  shall  we  say,  doth  love  us  most? 
e  our  largest  bounty  may  extend 
nature  doth  with  merit  challenge.  —  Goneril, 
iest-bom,  speak  first. 

1.    Sir,  I  love  you  more  than  words  can  wield  the  matter; 
than  eye-sight,  space,  and  liberty; 
i  what  can  be  valued ,  rich  or  rare ; 
i  than  life ,  with  grace ,  health ,  beauty  •  honour : 
ch  as  child  e'er  lov'd ,  or  father  found ; 
that  makes  breath  poor ,  and  speech  unabie ; 
d  all  manner  of  so  much  I  love  you. 
r.    What  shall  Cordelia  speak?  Love ,  and  be  silent. 

[jiiide. 
or.    Of  all  these  bounds,  even  from  this  line  to  this, 
shadowy  forests ,  and  with  champains  rich'd , 
plenteous  rivers  and  wide-skirted  meads , 
ake  thee  lady :  to  thine  and  Albany's  issue 
s  perpetual.  —  What  says  our  second  daughter, 
earest  Regan,  wife  of  Cornwall?  Speak. 
g.    I  am  made  of  that  self  metal  as  my  sister , 
Tize  me  at  her  worth.    In  my  true  heart 
,  she  names  my  very  deed  of  love ; 
she  comes  too  short,  that  I  profess 
f  an  enemy  to  all  other  joys , 
b  the  most  precious  square  of  sense  possesses, 
ind,  I  am  alone  felicitate 
ir  dear  highness'  love. 

»r.  Then,  poor  Cordelia !  [Aside. 

etnotso;  since,  I  am  sure,  my  love's 
richer  than  my  tongue. 
ior.    To  thee,  and  thine,  hereditary  ever, 
in  this  ample  third  of  our  fair  kingdom ; 
ss  in  space,  yjihdity,  and  pleasure, 
(Aai  conferred oa  GoaeriL  —  Now ,  our  ^o^ , 
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Although  our  last ,  and  least;  to  whose  young  love 
The  vines  of  France ,  and  milk  of  Burgundy , 
Strive  to  be  interess'd;  what  can  you  say ,  to  draw 
A  third  more  opulent  than  your  sisters?  Speak. 

Cor.    Nothing,  my  lord. 

Lear.    Nothing? 

Cor.    Nothing. 

Lear,    Nothing  will  come  of  nothing :  speak  again. 

Cor.  Unhappy  that  I  am ,  I  cannot  heave 
My  heart  into  my  mouth :  I  love  your  majesty 
According  to  my  bond ;  nor  more,  nor  less. 

Lear.    How?  how,  Cordelia?  mend  your  speech  t  little, 
Lest  you  may  mar  your  fortunes. 

Cor.  Groodmylord, 

Ton  have  begot  me ,  bred  me ,  lov'd  me :  I 
Return  those  duties  back  as  are  right  fit , 
Obey  you,  love  you,  and  most  honour  you. 
Why  have  my  sisters  husbands ,  if  they  say , 
They  love  you  all?    Haply,  when  I  shall  wed , 
That  lord ,  whose  hand  must  take  my  plight ,  shall  carry 
Half  my  love  with  him,  half  my  care ,  and  duty : 
Sure ,  I  shall  never  marry  like  my  sisters , 
To  love  my  father  all. 

Lear,    But  goes  this  with  thy  heart? 

Cor.  Ay,  my  good  lord. 

Lear.    So  young,  and  so  un tender? 

Cor.    So  young,  my  lord,  and  true. 

Lear.    Let  it  be  so:  thy  truth,  then,  be  thy  dower; 
For,  by  the  sacred  radiance  of  the  sun. 
The  mysteries  of  Hecate ,  and  the  night , 
By  all  the  operation  of  the  orbs , 
From  whom  we  do  exist,  and  cease  to  be , 
Here  I  disclaim  all  my  paternal  care , 
Propinquity  and  property  of  blood , 
And  as  a  stranger  to  my  heart  and  me , 
Hold  thee  from  this  for  ever.    The  barbarous  Scythian , 
Or  he  that  makes  his  geoeratioa  messes 
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To  gorge  his  appetite ,  shall  to  my  bosom 
Be  as  well  neighboured,  pitied,  andreliev'd, 
As  thou  my  sometime  daughter. 

Kent.  Good  my  liege ,  ^ 

Lear,    Peace,  Keut! 
Come  not  between  the  dragon  and  his  wrath. 
1  lov'd  her  most,  and  thought  to  set  my  rest 
On  her  kind  nursery.  —  Hence  >  and  avoid  my  sight !  — 

[To  COROUIA. 

So  be  my  grave  my  peace ,  as  here  I  give 

Her  father's  heart  from  her !  —  Call  France.  —  Who  stirs? 

Call  Burgundy.  — -  Cornwall ,  and  Albany , 

With  my  two  daughter's  dowers  digest  the  third : 

Let  pride,  which  she  calls  plainness ,  marry  her. 

I  do  in?est  you  jointlj,  with  my  power , 

Pre-eminence,  and  all  the  large  effects 

That  troop  with  majesty.  —  Ourself ,  by  monthly  course , 

With  reservation  of  an  hundred  knights 

By  you  to  be  sustain'd ,  shall  our  abode 

Make  with  you  by  due  turns.    Only,  we  still  retain 

The  name ,  and  all  th'  additions  to  a  king ; 

The  sway,  revenue,  execution  of  the  rest, 

Beloved  sons,  be  yours:  which  to  confirm , 

This  coronet  part  between  you.  [Giving  the  Craum, 

Kent.  Royal  Lear, 

Whom  I  have  ever  honour'd  as  my  king , 
Lov'd  as  my  father ,  as  my  master  foUow'd , 
As  my  great  patron  thought  on  in  my  prayers,  — 

Lear,    The  bow  is  bent  and  drawn ,  make  flrom  the  shaft. 

Kent,    Let  it  fall  rather,  though  the  fork  invade 
The  region  of  my  heart :  be  Kent  unmannerly , 
When  Lear  is  mad.  — -  Wnat  would'st  thou  do ,  old  man? 
Think'st  thou ,  that  duty  shall  have  dread  to  speak , 
When  power  to  flattery  bows  ?    To  plainness  honour 's  bound , 
When  majesty  stoops  to  folly.    Reverse  thy  doom ; 
And  in  thy  best  eoDsideraUoa  cheek 
ThigA/deoasrasAness:  answer  my  life  my  judgmenl , 

Y5t\ 
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Thy  youngest  daughter  does  not  love  thee  least ; 
Nor  are  those  empty-hearted »  whose  low  sound 
Reverbs  no  hoilowness. 

Lear.  Kent,  on  thy  life,  no  more. 

Kent.    Uj  life  I  never  held  but  as  a  pawn 
To  wage  against  thine  enemies;  nor  fear  to  lose  it. 
Thy  safety  being  the  motive. 

Lear,  Out  of  my  Sight ! 

Kent.    See  better,  Lear;  and  let  me  sUll  remain 
The  true  blank  of  thine  eye. 

Lear.    Now,  by  Apollo,  — 

Kent.  Now,  by  Apollo,  king. 

Thou  swear'st  thy  gods  in  vain. 

Lear.  O,  vassal!  recreant! 

[Laying  his  hand  upon  his  Swo 

Alb.  Com.    Dear  Sir,  forbear. 

Kent.    Do; 
Kill  thy  physician ,  and  the  fee  bestow 
Upon  the  foul  disease.    Revoke  thy  gift; 
Or ,  whilst  I  can  vent  clamour  from  my  throat, 

1  '11  tell  thee ,  thou  dost  evil. 

Lear.  Hear  me,  recreant! 

On  thine  allegiance  hear  me. 
Since  thou  hast  sought  to  make  us  break  our  vow, 
(Which  we  durst  never  yet)  and ,  with  strain'd  pride , 
To  come  betwixt  our  sentence  and  our  power, 
(Which  nor  our  nature  nor  our  place  can  bear) 
Our  potency  made  good,  take  thy  reward. 
Five  days  we  do  allot  thee  for  provision 
To  shield  thee  from  diseases  of  the  world , 
And  on  the  sixth  to  turn  thy  hated  back 
Upon  our  kingdom :  if  on  the  tenth  day  following. 
Thy  banish'd  trunk  be  found  in  our  dominions. 
The  moment  is  thy  death.    Away !    By  Jupiter « 
This  shall  not  be  revok'd. 

Ae/i/.    Fare  thee  well ,  king:  siafieUi\i<&UiouLWiLt appear, 
freedom  lives  beace ,  and  banishmeiilisYi^u.  — 
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The  gods  to  their  dear  shelter  take  thee ,  maid ,      [To  Coroblia. 

That  justly  thinli'st,  and  hast  most  rightly  said !  — 

And  yoar  large  speeches  may  your  deeds  approve , 

iTo  Rkgah  and  Gombril. 

That  good  effects  may  spring  from  words  of  love.  — 
I    Thus  Kent,  0  princes!  bids  you  all  adieu ; 
'    He  '11  shape  his  old  course  in  a  country  new.  [Exit. 

Flourish.    Re-enter  GLOiTEn;  i£n7A  Francb  ,  Burgovdt,  and 
Attendants. 

Glo.    Here's  France  and  Burgundy,  my  noble  lord. 

Lear.    My  lord  of  Burgundy , 
We  first  address  toward  you ,  who  with  this  king 
Hath  rivaird  for  our  daughter :  what,  in  the  least 
Will  you  require  in  present  dower  with  her , 
Or  cease  your  quest  of  love? 

Bur.  Most  royal  majesty , 

I  crave  no  more  than  hath  your  highness  offer'd , 
Nor  will  you  tender  less. 

Lear.  Right  noble  Burgundy , 

When  she  was  dear  to  us,  we  did  hold  her  so ; 
Butnow  her  price  is  fall'n.    Sir,  there  she  stands : 
4f  aught  within  that  little  seeming  substance , 
Or  all  of  it ,  with  our  displeasure  piec'd , 
And  nothing  more ,  may  fitly  like  your  grace , 
She 's  there ,  and  she  is  yours. 

Bur.  I  know  no  answer. 

Lear.    Will  you,  with  those  infirmities  she  owes » 
Unfriended ,  new-adopted  to  our  hate , 
Bower'd  with  our  curse ,  and  stranger'd  with  our  oath , 
Take  her,  or  leave  her? 

Bur.  Pardon  me,  royal  Sir; 

Election  makes  not  up  on  such  conditions. 

Lear.    Then  leave  her.  Sir;  for,  by  the  power  that  made  me, 
I  tell  you  all  her  wealth.  —  For  you ,  great  king ,      [To  Francb. 
I  would  nol  from  your  lore  make  such  a  stray , 
To  match  you  where  I  bate:  therefore,  beseech  "jou 
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T  avert  your  liking  a  more  worthier  way , 
Than  on  a  wreteh  whom  nature  is  asham*d 
Almost  t'  acknowledge  hers. 

France.  This  is  most  strange , 

That  she ,  that  even  but  now  was  your  best  object , 
The  argument  of  your  praise ,  balm  of  your  age , 
Most  best ,  most  dearest ,  should  in  this  trice  of  time 
Commit  a  thing  so  monstrous ,  to  dismantle 
So  many  folds  of  favour.    Sure,  her  offence 
Must  be  of  such  unnatural  degree , 
That  monsters  it ,  or  your  fore-vouch'd  affection 
Fall'n  into  taint:  which  to  believe  of  her, 
Must  be  a  faith  that  reason ,  without  miracle , 
Could  never  plant  in  me. 

Cor,  I  yet  beseech  your  majesty , 

(If  for  I  want  that  glib  and  oily  art, 
To  speak  and  purpose  not ,  since  what  I  well  intend , 
I  '11  do  *t  before  I  speak)  that  you  make  known 
It  is  no  vicious  blot,  murder,  or  foulness, 
No  unchaste  action ,  or  dishonour'd  step , 
That  hath  depriv*d  me  of  your  grace  and  favour; 
But  even  for  want  of  that  for  which  I  am  richer , 
A  still-soliciting  eye,  and  such  a  tongue 
That  I  am  glad  I  have  not ,  though  not  to  have  it , 
Hath  lost  me  in  your  liking. 

Lear.  Better  thou 

Hadst  not  been  born ,  than  not  to  have  pleas'd  me  better. 

France.    Is  it  but  this?  a  tardiness  in  nature , 
Which  often  leaves  the  history  unspoke. 
That  it  intends  to  do?  —  My  lord  of  Burgundy , 
What  say  you  to  the  lady?  Love  is  not  love , 
When  it  is  mingled  with  respects ,  that  stand 
Aloof  from  the  entire  point.    Will  you  have  her? 
She  is  herself  a  dowry. 

Jfur.  Royal  Lear , 

ir/re  bat  that  portion  which  yourself  propos'^  ^ 
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nd  here  I  take  Cordelia  by  the  hand , 
nchess  of  Bargandy. 

Lear.    Nothing:  I  hate  sworn;  lamGrm. 

Bur,     I  am  sorry,  then,  you  have  so  lost  a  lather, 
hat  you  must  lose  a  hosband. 

Cor,  Peace  be  with  Borgnndy : 

tince  that  respects  of  fortune  are  his  love , 
shall  not  be  his  wife. 

France.    Fairest  Cordelia ,  that  art  most  rich ,  being  poor, 
fost  choice,  forsaken,  and  most lov'd ,  despis'd, 
liee  and  thy  Tirtnes  here  I  seize  upon : 
le  it  lawful  9  I  take  up  what 's  cast  away, 
lods,  gods!  'tis  strange,  that  from  their  cold'st  neglect 
iy  love  should  kindle  to  inflam'd  respect.  — 
rhy  dowerless  daughter,  king,  thrown  to  my  chance, 
s  queen  of  us,  of  ours,  and  our  fair  France : 
*lot  all  the  dukes  of  waterish  Burgundy 
^hali  buy  this  unpriz'd  precious  maid  of  me.  — 
Bid  them  farewell,  Cordelia,  though  unkind : 
Ihou  losest  here,  a  better  where  to  find. 

Lear.    Thou  hast  her,  France;  let  her  be  thine,  for  we 
Daye  no  such  daughter ,  nor  shall  ever  see 
rhat  £ice  of  hers  again :  -^  therefore ,  be  gone 
Without  our  grace ,  our  love,  ourbenison. — 
Come,  noble  Burgundy. 

[Flourish.    Exeunt  Leak,  BurOundt,  Cornwall, 
Albany,  Glostbr,  aiid AttendanU. 

France,    Bid  farewell  to  your  sisters. 
Cor.    The  jewels  of  our  father,  with  wash'd  eyes 
Cordelia  leaves  you :  I  know  you  what  you  are ; 
And ,  like  a  sister ,  am  most  loath  to  call 
four  faults  as  they  are  nam'd.    Love  well  our  father  * 
To  your  professed  bosoms  I  commit  him ; 
But  yet,  alas!  stood  I  within  his  grace, 
I  would  prefer  him  to  a  belter  place. 
So,  Urewe}}  to  you  both. 

Con.    Prescribe  not  us  our  duty. 
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Reg,  Let  your  study 

Be  to  content  your  lord ,  who  hath  receiv'd  you 
At  fortune's  alms :  you  have  obedience  scanted , 
And  well  are  worth  the  want  that  you  have  wanted. 

Cor,    Time  shall  unfold  what  plighted  cunning  hides ; 
Who  cover  faults ,  at  last  shame  them  derides. 
Well  may  you  prosper ! 

France,  Come,  my  fair  Cordelia. 

lExeunt  Fraiicb  and  Cor 

Gon,  Sister,  it  is  not  little  I  have  to  say  of  what  mosi 
appertains  to  us  both.    I  think ,  our  father  will  hence  to-ni 

Reg,    That 's  most  certain,  and  with  you ;  next  month  i 

Gon.  Tou  see  how  full  of  changes  his  age  is;  the  obs< 
we  have  made  of  it  hath  not  been  little :  he  always  loved  oi 
most,  and  with  what  poor  judgment  he  hath  now  cast  her  o 
pears  too  grossly. 

Reg,  'T  is  the  infirmity  of  his  age ;  yet  he  hath  ever  hi 
derly  known  himself. 

Gon,  The  best  and  soundest  of  his  time  hath  been  b 
then,  must  we  look  to  receive  from  his  age,  not  alone  th 
fections  of  long-engrafted  condition,  but,  therewithal ,  tl 
waywardness  that  infirm  and  choleric  years  bring  with  the 

Reg,    Such  unconstant  starts  are  we  like  to  have  fron 
this  of  Kent's  banishment. 

Gon,    There  is  farther  compliment  of  leave-takiuf 
France  and  him.    Pray  you,  let  us  hit  together:  if 
carry  authority  with  such  dispositions  as  he  bears,  th 
render  of  his  will  but  offend  us. 

Reg,    We  shall  farther  think  of  it. 

Gon.    We  must  do  something,  and  i' the  heat. 

SCENE  IL 
A  Hall  in  the  Earl  of  Glostbr's  Castle. 
£nter  Edmcij^d  ,  luitK  a  Utter. 
^^jn.    TboUf  nature,  artm^f^odA^sawo^V 
^f  services  dre  bound.     Whetetorc  sYiouX^  V 
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Stand  io  the  plague  of  custom ,  and  permit 

The  curiosity  of  nations  to  depriye  me , 

For  that  I  am  some  twelve  or  foarteeo  moon-shines 

Lag  of  a  brother?  Why  bastard?  wherefore  base , 

When  my  dimensions  are  as  well  compact, 

My  miod  as  generous ,  and  my  shape  as  true , 

As  honest  madam's  issue?  Why  brand  they  us 

With  base?  with  baseness?  bastardy?  base,  base? 

Who  in  the  lusty  stealth  of  nature  take 

Hbre  composition  and  fierce  quality , 

.  Than  doth  within  a  dull ,  ^  stale ,  tired  bed , 

Go  to  the  creating  a  whole  tribe  of  fops , 

Got  'tween  asleep  and  wake?  -^  Well  then , 

Legitimate  Edgar ,  I  must  ha?e  your  land : 

Our  father's  love  is  to  the  bastard  Edmund , 

As  to  the  legitimate.    Fine  word ,  —  legitimate ! 

Well,  my  legitimate,  ifthis  letter  speed. 

And  my  invention  thrive ,  Edmund  the  base 

Shall  top  the  legitimate.    I  grow;  I  prosper:  — 

Now,  gods,  stand  up  for  bastards ! 

Enter  Glostbr. 

(?/o.    Kent  banish'd  thus !  And  France  in  choler  parted ! 
And  the  king  gone  to-night !  subscribed  his  power ! 
Coofin'd  to  exhibition !  All  this  done 
Upon  the  gad! — Edmund,  How  now!  what  news? 

Eim.    So  please  your  lordship ,  none. 

[Putting  up  the  Letter. 

Glo,    Why  so  earnestly  seek  you  to  put  up  that  letter? 

Edm.    I  know  no  news,  my  lord. 

Glo.    What  paper  were  you  reading  ? 

Ednu    Nothing,  my  lord. 

Glo,    No !  What  needed ,  then ,  that  terrible  despatch  of  it 
into  your  pocket?  the  guality  of  nothmf^  \i8L\]ii  TicA  %a<^\i^<^^v^ 
^ide Itself.    Let 's see;  come;  if  ii  be  nothlna.  1  %\L^TiKA.\j«i^^ 
^eeticles. 

•    ^ beseech  y^on.  Sir,  pardon mc:  iV\*«.VXV«^^^^^'^ 
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brother,  that  I  have  DOt  all  o'er-read;  and  for  so  much  as  I  hift  ki 
perused,  I  Gad  it  not  fit  for  your  o'er-looking.  i^ 

Glo,    Give  me  the  letter.  Sir.  i^ 

Edm,    I  shall  offend,  either  to  detain  or  give  it.  ^. 

The  contents,  as  in  part  I  understand  them »  i,i 

Are  to  blame.  ;^ 

Glo,    Let's  see,  let's  see.  i\ 

Edm.    I  hope,  for  my  brother's  justification,  he  wrote  fUi  ^ 
but  as  an  essay  or  taste  of  my  virtue.  \ 

Glo.    [Reads.}    **  This  policy,  and  reverence  of  age,  makes   \\ 
the  world  bitter  to  the  best  of  our  times ;  keeps  our  fortunes  fron   t| 
us ,  till  our  oldness  cannot  relish  them.    I  begin  to  find  an  idle    u 
and  fond  bondage  in  the  oppression  of  aged  tyranny,  who  swajs,    i 
not  as  it  hath  power,  but  as  it  is  suffered.    Come  to  me,  that  of 
this  I  may  speak  more.  If  our  father  would  sleep  till  I  waked  him,    \ 
you  should  enjoy  half  his  revenue  for  ever ,  and  live  the  beloved  of    . 
your  brother,  Edgar."  —  Humph!  —  Conspiracy!  —  ''Sleep    i 
till  I  waked  him,  —  you  should  enjoy  half  his  revenue."^ —  My  son 
Edgar!  Had  he  a  hand  to  write  this?  a  heart  and  brain  to  breed  It 
in?  —  When  came  this  to  you?  Who  brought  it? 

Edm.  It  was  not  brought  me ,  my  lord ;  there 's  the  canning 
of  it :  I  found  it  thrown  in  at  the  casement  of  my  closet. 

Glo.    You  know  the  character  to  be  your  brother's? 

Edm.  If  the  matter  were  good,  my  lord,  I  durst  swear  it 
were  his ;  but,  in  respect  of  that ,  I  would  fain  think  it  were  noL 

Glo.    It  is  his. 

Edm.  It  is  his  hand,  my  lord;  but,  I  hope,  his  heart  is  not 
in  the  contents. 

Glo.    Hath  he  never  heretofore  sounded  you  in  this  bn^ness? 

Edm.  Never ,  my  lord :  but  I  have  often  heard  him  maintain 
it  to  be  fit,  that  sons  at  perfect  age,  and  fathers  declined,  the 
father  should  be  as  ward  to  the  son ,  and  the  son  manage  his 
revenue. 

Glo.    O  villain ,  villain !  ^  His  very  opinion  in  the  letter!  — - 
Abhorred  villain!  Unnatural,  detested,  brutish  villain!  worse 
iAsa  brutisb!  —  Go^  sirrah,  seek  Yiim;  \  'W  v^\»nteAn4  Uot. 
Abomiaable  villaia !  —  Where  is  hel 
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EtbK.  I  do  oot  well  know ,  my  lord,  ir  it  shall  pleiso  yon  to 
Baq>end  your  indignation  against  my  brother,  till  you  can  derive 
from  him  better  testimony  of  his  intent,  yon  shall  mn  a  certain 
conrse;  where,  if  you  violently  proceed  against  him,  mistaking 
kis  purpose,  it  wonld  make  a  great  gap  in  your  own  honour,  and 
ihake  in  pieces  the  heart  of  his  obedience.  I  dare  pawn  down  my 
Bfe  for  him ,  that  he  hath  writ  this  to  feel  my  aifeetion  to  your  ho- 
nour, and  to  no  other  pretence  of  danger. 

Glo.    Think  you  so? 

Edm.  If  your  honour  judge  it  meet,  I  will  place  you  where 
yon  shall  hear  us  confer  of  this,  and  by  an  auricular  assurance 
hare  your  satisfaction ;  and  that  without  any  farther  delay  than  this 
Teiy  evening. 

Glo.    He  cannot  be  such  a  monster. 

Edm.    IiCorisnot,  sure. 

Glo*  To  his  father,  that  so  tenderly  and  entirely  loves  him.  — 
Heaven  and  earth !  —  Edmund ,  seek  him  out ;  wind  me  into  him, 
I  pray  you :  frame  the  business  after  your  own  wisdom.  I  would 
UDState  myself  to  be  in  a  due  resolution. 

Edm.  I  will  seek  him ,  Sir,  presently,  convey  the  business 
IS  I  shall  find  means,  and  acquaint  you  withal. 

Glo,  These  late  eclipses  in  the  sun  and  moon  portend  no  good 
to  us:  though  the  wisdom  of  nature  can  reason  it  thus  and  thus, 
yet  nature  finds  itself  scourged  by  the  sequent  effects.  Love  cools, 
friendship  falls  off,  brothers  divide :  in  cities,  mutinies;  in  coun- 
tries, discord;  in  palaces,  treason,  and  the  bond  cracked  be- 
tween son  and  lather.  This  villain  of  mine  comes  under  the  pre- 
diction; there  's  son  against  father:  the  king  falls  from  bias  of 
ntture ;  there 's  lather  against  child.  We  have  seen  the  best  of  our 
time:  machinations,  hollowness,  treachery,  and  all  ruinous  dis- 
orders, follow  us  disquietly  to  our  graves !  —  Find  out  this  villain, 
Edmund;  it  shall  lose  thee  nothing:  do  it  carefully.  —  And  the 
noble  and  true-hearted  Kent  banished!  his  offence,  honesty!  — 
'lis  strange.  [Exit. 

Edm.    This  is  the  eicellent  foppery  of  the  world ,  that,  when 
we  are  sick  in  Ibrtune,  (ofltea  the  surfeit  of  out  own  Yie\^\\^>itv^^ 
mtkegaOifofowrdisaaten,  thesun»  the  moon ,  MsA^<^^Vtt%x 
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as  if  we  were  Tillaios  by  necessit j;  fools,  by  iMtfenly  eompiihioB;  lir 
knaves,  thieves,  and  treachers,  by  spherical  pndomiiiaiiMf 
dnmkards,  liars,  and  adulterers,  by  an  enforced  obedience  m  k9^ 
planetary  influence,  and  all  that  we  are  evil  in,  by  a  divine  thmsl-  k'w ' 
ing  on.  An  admirable  evasion  of  whore-master  man,  to  lay  bk  ,1^ 
goatish  disposition  to  the  charge  of  stars!  My  Dither  compoundeii^ilr 
with  my  mother  under  the  dragon's  tail ,  and  my  nativity  was  mH  a^a 
der  ursa  mqfor;  so  that,  it  follows,  I  am  rough  and  lecheroos*  -^  iy,  > 
Tut!  I  should  have  been  that  I  am,  had  the  maidenliest  star  in  ^ 
the  firmament  twinkled  on  my  bastardizing.    Edgar  —  .^ 


^ 

« 
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and  pat  he  comes,  like  the  catastrophe  of  the  old  comedy:  mj<        

is  villainous  melancholy,  with  a  sigh  like  Tom  o'  Bedlam.  —  O!  .^ 
these  eclipses  do  portend  these  divisions.    Fa,  sol,  la,  mi.  {\j 

Edg,    How  now,  brother  Edmund !  What  serious  contempte^  ^  ^ 
tionareyouin?  i^ 

Edm.    I  am  thinking,  brother,  of  a  prediction  I  read  tUt  ^ 
other  day,  what  should  follow  these  eclipses.  ^ 

Edg.    Do  yon  busy  yourself  with  that  ?  :{3 

Edm.  I  promise  you,  the  effects  he  writes  of,  succeed Qn-  ^ 
happily;  as  of  unnaturalness  between  the  child  and  the  parent; 
death,  dearth,  dissolution  of  ancient  amities;  divisions  in  state ; 
menaces  and  maledictions  against  king  and  nobles;  needless  dUB* 
deuces,  banishment  of  friends,  dissipation  of  cohorts,  nuptial 
breaches,  and  I  know  not  what. 

Edg.    How  long  have  you  been  a  sectary  astronomical  ? 

Edm,    Come ,  come ;  when  saw  you  my  father  last? 

Edg,    The  night  gone  by. 

Edm.    Spake  you  with  him  ? 

Edg.    Ay,  two  hours  together. 

Edm.    Parted  you  in  good  terms?  Found  you  no  displeaaare 
in  him,  byword,  or  countenance? 

Edg,    None  at  all. 

Edm,    Bethink  yourself,  wherein  you  may  have  offended  him : 
sad  at  my  entreaty  forbear  hispreseuc«,  v\\\^m«YM&%tltDAliitli 
qusJiBed  ibe  beat  of  his  displeasure,  w\i\t^«x  v\i\%\tA\»ox  vkx»^^ 
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in  hun,  that  with  the  mfschief  of  your  person  it  would  scarcely 
lUay. 

Edg.    SooM  TilUin  btth  done  me  wrong. 

Eim.  Thai  's  my  fear.  I  pray  you ,  hiTe  a  continent  for- 
kiniiee,  till  the  speed  of  his  rage  goes  slower;  and,  as  I  say, 
mire  with  me  to  my  lodging,  from  whence  I  will  fitly  bring  yon  to 
hear  my  lord  speak.  Pray  yon ,  go :  there 's  my  key.  —  If  yon  do 
Mir  abroad,  go  armed. 

Edg,    Armed,  brother? 

Edni.  Brother,  I  advise  yon  to  the  best;  I  am  no  honest  man, 
if  there  be  any  good  meaning  towards  you :  I  have  told  yon  wbat  I 
haTe  seen  and  heard ,  bnt  (hintly ;  nothing  like  the  image  and  hor- 
ror of  it.    Pray  yon,  away. 

Edg.    Shall  I  hear  from  you  anon  ? 

Edm,    I  do  serve  you  in  this  business.  —         [Exit  Edgar. 
1  credolons  father,  and  a  brother  noble , 
Whose  nature  is  so  far  from  doing  harms , 
That  he  suspects  none ,  on  whose  foolish  honesty 
My  practices  ride  easy  I  —  I  see  the  business.  — 
Let  me,  if  not  by  birth,  have  lands  by  wit : 
All  with  me 's  meet,  that  I  can  fashion  fit.  [Exit, 

SCENE  III. 
A  Room  in  the  Duke  of  Albany's  Palace. 
Enter  Gombril  ,  and  Oswald  her  Steward, 
Gon.    Did  my  father  strike  my  gentleman  for  chiding  of  his 
fool? 

Osw,    Ay,  Madam. 

Gon.    By  day  and  night  he  wrongs  me :  every  hour 
He  flashes  into  one  gross  crime  or  other. 
That  sets  us  all  at  odds :  I  '11  not  endure  it. 
His  knights  grow  riotous ,  and  himself  upbraids  us 
On  every  trifle.  —  When  he  returns  from  hunting, 
I  will  not  speak  with  him;  say,  I  am  sick: 
If  you  cowe  slack  of  former  services , 
ToasbsUdo  well;  the  hull  oUt  I  *\\  ans^ver. 
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Oiw,    He 'scorning,  Madam;  I  hear  him.       [Horns  witi 

Gon,    Pat  OQ  what  weary  negligence  you  please , 
Tou  and  your  fellows ;  I  'd  have  it  come  to  question : 
If  he  distaste  it,  let  him  to  my  sister. 
Whose  mind  and  mine,  I  know,  in  that  are  one , 
Not  to  be  over-mled.    Idle  old  man , 
That  still  would  manage  those  authorities , 
That  he  hath  given  away !  —  Now,  by  my  life , 
Old  fools  are  babes  again ;  and  must  be  us'd 
With  checks;  as  flatteries,  when  they  are  seen ,  abus*d. 
Remember  what  I  have  said. 

Osw.  Well,  Madam. 

Go7i,    And  let  his  knights  have  colder  looks  among  you. 
What  grows  of  it,  no  matter;  advise  your  fellows  so : 
I  would  breed  from  hence  occasions,  and  I  shall, 
That  I  may  speak :  —  I  '11  write  straight  to  my  sister. 
To  hold  my  course.  —  Prepare  for  dinner.  [Exe^ 

SCENE  IV. 
A  Hall  in  the  Same. 
Enter  Ketut,  disguised. 
Kent,    If  but  as  yreW  I  other  accents  borrow , 
That  can  my  speech  diffuse ,  my  good  intent 
May  carry  through  itself  to  that  full  issue 
For  which  I  raz'd  my  likeness.  —  Now ,  banish'd  Kent , 
If  thou  canst  serve  where  thou  dost  stand  condemn'd, 
(So  may  it  come!)  thy  master,  whom  thou  lov'st, 
Shall  find  thee  full  of  labours. 

Horns  within.    Enter  Lear  ^  Knights  y  and  Attendants. 
Lear.    Let  me  not  stay  a  jot  for  dinner:  go,  get  it  rei 
[Exit  an  Attendant."]    How  now!  what  art  thou? 
Kent.    A  man.  Sir. 

Lear.    What  dost  thou  profess ?  What  wouldest  thou  with 

I^Mf.    I  do  profess  to  be  no  less  than  I  seem ;  to  serve 

truly  that  will  put  me  in  trust;  to  lo\e  \ivml\k»X.  vs\iwi^^v,  Xft 

^ 
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fetse  with  him  that  is  wise,  and  says  little;  to  fear  jadgmeot;  to 
fight  when  I  cannot  choose ,  and  to  eat  no  fish. 

Lear    What  art  thou  ? 

Kent,    A  yery  honest-hearted  fellow ,  and  as  poor  as  the  king. 

Lear,  If  thou  be  as  poor  for  a  subject,  as  he  is  for  a  king, 
thou  art  poor  enough.    What  wouldest  thou  ? 

Kent,    Senrice. 

Lear,    Whom  wouldest  thou  serve? 

Kent.    Tou. 

Lear,    Dost  thou  know  me ,  fellow? 

Kent,  No,  Sir;  but  you  have  that  in  your  countenance^ 
which  I  would  fain  call  master. 

Lear,    What 's  that? 

Kent,    Authority. 

Lear,    What  services  canst  thou  do  ? 

Kent,  I  can  keep  honest  counsel,  ride,  run,  mar  a  curious 
tale  in  telling  it,  and  deliver  a  plain  message  bluntly :  that  which 
ordinary  men  are  fit  for,  I  am  qualified  in ;  and  the  best  of  me  is 
diligence. 

Lear,    How  old  art  thou  ? 

Rent,  Not  so  young,  Sir,  to  love  a  woman  for  singing;  nor 
so  old,  to  dote  on  her  for  any  thing:  I  have  years  on  my  back 
forty-eight. 

Lear,  Follow  me ;  thou  shalt  serve  me :  if  I  like  thee  no 
worse  after  dinner,  I  will  not  part  firom  thee  yet.  —  Dinner,  ho! 
dinner!  —  Where  's  my  knave?  my  fool?  Go  you ,  and  call  my 
fool  hither. 

Enter  Oswald. 

Tou,  you ,  sirrah,  where 's  my  daughter? 

Otw,    So  please  you, —  [Exit, 

Lear,  What  says  the  fellow  there?  Call  the  clod-pole  back.  — 
Where 's  my  fool,  ho? —  I  think  the  world  *s  asleep.  —  How  now ! 
where 's  that  mongrel? 

Knight,    He  says,  my  lord,  your  daughter  is  not  well. 

Lear.    Whjr  came  Dot  the  sJave  back  to  mc ,  'v\itxi  \  wJJ^rA. 
Aim? 
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Knight.    Sir,  he  answered  me  ia  the  roundest  maniier,  kf-  «<■ 

would  not.  4:: 

Lear,    He  would  not!  !i 

Knight.    My  lord,  I  know  not  what  the  matter  is;  but,  to  ^ 
my  judgment,  your  highness  is  not  entertained  with  that  ceremo- 
nious affection  as  you  were  wont:  there  's  a  great  abatement  of 
kindness  appears,  as  well  in  the  general  dependants,  as  in  the    1 
duke  himself  also ,  and  your  daughter. 

Lear.    Ha!  sayestthouso? 

Knight.  I  beseech  you ,  pardon  me ,  my  lord ,  if  I  be  mis-  - 
taken;  for  my  duty  cannot  be  silent,  when  I  think  your  highDess  ^ 
wronged.  ^ 

Lear.  Thou  but  rememberest  me  of  mine  own  conception.  ^ 
I  have  perceived  a  most  faint  neglect  of  late ;  which  I  have  rather 
blamed  as  mine  own  jealous  curiosity ,  than  as  a  yery  pretence  and 
purpose  of  unkindness :  I  will  look  farther  into 't.  —  But  where 's  * 
my  fool?    I  have  not  seen  him  this  two  days. 

Knight.  Since  my  young  lady's  going  into  France,  Sir,  the  ! 
fool  hath  much  pined  away. 

Lear.  No  more  of  that ;  I  have  noted  it  well.  —  do  you ,  and 
tell  my  daughter  I  would  speak  with  her.  —  Go  you,  call  hither  my 
fool.  — 

Re-enter  Oswald. 

0!  you  Sir,  you  Sir,  come  you  hither.    Who  am  I,  Sir? 
Osw.    My  lady's  father. 

Laer.  My  lady's  father !  my  lord's  knave :  you  whoreson  dog ! 
you  slave!  you  cur! 

Osw.    I  am  none  of  these,  my  lord;  I  beseech  your  pardon. 
Lear.    Do  you  bandy  looks  with  me ,  you  rascal? 

iStriking  him. 
Otw.    I '11  not  be  struck ,  my  lord. 
Kent.    Nor  tripped  neither ,  you  base  foot-ball  player. 

[Ih'pping  up  his  Heels. 
Lear.    I  thank  thee,  fellow;  thouservestme,  and  I  '11  love 
iAee. 

Aent.  Come,  Sir,  arise,  away  1 1  '\\  leaidL-^oxi  ^\^«twR.^% .  ««v\^ 
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iwty!  Ifyoa  will  measure  your  labber*8  length  agiiDf  urry;  but 

iway !    Go  to :  ha?e  yov  wisdom?  so.  [Pushet  Oswald  out. 

Lear.     Now,   my  friendly  knave,   I  thank  thee:   there  's 

earnest  of  thy  service.  [Giving  Kkut  Mimey, 

Enter  Fool, 
FooL    Let  me  hire  him  too :  —  here  's  my  coicomb. 

[Giving  Kbdt  hii  Cap, 
Lear,    How  now,  my  pretty  knave !  how  dost  thoa? 
Fool,    Sirrah ,  you  were  best  take  my  coxcomb. 
Lear,    Why,  my  boy? 

Fool,  Why?  For  taking  one's  part  that 's  out  of  favour.  — 
Nay,  an  thou  canst  not  smile  as  the  wind  sits,  thon  'It  catch  cold 
shortly:  there,  take  my  coxcomb.  Why,  this  fellow  has  banished 
two  on's  daughters,  and  did  the  third  a  blessing  against  his  will : 
if  thou  follow  him,  thou  must  needs  wear  my  coxcomb.  —  How 
now ,  nuncle !  Would  I  had  two  coxcombs ,  and  two  daughters ! 
Lear,    Why,  my  boy? 

Fool.    If  I  gave  them  all  my  living,  I  'd  keep  my  coxcombs 
myself.    There 'amine;  beg  another  of  thy  daughters. 
Lear.    Take  heed,  sirrah;  the  whip. 
Fool,    Truth  's  a  dog  must  to  kennel:  he  must  be  whipped 
out ,  when  the  lady  brach  may  stand  by  the  fire  and  stink. 
Lear,    A  pestilent  gall  to  me. 
Fool,    Sirrah,  I '11  teach  thee  a  speech. 
Lear,    Do. 
Fool,    Marktit,  nuncle. — 

Have  more  than  thou  showest, 
Speak  less  than  thou  koowest, 
Lend  less  than  thou  owest, 
Ride  more  than  thou  goest, 
Learn  more  than  thou  trowest. 
Set  lees  than  thou  throwest ; 
Leave  thy  drink  and  thy  whore , 
And  keep  in-a-door , 
And  thou  shall  bare  more 
Than  (wo  teas  to  a  score. 
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Lear.    This  is  nothing,  fool. 

Fool.    Then,  't  is  like  the  breath  of  an  unfee'd  lawyer;  yoa 
gave  me  nothing  for 'U   Cannon  make  no  use  of  nothing,  nundeT 
Lear.    Why,  no ,  boj;  nothing  can  be  made  out  of  nothing. 
Fool.    Pr*ythee,  tell  him,  so  mnch  the  rent  ofhis  land  comes 
to:  he  will  not  believe  a  fool. 
Lear.    A  bitter  fool! 

Fool.    Bost  thou  know  the  difference,  my  boy,  between  a 
bitter  fool  and  a  sweet  one? 
Lear.    No,  lad;  teach  me. 
Fool.    That  lord,  that  connsell'd  thee 
To  give  away  thy  land , 
Come  place  him  here  by  me ; 

Bo  thou  for  him  stand : 
The  sweet  and  bitter  fool 
Will  presently  appear ; 
The  one  in  motley  here , 
The  other  found  out  there. 
Lear.    Bost  thou  call  me  fool ,  boy? 
Fool.    All  thy  other  titles  thou  hast  given  away,  that  thou  wast 
bom  with. 

Kent.    This  is  not  altogether  fool ,  my  lord, 
Fool.    No,  'faith;  lords  and  great  men  will  not  let  me:  if  I 
had  a  monopoly  out,  they  would  have  part  on 't,  and  loads  too: 
they  will  not  let  me  have  all  fool  to  myself;  they  '11  be  snatching. — 
Give  me  an  egg,  nuncle,  and  I  '11  give  thee  two  crowns. 
Lear.    What  two  crowns  shall  they  be? 
Fool.    Why,  after  I  have  cut  the  egg  i'  the  middle,  and  eat 
up  the  meat,  the  two  crowns  of  the  egg.    When  thou  clovest  thy 
crown  i'  the  middle ,  and  gavest  away  both  parts ,  thou  borest  thine 
ass  on  thy  back  o'er  the  dirt :  thou  hadst  little  wit  in  thy  bald 
crown ,  when  thou  gavest  thy  golden  one  away.    If  I  speak  like 
myself  in  this ,  let  him  be  whipped  that  first  finds  it  so. 

Fools  had  ne^er  less  grace  in  a  year  ;  [Singing. 

For  wise  men  are  grown  foppish; 
Jndknow  not  how  their  wits  to  wear^ 
Their  manners  are  so  apUK. 
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Lear.    When  were  yoo  wont  to  be  so  fall  of  soDgs,  sirrah? 

Fool.  I  have  used  it,  nuncle,  eyer  since  thoo  madest  thy 
dao^ters  thy  mothers:  for,  when  thou  gayest  them  the  rod  and 
putt's!  down  thine  own  breeches , 

TTien  they  for  sudden  joy  did  weep ,  [Singing. 

And  I  for  sorrow  sung , 
That  such  a  king  should  play  bo-peep , 

Jnd  go  the  fools  among. 

Pr'ythee ,  noncle ,  keep  a  school-master  that  can  teach  thy  fool  to 
lie:  I  would  fain  learn  to  lie. 

Lear.    An  you  lie,  sirrah,  we '11  haye  you  whipped. 

Fool.  I  maryel ,  what  kin  thou  and  thy  daughters  are :  they  'U 
haye  me  whipped  for  speaking  true,  thou  'It  haye  me  whipped  for 
lying ;  and  sometimes  I  am  whipped  for  holding  my  peace.  I  had 
rather  be  any  kind  o'  thing  than  a  fool ;  and  yet  I  would  not  be  thee, 
noncle:  thou  hast  pared  thy  wit  o'  both  sides,  and  left  nothing  i' 
the  middle.    Here  comes  one  o'  the  parings. 

Enter  Goneril. 
Lear.    How  now,  daughter!  what  makes  that  frontlet  on? 
Methinks,  you  are  too  much  of  late  i'  the  frown. 

Fool.  Hiou  wast  a  pretty  fellow ,  when  thou  hadst  no  need  to 
cire  for  her  frowning;  now  thou  art  an  O  without  a  figure.  I  am 
better  than  thou  art  now:  I  am  a  fool ;  thou  art  nothing.  —  Yes, 
forsooth ,  I  will  hold  my  tongue !  so  your  face  [7b  Gon.]  bids  me, 
though  you  say  nothing,    lilum,  mum: 

He  that  keeps  nor  crust  nor  crum , 
Weary  of  all ,  shall  want  some.  — 
That 's  a  shealed  peascod. 

Gon.    Not  only.  Sir,  this  your  alMicens'd  fool , 
But  other  of  your  insolent  retinue 
Do  hourly  carp  and  quarrel;  breaking  forth 
In  rank,  and  not-to-be-endured ,  riots.    Sir, 
I  had  thought ,  by  making  this  well  known  unto  you , 
To  haye  found  a  safe  redress,  but  now  grow  fcaitxiV , 
Sf  what  jrourseJf  too  late  hare  spoke  and  douc , 
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That  you  protect  this  course,  indpotiton, 
Byyooraliowance;  which  if  yoo  should ,  theilialt 
Would  not  'scape  censure ,  nor  the  redresses  sleep , 
Which ,  in  the  tender  of  a  wholesome  weal , 
Might  in  their  working  do  you  that  offence , 
Which  else  were  shame ,  that  then  necessity 
Will  call  discreet  proceeding. 

Fool.    For  you  trow,  nuncle, 

The  hedge-sparrow  fed  the  cuckoo  so  long, 
That  it  had  its  head  bit  off  by  its  young. 
So,  out  went  the  candle ,  and  we  were  left  darkling. 

Lear,    Are  you  our  daughter? 

Gon.    I  would,  you  would  make  use  ofyour  good  wisdom. 
Whereof  I  know  you  are  fraught ,  and  put  away 
These  dispositions ,  which  of  late  transform  you 
From  what  you  rightly  are. 

Fool.  May  not  an  ass  know  when  the  cart  draws  the  horse?  — 
Whoop ,  Jug !  I  love  thee. 

Lear.  Does  any  here  know  me? —  Why  this  is  not  Lear: 
does  Lear  walk  thus?  speak  thus?  Where  are  his  eyes?  Either 
his  notion  weakens ,  or  his  discemings  are  lethargied.  -r-  Sleeping 
or  waking?  —  Ha !  sure 't  is  not  so.  —  Who  is  it  that  can  tell  me 
who  I  am?  —  Lear's  shadow?  I  would  learn  that;  for  by  the 
marks  of  sovereignty,  knowledge,  and  reason,  I  should  befirise 
persuaded  I  had  daughters. 

Fool.    Which  they  will  make  an  obedient  ftther. 

Lear.    Your  name,  fair  gentlewoman? 

Gon.    This  admiration ,  Sir,  is  much  o' the  OiTOur 
Of  other  your  new  pranks.    I  do  beseech  you 
To  understand  my  purposes  aright, 
As  you  are  old  and  reverend ,  should  be  wise. 
Here  do  you  keep  a  hundred  knights  and  squires ; 
Men  so  disorder'd ,  so  debauch 'd  and  bold. 
That  this  our  court ,  infected  with  their  manners , 
Shows  like  a  riotous  inn :  epicurism  and  lust 
Make  it  more  like  a  tavern ,  or  a  brothel , 
TAaa  a  grac  'd  palace.    The  shame  Vlse\t  doV\i  s^^ 
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For  instant  remedy :  be,  then,  desir'd 

By  her ,  that  else  will  take  the  thing  she  begs , 

A  little  to  disqnantity  yoar  train ; 

And  the  remainder ,  that  shall  still  depend , 

To  be  sach  men  as  may  besort  your  age , 

Which  know  themselves  and  you. 

Lear.  Darkness  and  derib !  — 

Saddle  my  horses ;  call  my  train  together.  — 
Degenerate  bastard !    I  '11  not  trouble  thee : 
Tet  have  I  left  a  daughter. 

Gtm.    You  strike  my  people;  and  your  disorder'd  rabble 
Make  servants  of  their  betters. 

Enter  Albany. 

Lear.    Woe,  that  too  late  repents,  —  0,  Sir!    [7b  Alb.] 
are  you  come? 
Is  it  your  will  ?    Speak ,  Sir.  —  Prepare  my  horses. 
Ingratitude,  thou  marble-hearted  fiend , 
More  hideous,  when  thou  show'st  thee  in  a  child , 
Than  the  sea-monster ! 

Alk.  Pray,  Sir,  be  patient. 

Lear.    Detested  kite !  thouliest:  [ToGonbrii.. 

My  train  are  men  of  choice  and  rarest  parts , 
That  all  particulars  of  duty  know , 
And  in  the  most  exact  regard  support 
The  worships  of  their  name.  —  O,  most  small  fault ! 
How  ugly  didst  thou  in  Cordelia  show , 
Which ,  like  an  engine ,  wrench'd  my  frame  of  nature 
From  the  fix'd  place ,  drew  firom  my  heart  all  love , 
And  added  to  the  gall.    OLear,  Lear,  Lear! 
Beat  at  this  gate ,  that  let  thy  folly  in ,  [Striking  hi*  head. 

And  thy  dear  judgment  out !  —  Go ,  go,  my  people. 

Mb.    My  lord,  I  am  guiltless ,  as  I  am  ignorant 
Of  what  hath  mov'd  you. 

Lear.  It  may  be  so,  my  lord.  — 

Hear,  nature,  hear!  dear  goddess,  hear! 
SaspcDdiby purpose,  i/fiioa  didst  intend 
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To  make  this  creature  frnitful ! 

Into  her  womb  convey  sterility ! 

Dry  up  in  her  the  organs  of  increase ; 

And  from  her  derogate  body  never  spring 

A  babe  to  honour  her !    If  she  must  teem , 

Create  her  child  of  spleen ;  that  it  may  live  y 

And  be  a  thwart  disnatur'd  torment  to  her ! 

Let  it  stamp  wrinkles  in  her  brow  of  youth ; 

With  cadent  tears  fret  channels  in  her  cheeks; 

Turn  all  her  mother's  pains ,  and  benefits , 

To  laughter  and  contempt;  that  she  may  feel 

How  sharper  than  a  serpent's  tooth  it  is 

To  have  a  thankless  child!  — Away!  away!  [Exit. 

Mb.    Now,  gods  that  we  adore ,  whereof  comes  this? 

Gon,    Never  afflict  yourself  to  know  the  cause ; 
But  let  his  disposition  have  that  scope 
That  dotage  gives  it. 

Re-enter  Lear. 

Lear.    What!  fifty  of  my  followers,  it  a  clap. 
Within  a  fortnight? 

Mb.  What's  the  matter,  Sir? 

Lear.    I '11  tell  thee.  —  Life  and  death !  [To  Gombrix..]   lam 
ashamed , 
That  thou  hast  power  to  shake  my  manhood  thus : 
That  these  hot  tears ,  which  break  from  me  perforce , 
Should  make  thee  worth  them.    Blasts  and  fogs  upon  thee ! 
Th'  untented  woundings  of  a  father's  curse 
Pierce  every  sense  about  thee !  —  Old  fond  eyes , 
Beweep  this  cause  again ,  I  '11  pluck  you  out , 
And  cast  you ,  with  the  waters  that  you  iose , 
To  temper  clay.  —  Ha ! 
Let  it  be  so :  —  I  have  another  daughter , 
Who,  I  am  sure,  is  kind  and  comfortable : 
When  she  shall  hear  this  of  thee ,  with  her  nails 
She  '11  flay  thy  wolfish  visage.    Thou  shalt  find , 
That  I  '11  resume  the  shape ,  which  thou  dost  think 
lAare  cast  off  for  ever,     lExeunt  Lejlk^  ¥Lx.^t  ^  <md  Xttenidanlt. 
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Gon,    Do  yoa  mark  that,  my  lord? 
Alb,    I  cannot  be  so  partial,  Goneril, 
To  the  great  loye  I  bear  you ,  — 

Gon.    Pray  you,  content.  —  What ,  Oswald,  ho! 
Tou,  Sir,  more  knare  than  fool,  after  your  master. 

ITo  the  Fool. 
Fool.    Nuncle  Lear,  nuncle  Lear!  tarry,  and  take  the  fool 
with  thee. 

A  fox ,  when  one  has  caught  her , 
And  such  a  daughter^ 
Should  sure  to  the  slaughter , . 
If  my  cap  would  buy  a  halter ; 
So  the  fool  follows  after.  [Exit, 

Gon.    This  man  hath  had  good  counsel.  —  A  hundred  knights ! 
T  is  politic ,  and  safe ,  to  let  him  keep  . 
At  point  a  hundred  knights:  yes,  that  on  every  dream , 
Eadibuz,  each  fancy,  each  complaint,  dislike, 
He  may  enguard  his  dotage  with  their  powers , 
And  hold  our  lives  in  mercy.  —  Oswald ,  I  say !  — 
j4lb.    Well,  you  may  fear  too  far. 
Gon.  Safer  than  trust  too  far. 

Let  me  still  take  away  the  harms  I  fear , 
Not  fear  still  to  be  taken :  I  know  his  heart. 
What  he  hath  utter'd  I  have  writ  my  sister : 
If  she  sustain  him  and  his  hundred  knights , 
When  I  have  show'd  th'  unfitness ,  •—  how  now ,  Oswald ! 

Re-enter  Oswald. 
What ,  have  you  writ  that  letter  to  my  sister? 

Osw,    Ay^  Madam. 

Gon.    Take  you  some  company,  and  away  to  horse : 
Inform  her  full  of  my  particular  fear; 
And  thereto  add  such  reasons  of  your  own , 
As  may  compact  it  more.    Get  you  gone , 
And  hasten  your  return.  [ExitOsw.]  No«  no,  my  lord, 
Ibis  milky  gentleness ,  and  course  of  yours , 
Though  I  condemn  not,  yet,  under  pardon, 
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You  are  much  more  attask'd  for  want  of  wisdom , 
Than  prais'd  for  harmful  mildness. 

Alb.    How  far  your  eyes  may  pierce ,  I  cannot  tell: 
Striving  to  better ,  oft  we  mar  what 's  well. 

Gon,    Nay,  then  — 

Alb.    Well,  well;  the  event.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  V. 

Court  before  the  Same. 

£;}ferLEAR,  Kent,  and  Fool. 

Lear.  Go  you  before  to  Gloster  with  these  letters.  Acquaint 
my  daughter  no  farther  with  any  thing  you  know,  than  comes  from 
her  demand  out  of  the  letter.  If  your  diligence  be  not  speedy ,  I 
shall  be  there  before  you. 

Kent.  I  will  not  sleep ,  my  lord ,  till  I  have  delivered  your 
letter.  {ExUm 

Fool.  If  a  man's  brains  were  in 's  heels,  were 't  not  in  dangw 
ofkibes? 

Lear.    Ay,  boy. 

Fool.  Then,  Ipr'ythee,  be  merry;  thy  wit  shall  not  go  slip- 
shod. 

Lear.    Ha,  ha,  ha! 

Fool.  Shalt  see,  thy  other  daughter  will  use  thee  kindly ;  for 
though  she 's  as  like  this ,  as  a  crab  is  like  an  apple ,  yet  I  can  tell 
what  I  can  tell. 

Lear.    What  canst  tell ,  boy? 

Fool.  She  will  taste  as  like  this,  as  a  crab  does  to  a  crab. 
Thou  canst  tell  why  one's  nose  stands  i'  the  middle  on 's  face. 

Lear.    No. 

Fool.  Why,  to  keep  one's  eyes  of  cither  side's  nose;  that 
what  a  man  cannot  smell  out,  he  may  spy  into. 

Lear.    I  did  her  wrong.  — 

Fool.    Canst  tell  how  an  oyster  makes  his  shell  ? 

Lear.    No. 

J^ooL    Nor  I  neither ;  but  I  can  tell  why  a  snail  has  a  house. 
Zear.     Wbj? 
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Fool,  Why ,  to  put  his  heiid  in ;  not  to  give  it  away  to  his 
daughters ,  and  leave  his  horns  without  a  case. 

Lear.  I  will  forget  my  nature.  —  So  kind  a  father !  »  Be  my 
horses  ready? 

FooU  Thy  asses  are  gone  about  'cm.  The  reason  why  the 
seven  stars  are  no  more  than  seven  is  a  pretty  reason. 

Lear.    Because  they  are  not  eight? 

Fool.    Tes,  indeed.    Thon  wouldest  make  a  good  fool. 

Lear.    To  take  it  again  perforce !  —  Monster  ingratitude ! 

FooL  Iflhouwcrtmyfool,  nunclc,  I 'd  have  thee  beaten  for 
being  old  before  thy  time. 

Lear.    How 's  that? 

Fool.  Thou  shouldst  not  have  been  old  before  thou  hadst 
been  wise. 

Lear.  0,  let  mo  not  be  mad,  not  mad,  sweet  heaven! 
Keep  me  in  temper :  I  would  not  be  mad !  — 

Enter  Gentleman. 
How  now !    Arc  the  horses  ready? 

Gent.    Ready,  my  lord. 

Lear.    Come,  boy. 

Fool.    She  that 's  a  maid  now ,  and  laughs  at  my  departure , 
Shall  not  be  a  maid  long,  unless  things  be  cut  shorter.    [Exeunt. 


ACT  II.     SCENE  1. 
A  Court  within  the  Castle  of  the  Earl  of  Glostkr. 
Enter  E03IUND  and  Curan  ,  meeting. 
Edm.    Save  thee,  Curan. 

Cur.    And  you.  Sir.    I  have  been  with  your  father,  and  given 
him  notice ,  that  the  duke  of  Cornwall ,  and  Regan  his  duchess, 
will  be  here  with  him  to-night. 
Edm.    How  comes  that? 

Cur.  Nay,  I  know  not.  You  have  heard  ofthe  news  abroad? 
I  mean,  the  whispered  ones,  for  they  are  yelbwV ^w-\i\>ss«i%^\- 
gaweots. 
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Edm,    Not  I:  prayyoo,  vhat  are  they? 

Cur.    Have  you  heard  of  no  likely  wars  toward,   'twiit  the 
dukes  of  Cornwall  and  Albany? 

Edm,    Not  a  word. 

Cur.    You  may  do,  then,  in  time.    Fare  yoo  well,  8ir. 

[Exit. 

Edm.    The  duke  be  here  to-night?    The  better !    Best ! 
This  weaves  itself  perforce  into  my  business. 
My  father  hath  set  guard  to  take  my  brother; 
And  I  have  one  thing ,  of  a  queazy  question , 
Which  I  must  act.  —  Briefness ,  and  fortune ,  work !  — 
Brother,  a  word ;  —  descend:  —  brother,  I  say; 

Enter  Edgar. 
My  father  watches.  —  OSir!  fly  this  place; 
Intelligence  is  given  where  you  are  hid : 
You  have  now  the  good  advantage  of  the  night.  — 
Have  you  not  spoken  'gainst  the  duke  of  Cornwall? 
He 's  coming  hither;  now,  i'  the  night,  i'  the  haste, 
And  Regan  with  him :  have  you  nothing  said 
Upon  his  party  'gainst  the  duke  of  Albany? 
Advise  yourself. 

Edg.  I  am  sure  on 't,  not  a  word. 

Edm,    I  hear  my  father  coming.  —  Pardon  me ; 
In  cunning,  I  must  draw  my  sword  upon  you : 
Draw:  seem  to  defend  yourself.    Now 'quit  you  well. 
Yield :  —  come  before  my  father ;  —  Light ,  ho !  here !  — 
Fly,  brother ;  — Torches !  torches!  —  So,  farewell. — 

[Exit  Ed&ar. 
Some  blood  drawn  on  me  would  beget  opinion   [fFounds  fus  arm. 
Of  my  more  fierce  endeavour :  I  have  seen  drunkards 
Do  more  than  this  in  sport.  —  Father !  father! 
Stop,  stop!    No  help? 

Enter  Glostbr  ,  and  Servants  withTorchet, 
Gio.    Now,  Edmund,  wbere'slYiftV^wvl 
iR/jw.    Here  stood  he  in  tbe  darVi ,  \x\s  ^\iw^  «vq\^  wjx  > 
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ibliag  of  wicked  chirms ,  conjuring  the  moon 

tand  aaspicioos  mistress.  — 

Glo.  But  where  is  he? 

Edm.    Look,  Sir,  I  bleed. 

Glo.  Where  is  the  yillain,  Edmund  T 

Edm,    Fled  this  way,  Sir.    When  by  no  means  he  could — 

Glo.    Pursue  him,  ho!  —  Go  after.  —  lExitServ.']  By  no 
means,  — what? 

Edm.    Persuade  me  to  the  murder  of  your  lordship ; 
at  that  I  told  him ,  the  rerenging  gods 
Gainst  parricides  did  all  their  thunders  bend ; 
ipoke ,  with  how  manifold  and  strong  a  bond 
The  child  was  bound  to  the  father ;  —  Sir ,  in  fine , 
Seeing  how  loathly  opposite  I  stood 
To  his  unnatural  purpose ,  in  fell  motion , 
With  his  prepared  sword  he  charges  home 
My  unprovided  body,  lanc'd  mine  arm : 
But  when  he  saw  my  best  alarum'd  spirits. 
Bold  in  the  quarrel's  right,  rous'd  to  th'  encounter, 
Or  whether  gasted  by  the  noise  I  made , 
Full  suddenly  he  fled. 

Glo.  Let  him  fly  far: 

Not  in  this  land  shall  he  remain  uncaught ; 
And  found  —  dispatch.  —  The  noble  duke  my  master, 
My  worthy  arch  and  patron ,  comes  to-night : 
By  his  authority  I  will  proclaim  it , 
That  he,  which  finds  him ,  shall  deserve  our  thanks , 
Bringing  the  murderous  coward  to  the  stake ; 
He,  that  conceals  him,  death. 

Edm.    When  I  dissuaded  him  from  his  intent , 
And  found  him  pight  to  do  it,  with  curst  speech 
I  threatened  to  discover  him :  he  replied , 
''Thou  unpossessing  bastard !  dost  thou  think , 
If  I  would  stand  against  thee ,  would  the  reposal 
Of  any  trust,  virtue,  or  worth,  in  thee 
^hkeibjr  words  faitb'df   No:  what  I  should  d«n^  , 
(As  ibis  I  would;  af,  though  thou  didst  produce 
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Omw.    WbcreaaywB  set  qu  horses? 

RetU.    V  the  mire. 

Osw,    Pr^jthee,  irihooknremef  te&me. 

Keni.    I  loTe  thee  noL 

Otw.    Why,  then  I  care  not  for  the^. 

Rent.  If  1  had  thee  io  Lipshorj  pinfold ,  I  would  ma^  Xh 
care  for  me. 

Ono.    Why  dosi  thpn.i^.  voa  thi^s?    1  know  thfif^i^ 

Rent.    Fellow,  khnowthee^ 

Ono.    What  dosi  tiMMi  know  me  foi:}. 

Rent.  A  knave ,  a  nseal ,  an  eater  ofhrokcn meats ;  ahas 
lirond,  shallow,  beggarly,  threorsnited,  hnndredt-poiiQd,  fiUfa 
worsted-stocking  knave ;  a  lily-liver'd ,  action-taking  hoave.; 
whoreson  gUss-gazing,  snperservioeahle,  flnical  rogue;  on 
tnmk-inheriting  slave;  one  that  wouldcst  be  a  bawd^  ia  w^y 
good  service,  and  art  nothing  but  the  composition  of  a  knave,  he 
gar,  coward,  pandar,  and  the  son  and  heir  of  a  mongrel  bitcl 
one  whom  I  wiU  heat  into  damorons.  whining ,  if  tlwa.deni^  t 
least  syllable  of  thy  addition. 

Osw.  Why,  what  a  monstrons  fellow  art  thoa,  thus  to  rail  < 
one,  that  is  neither  known  of  thee,  nor  knows  thee. 

Rent  What  a  brazen-faced  varlet  act  thoa,  to  deny  th< 
knowestme.  IsiUwodayssincalirippeduplhyhoeiSy  and  be 
thee,  before  the.king?  Braw,  you  rogue;  for,  though  it  be  nii^l 
yet  the  moon  shines:  I  *\\  make  a  sop  o*  the. moonshine  of  yoi 
[Drawing  hit  Sword.']  Draw ,  you  whoreson  cuiMonly  barhc 
monger,  draw. 

Osw.    Away!  khave  nplhiog  to  do  with  thee. 

RienJt^    Draw,  you  rascal:  you.  come  with  lellecs  against  t1 
king,  and  take  Vanity,  the  puppet's  part,  ngainsl  the  royally 
her  father.     Draw ,  you  r9g;De ,  or  A  '4  so  carbonado  your  shank: 
—  draw,  you  rascal;  con^^e  ^oor  wavs. 

Osw.    Help ,  ho !  miirciclr  f  Wlp ! 

Rent.  Striltii,  you  sKave:  stand,  romie,  stand;  yon  nc 
slave,  stslke.  ,„     .     ^Ieat^y% 

Osw.    Help,  ho!  morderl  murder!  >         *^ 
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Btder  Corhwall,  RieAHt  6&omit,  Ediiiisid,  «iHi  SflfiNMffi. 

Edm.    How  now!  What  *8  ihe  malter?  Part 

Keni.  With  joQ,  goodmao  boy,  if  jm  please:  eome,  I  'II'. 
flesh  joa;  comeoo,  yeang  maalen 

Glo.    Weapons!  arms!  What 's the mUter beref 

Com.    Keep  peace  y  npon  your  lifes : 
He  dies,  that  strikes  again.    What  is  the  mailer? 

Regk    TIm  meBseogers  from  oor  sister  and  the  kf  og. 

Com,    What  is  your  difference  t  speak. 

Amy.    I  aaaecarce  Ni  bveatb,  rojiord; 

Xent.  No  marvely  yo«  have  ee  bestkred  your  vvloiir,  Yoo 
cowardly  rascal ,  nature  disclaims  i»  thee :  e-taUbr  mode  fbee; 

Com.    Thoa  art  a  strange  fellow:  a  tailor  make  antaiit 

Keni,  Ay,  a  tailor^  Sir:  a  stone-cutter,  ev«>p*itM^*  fotftd^ 
not  have  made  him  s*  ill,  thoQgbihey'had  been  but  two  boy  A  at 
the  trade. 

Com.    Speak  yet,  haw  gvew your fuarrH? 

Oiw.    This  ancient  ruffian.  Sir,  whose  life ihavesper'd^ 
At  suit  of  his  greyibcard^  — 

Sent.  Thou  whoreson  zed!  thou  unneeessarf  letter!  —  Mf 
lord,  if  yon  wlUgiveme  leanre,  I  will  tread  thi»  unbolted  viHaio 
into  mortar,  and  daub' the  i«ail  of  ajakes  wiib'Mn.—-  Spare »f 
greybeard,  you  wagtail? 

Com.    Peace,  sirrah! 
Ton  beastly  knave ,  knew  you^no  revereoee? 

Sent.    Yes,  Sir;  but  anger  balb  «  prirtl^. 

Com.    Wbyartlbowattgryt 

Sent.    That  such  a  slave  as  (bissliovid 'near  a#nKMrd; 
Who  wears  BO hiotoesifv    Sodi  smiling  rogues  as  these, 
hikrraliB:,  of bftethe  hlolyeDrds  alwaiih 
Whiefaai«'to*^rntriflset'unleose>;  smooth  everfpasslmi' 
TtoUntb^Datwresiof  their  lord*  rebels ; 
Bring  oil  to  fire ,  snew  to  tbeireoMernMiodS; 
Renege,  affirm,  an^twrniiielrbaleyovbeikr 
With  every  gale  and  vary  of  their  maMere^ 
Knowing  nought,  like  dog9i  Ittt  follMiH|l  -^ 
Aphstte  aponjroar  ep/i^pm^HlgBgtfP' 
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Smile  you  my  speeches,  as  I  were  a  fool? 
Goose ,  if  1  had  you  upon  Sarum  plain , 
I  'd  drive  yc  cackling  home  to  Camelot. 

Corn,    What!  art  thou  mad,  old  fellow? 

Glo.    How  fell  you  out?  say  that. 

Nent.    No  contraries  hold  more  antipathy. 
Than  I  and  such  a  knave. 

Corn,    Why  dost  thou  call  him  knave?  What 's  his  offence? 

Rent,    His  countenance  likes  me  not. 

Corn,    No  more,  perchance,  does  mine,  nor  his,  nor  hers. 
:    Kent,    Sir,  't  is  my  occupation  to  be  plain: 
I  have  seen  better  faces  in  my  time , 
Than  stands  on  any  shoulder  that  I  see 
Before  me  at  this  instant. 

Com.  This  is  some  fellow , 

Who,  having  been  prais'd  for  bluntness ,  doth  affect 
A  saucy  roughness ,  and  constrains  the  garb , 
Quite  from  his  nature :  he  cannot  flatter,  he; 
An  honest  mind  and  plain,  —  he  must  speak  trutu : 
An  they  will  take  it,  so;  if  not,  he's  plain. 
These  kind  of  knaves  I  know,  which  in  this  plainness 
Harbour  more  craft,  and  more  corrupter  ends , 
Than  twenty  silly  ducking  observants, 
That  stretch  their  duties  nicely. 

Kent,    Sir,  in  good  sooth,  insincere  verity, 
Under  th'  allowance  of  your  grand  aspect. 
Whose  iDduence,  like  the  wreath  of  radiant  Gre 
On  flickering  Phoebus'  front,  — 

Corn,  What  mean'st  by  this? 

Kent,  To  go  out  of  my  dialect,  which  you  discommend  so 
much.  I  know.  Sir,  I  am  no  flatterer:  he  that  beguiled  you  in  a 
plain  accent  was  a  plain  knave;  which,  for  my  part,  Iwillnotbe, 
though  I  should  win  your  displeasure  to  entreat  me  to 't. 

Com,    What  was  the  offence  you  gave  him? 

Osw,    I  never  gave  him  any : 
h pleased  the  king,  his  master,  very  late « 
To  strike  at  me,  upon  his  misconslcucWofi; 
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When  he,  compact,  and  fUtteriog  bis  displeasure, 
Tripp*d  me  behind ;  being  down,  insulted,  rail'di 
And  put  upon  him  such  a  deal  of  man , 
That  worthied  him ,  got  praises  of  the  Icing 
For  him  attempting  who  was  self-subdu*d ; 
And,  in  the  fleshment  of  this  dread  exploit. 
Drew  on  me  here  again. 

Kent.  None  of  these  rogues,  and  cowards » 

But  Ajax  is  their  fool. 

Com,  Fetch  forth  the  stocks ! 

Tou  stubborn  ancient  knave ,  you  reverend  braggart, 
We  *U  teach  you  — 

Sent.  Sir,  I  am  too  old  to  learn. 

Call  not  your  stocks  for  me ;  1  sene  the  king , 
On  whose  employment  I  was  sent  to  you : 
Tou  shall  do  small  respect,  show  too  bold  malice 
Against  ihe  grace  and  person  of  my  master. 
Stocking  his  messenger. 

Com.  Fetch  forth  the.  stocks ! 

As  I  have  life  and  honour,  there  shall  he  sit  till  noon. 

Reg.    Till  noon!  till  night,  my  lord;  and  all  night  too. 

Kmt.    Why,  Madam,  if  I  were  your  father's  dog, 
Tou  should  not  nse  me  so. 

Reg,  Sir,  being  his  knave,  I  will. 

[Stocks  brought  wt. 

Com,    This  is  a  follow  of  the  self-same  colour 
Our  sister  speaks  of. —  Come,  bring  away  the  stocks. 

Glo,    Let  me  beseech  your  grace  not  to  do  so. 
His  fault  is  much ,  and  the  good  king  his  master 
Will  check  him  for 't:  your  purpos'd  low  correction 
Is  such ,  as  basest  and  contemned*st  wretches , 
For  pilferings  and  most  common  trespasses, 
Are  punish'd  with.    The  king  must  Uke  it  ill , 
That  he,  so  slightly  valued  in  his  messenger, 
Shonld  have  him  thus  restraln'd. 

Com.  I'llansweTlYiQl. 

iKy.    My  sister  maj  receive  il  much  more  ^owfe  ^ 

\\\ 
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To  have  her  gcnUeinsii  ^tius'd ,  assaulted, 
For  following  her  aOairs.  —  Put  in  his  ic^.  — 

Come,  my  lord,  away.  lEaewttiBM»AH4mMCotnnmimi^ 

Glo.    I  am  sorry  for  thee ,  ifriead ;  *t is «bt  dttke's^fifluit , 
Whose  disposition ,  all  the  world  <weH  kaMirs , 
Wilinotberubb*d,  norstopp*d:  I 'II  entreat  Oir  tbee^ 

MmL    Pray,   do  not,   Sir.    I  teve  walch*d,  and  InMIl'd 
hard; 
Some  time  I  shaU  sleep  out,  the  rest  I  'II  whistle. 
A  good  man's  forluoe  may  ftaw  out  at  luwb : 
Give  you  good  morrow! 

Glo.  Thcduke'stolblaaMioitbis: 'twiHbeiiltakeQ.    fBxU. 

Kent.    Good  king,  that imistappi^we  Che  eaiMMiiisair:-- 
Thou  out  of  heaven's  benedietioncom'st 
To  the  warm  sun. 

Approach ,  thou  beacon  to  ^is  under  |;lobe» 
That  by  thy  comfortable  beams  I  may 
Peruse  this  letter.  —  Nothing  almost  sees  miracles , 
But  misery:  —  I  know,  'tis  Irom  Cordelia; 
Who  hath  most  fortunately  been  infonn'd 
Of  my  obscured  course ;  and  shall  fiad  time 
From  this  enormous  state ,  —  seeking  to  gti« 
Losses  their  remedies.  —  All  weary  and  o*er-watch'd» 
Taioevaotege,  heavy  eyes,  not  to  behold 
This  shameful  lodging.    Fortuiie,  goodnight; 
Smile  once  mere;  turn  thy  wheel !  Itb^fh^im 

SCENE  III. 

APartof  theEtealh* 
Ent9r  C99Afi* 
Edff.    I  heard  myself  proclaim'd ; 
And  by  the  happy  hollow  of  a  tree 
Escap'd  the  hunt.    No  port  is  free;  no  place » 
Tbst guard,  and  moat  uansttal  vi^lante , 

Mfoeaaotattepdmjf%akia%.    WMteimes  *«»(»% 

Wit 


I  win  preserve  myself ;  and  «fa  betlmglM 

To  take  the  basest  and  roost  poorest  shape , 

That  ever  penory,  Jo  contempt  of  man , 

Brought  near  to  beast :  my  face  I  Ml  grime  with  filth « 

Blanket  my  loins ,  elf  all  my  hair  in  knots , 

And  with  presented  nakedness  out-face 

The  winds ,  and  persecutions  of  the  sky. 

The  country  gives  me  proof  and  pi^tiijtidifcbi 

Of  Bedlam  beggars,  who ,  with  roaring  voices. 

Strike  in  their  numb'd  and  mortiQed  bf  re  arm^ 

Pins,  wooden  pricks,  nails,  sprigs  of  rosemary; 

And  with  this  horrible  object ,  IVom  16W  fardis 

Poor  pelting  Villages ,  fchfeep-cotes  and  mills , 

Sometime  with  IdM^c  babs ,  sometiihe  with  jj^rajrers , 

Enforce  their  charity.  —  P6br  tbrlygood !  poor  Toiii ! 

That 's  something  yet :  —  Bdgaf  I  notbitig  afii.  [kHslk 

SCENE  IV. 

Enter  LKAiLt  Fool,  and  a  Gentleman, 

Lear.    T  is  stiange  that  thcf  Should  Sd  depart  frt>m  hMt^^ 
And  not  send  back  my  messenger. 

Gent.  Asllearft*d, 

The  night  before  there  was  no  purpose  in  them 
Of  this  remove.  , 

Kent.  Hail  to  thee  ^  nobie  master! 

Lear.    Ha! 
Mak'st  thou  this  shame  thy  pastime? 

Kent.  No,  mylprd.     . 

Fool.  Ha,  ha!  look;  he  wears  cruel  garters.  Horses  are 
tied  by  the  head;  dogs,  and  bears ^  by  the  neck;  monkeys  by  the 
loins ,  and  men  by  the  legs :  when  a  man  is  bver-lustj  at  legs^ 
then  he  wears  wooden  nether-slotks. 

Lear.    What's^be,  (Aallialiisomachih||\lMmS&\»(^^ 
To  set  tbee  here? 
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Rent  It  is  both  he  and  she ; 

Tour  SOD  and  daughter. 

Lear*    No. 

Rent.    Yes. 

Lear.    No,  I  say. 

Rent,    I  say,  yea. 

Lear.    No,  no;  (hey  would  not* 

Rent.    Yes,  (hey have. 

Lear.    By  Jupiter,  I  swear  no. 

Rent,    By  Juno,  I  swear,  ay. 

Lear.  They  durst  not  do 't ; 

They  could  not,  would  not  do 't:  'tis  worse  than  murder. 
To  do  upon  respect  such  violent  outrage. 
Resolve  me  with  all  modest  haste  which  way 
Thou  might*st  deserve,  or  they  impose,  this  usage; 
Coming  from  us. 

Rent.  My  lord,  when  at  their  home 

I  did  commend  your  highness'  letters  to  them, 
Ere  I  was  risen  from  the  place  that  show'd 
My  duty  kneeling,  came  there  a  reeking  post, 
Stew'd  in  his  haste ,  half  breathless ,  panting  forth 
FromGoneril,  his  mistress,  salutations; 
Delivered  letters,  spite  of  intermission. 
Which  presently  they  read :  on  whose  contents , 
They  summon'd  up  their  meiny ,  straight  took  horse ; 
Commanded  me  to  follow,  and  attend 
The  leisure  of  their  answer ;  gave  me  cold  looks : 
And  meeting  here  the  other  messenger, 
Whose  welcome ,  Iperceiv'd,  had  poison'd  mine , 
(Being  the  very  fellow  which  of  late 
Display'd  so  saucily  against  your  highness) 
Having  more  man  than  wit  about  me ,  drew : 
He  rais'd  the  house  with  loud  and  coward  cries. 
ToarsoD  and  daughter  found  this  trespass  "wonh 
TbesAsme  which  here  it  suffers. 


JUNG   LEAK.  39 

FaoU    Winter 's  not  gone  yet ,  if  ihe  wild  geese  fly  that  way. 
Fathers,  that  wear  rags, 

Do  make  their  children  blind ; 
But  fathers ,  that  bear  bags , 

Shall  see  their  children  kind. 
Fortune ,  that  arrant  whore , 
Ne'er  turns  the  key  to  the  poor.  — 
But,  for  all  this,  thou  shall  have  as  many  dolours  for  thy  daugh- 
ters, as  thou  canst  tell  in  a  year. 

Lear,    O ,  how  this  mother  swells  up  toward  my  heart ! 
Hysterica  passio!  down,  thou  climbing  sorrow ! 
Thy  element 's  below.  —  Where  is  this  daughter? 
Kent.    With  the  earl,  Sir;  here,  within. 
Lear.  Follow  me  not; 

Stay  here.  [Exit. 

Gent.    Made  you  no  more  offence  than  what  you  speak  of? 
Kent.    None. 
How  chance  the  king  comes  with  so  small  a  train? 

Fool.    An  thou  hadst  been  set  i'  the  stocks  for  that  question, 
thou  hadst  well  deserved  it. 
Kent.    Why,  fool? 

Fool.  We  Mi  set  thee  to  school  to  an  ant,  to  teach  thee  there  's 
no  labouring  i'  the  winter.  All  that  follow  their  noses  are  led  by 
their  eyes ,  but  blind  men ;  and  there 's  not  a  nose  among  twenty 
but  can  smell  him  that 's  stinking.  Let  go  thy  hold ,  when  a  great 
wheel  runs  down  a  hill,  lest  it  break  thy  neck  with  following  it; 
bot  the  great  one  that  goes  up  the  hill,  let  him  draw  thee  after. 
When  a  wise  man  gives  thee  better  counsel,  give  me  mine  again: 
I  would  have  none  but  knaves  follow  it ,  since  a  fool  gives  it. 
That  Sir ,  which  serves  and  seeks  for  gain. 

And  follows  but  for  form , 
Will  pack  when  it  begins  to  rain , 

And  leave  thee  in  the  storm. 
But  I  will  tarry ;  the  fool  will  stay , 

And  let  the  wise  man  fly : 
Jbekaare  taras  fool  that  runs  aw&^ « 
TJie  fool  no  kaave ,  perdy. 
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EeiU^    Where  Ufita'd  .foil  this  1^  fool? 
Fool,    Noli' the  stocks »  fooK 

Lear.  Deny  to  speak  with  me?  The^  are  sick?  they  are  weary? 
They  have  traveird  hard  to-night?    Here  CetthesSi 
The  iitaagto  of  revolt  and  flytog  off. 
Fetch  me  a  hotter  answer. 

Glo,  Mydearlor^k 

Yon  know  the  fiery  qnallty  of  the  duke  ( 
How  unremovahle  and  fii'd  he  is 
In  his  own  course. 

Lear,    Vengeance!  plague!  death!  confusion! 
Fiery?  what  quality?    Why,  Gloster,  Gloster, 
I  'd  Speak  with  the  diike  of  Cornwall  and  his  wife. 

Glo.    Well,  my  good  lord,  I  have  inform'd  tbeiii  so. 

Lear.    Inforte'd  theiii !    Dost  thou  ttiiderstaod  tee ,  vbiitit 

Gh.    A.y,  my  good  lord. 

Lear.    The  king  would  speak  with  GohdWIill ;  the  dear  felh^ 
Would  with  his  daughter  speak ,  commands  her  ser^ite : 
▲re  they  tnfohii'd  of  this?    My  breach  ^nd  blood  \  ~ 
Fiery?  the  fiery  duke?  — Tell  thie  hoi  duke ^  thal^ 
No,  but  not  yet;  —  maybe,  be  is  not  well:  « 

Infirmity  doth  btill  neglect  all  office , 
Whereto  Odr  health  is  bound ;  wfe  kr^  n^t  o^ff§e1v%^. 
When  nature,  bein^opprbss'd,  commands  Ibbtiiihd 
To  suffer  With  the  body.    I  '11  forbear  ; 
And  am  fallen  out  with  my  more  headier  W{ll  ^ 
To  take  the  indispos'dand  sickly  fit 
For  the  sound  man.  ~  Death  on  my  stkle !  Wbei'^^e 

IjLi^f^Skg  on  Kbmt. 
Should  he  sit  here  ?    This  act  pei^uaded  me , 
That  this  remotion  of  the  duke  and  hkt 
Is  practice  only.    Give  me  ny  serraiit  fotl^. 
Go,  telj  the  duke  and 's  wife,  I 'd  speak  with  tlM^, 
I^ow,  preseadj:  bid  them coiiaefovlVitLti4Wtt>fti^« 
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Or  at  their  chamber  door  I  'Jl  hett ibt  drom^ 
Till  it  cry  —  •*  Sleep  Co  4efelh." 

Glo.    I  would  hare  all  iv«U  betwiit  jom.  IBmU. 

Lear.    Ome!  my  heart,  my  rising  heart l  —  hvt,  down. 

FooL  Cry  to  H,  nwicie,  as  the  cockney  did  to  the  edsi,  when 
she  pat  them  i*  the  paste  afive;  she  r8pp>d  'ein  o*  the  «oicemiis 
with  a  stick,  and  cried,  "Down,  wantons,  down:"  1  was  her 
hrollMr,  that  in  pore  kindness  to  hia  horse  baUend  Ws  hay. 

Efiim*  CoKKWAMsLf  Rb»am,  Glostir,  mtd  SmrvamtB. 

Leap.    Good  morrow  to  yon  both. 

Com.  Hail  to  yon r  grace ! 

[bHT  t'k  tal  of  Ij&arqr. 

Reg.    I  am  gbd  <o  see  yo«r  highness. 

Lear.    Regan,  I  think  yo«  are;  HmowwhatTMson 
I  have  to  think  so :  If  thou  shonidst  notbe  ftaid^ 
I  would  divorce  me  from  thy  mother's  tomb , 
Sepulchring  an  adult'ress.  —  O!  are  you  Area?  CV^KsKt. 

Some  other  time  for  that,  —  Beloved  Regan , 
Thy oislar 'a naught:  O Regan!  she hMh tied 
Sharp-tooth'dunkindness,  tike  a  ^ultve ,  here.  •^ 

[PoitUetohiiVleaH. 
I  can  scarce  speak  to  thee :  thou  'It  not  befieve, 
With  how  deprav'd  a  quality  •—  O  Began ! 

Reg.    I  pray  you.  Sir,  take  patience,    ihavthope^ 
Ton  less  know  how  to  value  her  desert , 
Than  she  to  scant  her  duty. 

Lear.  Say,  how  is  that? 

Reg.    I  cannot  think,  my  sister  in  the  least 
Would  fail  her  obligation !  if,  Sir,  perchance. 
She  have  restrain'd  the  riots  of  your  fMlowerSi 
*T  is  on  such  ground ,  and  to  such  wholesome  end » 
As  clears  her  from  all  biaroe. 

Lear.    Hy  curses  on  her ! 

Reg.  O,  Sir!  youareold| 

Nature  in  yon  sfaods  im  Ail  tery  vci^O 
O/AercoaHae:  joq  should  be  ruVd ,  and  led 
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By  some  discretion ,  that  discerns  yoar  state 
Better  than  you  yourself.    Therefore,  I  pray  you, 
That  to  our  sister  you  do  make  return :  '  ; 

Say,  you  have  wrong'd  her,  Sir. 

Lear.  Ask  her  forgiveness? 

Do  you  but  mark  how  this  becomes  the  house : 
**  Dear  daughter ,  I  confess  that  I  am  old ; 
Age  is  unnecessary :  on  my  knees  I  beg,  iRneeiin 

That  you  'II  vouchsafe  me  raiment,  bed ,  and  food." 

Reff.    Good  Sir,  no  more:  these  are  unsightly  tricks. 
Return  you  to  my  sister. 

Lear.  Never,  Regan. 

She  hath  abated  mo  of  half  my  train ; 
Look'd  black  upon  me ;  struck  me  with  her  tongue , 
Host  serpent-like,  upon  the  very  heart.  — 
All  the  stor'd  vengeances  of  heaven  fall 
On  her  ungrateful  top !  Strike  her  young  bones , 
Toa  taking  airs,  with  lameness !    ' 

Com.  Fie,  Sir,  He! 

Lear.    Ton  nimble  lightnings,  dart  your  blinding  flames 
Into  her  scornful  eyes !  Infect  her  beauty, 
Tou  fen-suck'd  fogs,  drawn  by  the  powerful  sun , 
To  fall  and  blast  her  pride! 

Reg.  O  the  blest  gods ! 

So  will  you  wish  on  me,  when  the  rash  mood  is  on. 

Lear.    No ,  Regan ;  thou  shalt  never  have  my  curse : 
Thy  tender-hefted  nature  shall  not  give 
Thee  o'er  to  harshness :  her  eyes  are  fierce;  but  thine 
Do  comfort,  and  not  burn.    'T  is  not  In  thee 
To  grudge  my  pleasures ,  to  cut  off  my  train , 
To  bandy  hasty  words,  to  scant  my  sizes. 
And,  in  conclusion,  to  oppose  the  bolt 
Against  my  coming  in :  thou  better  know'st 
The  offices  of  nature,  bond  of  childhood , 
Effects  of  courtesy ,  dues  of  gratitude ; 
TAf  balfoUbe  kingdom  bast  thou  nol  Cot^oI  « 
Wbereia  Itbee  eodow'd. 
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Reg.  Good  Sir,  to  the  purpose. 

Lear.     Who  pat  m j  man  i'  the  stocks  ?  [  T^uket  within . 

Com,  What  trumpet 's  that  ? 

Enter  Oswald. 

Reg.     I  know 't,  my  sister's:  this  approves  her  letter, 
That  she  would  soon  be  here.  —  Is  your  lady  come? 

Lear.    This  is  a  slave ,  whose  easy-borrow*d  pride 
Dwells  in  the  Gckle  grace  or  her  he  follows.  — 
Out,  Yarlet,  from  my  sight! 

Com.  What  means  your  grace? 

Lear.    Who  stock'd  my  servant?  Regan ,  I  have  good  hope 
Thou  didst  not  know  on  *t.  —  Who  comes  here?  O  heavens ! 

Enter  Gonkril. 
If  yoa  do  love  old  men ,  if  your  sweet  sway 
4llow  obedience ,  if  yourselves  are  old , 
Make  it  your  cause;  send  down ,  and  take  my  part!  — 
Art  not  asham'd  to  look  upon  this  beard  ?  —  [To  Gourril. 

0  Regan !  wilt  thou  take  her  by  the  hand  ? 

Gon.    Why  not  by  the  hand.  Sir?  How  have  I  offended? 
All 's  not  offence,  that  indiscretion  Gnds, 
And  dotage  terms  so. 

Lear.  O  sides !  you  are  too  tough : 

Will  you  yet  hold  ?  —  How  came  my  man  i'  the  stocks  ? 

Corn.    I  set  him  there.  Sir;  but  his  own  disorders 
Deserv'd  much  less  advancement. 

Lear.  You!  did  you? 

Reg.    I  pray  you,  father,  being  weak,  seem  so. 
If,  till  the  expiration  of  your  month, 
Tou  will  return  and  sojourn  with  my  sister. 
Dismissing  half  your  train ,  come  then  to  me : 

1  am  now  from  home,  and  out  of  that  provision 
Which  shall  be  needful  for  your  entertainment. 

Lear.    Return  to  her?  and  fifty  men  dismiss'd? 
No,  rather  I  abjure  all  roofs,  and  choose 
To  wage  agaiasl  the  eamiiy  o*  the  air ; 
To  be  a  comrade  with  the  wolfaad  owl.  — 
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Necessity's  sharps  pliiclk!  —  Retoni  with^er? 

Wby,  iNiiotrblooded  Fraocev  (bat  doworleasitopli; 

Ourj'oun^Srl.boro,  I  could  as  well  be  brought 

To  knee  his  throne,  and,  squlri^-like,  pension  beg 

To  keep  base  life  afoot.  —  Return  with  her? 

Persuade  mc  rather  to  be  slave  and  sum^iter 

To  this  detested  groom.  [Looking  at  Oswajloi 

(Gon.  At  ][oqr  choiqe^,  Sir. 

Lear.    Ipr'ylhee,  daughter,  donptmakemenoad:. 
I  will  not  trouble  thee,  my  child;  farewelK 
We  '11  no  more  meet,  no  morc.see  one  anothjer ; 
But  yet.  thou  art  my  .flesh,,  my  blood',  my  daughter; 
Or ,  rather ,  a  disease  that 's  in  my  flesh , 
Which  I  must  needs  call  mine:  tbtu Artaxboil , 
A  plague-sore,  an  embos9^  carbjuoc^, 
In  my  corrupted  blood.    But  I/U  no^^elMdAttbee; 
Let  shrme  come  when  i^  wjH),  .  I:do  OiOtccattKv: 
I  dosfifOt  b¥i>the  thunder^beai?ersh<)Ql,. 
Nor  tell  tales  of  thee  to  higbrjij^gingiiiovch 
Mendv  whfinthQacansft;  be'belden,.  aliibjileiisiir^: 
I  can  be  patient ;  I  can  stay  wil^  Jftegao^ 
I,  and  my  hundred  knights. 

Reg,  Not  aUogettier  so : 

I  look'd  not  for  yon  yiQt,  i\or<am  prctvi^dr 
For  your  Gt  welqoiDeu    Giv^^ar:,  3ir,.  to^mytsisilmrb 
For  those  that  mingle  reason  with  jpui^pas^mft* . 
Must  be  content  tatbii^  yow  old ,  and  so  — 
But  she  know9,  wbM  -she  does» 

Lear.  Istbia^ell  ^Wfiffli?! 

Reg.    I  dare  avouch  U^  Sir^.    Wba|,!<fiay>€0Mow<i»^'( 
Is  it  not  well ?    What  sJbM9vM <y^  oeis^  or  moie? 
Yea,  or  so  many,  sMKiMlioiMi  cbargfiiani^aa^r 
Speak  'gainst  so  gre^ta^nwn^-?,   :^w ^ . iri iOfievbAlWB^ . 
Should  many  pfopJ^^.nndfMr  two«j9Qima9ds% 
Hold  amity  ?    ^T  is  hard ;  a\mf^ti  imposiiMi^\ 

Can.    Wbj  might  notyouv.nqfiilocd^  ct06iuiAtlMi4|Beaii 
J^rom  tbtfse  that  she  calls  mcmoUv  ot\fs«msm^aDM»l  ^ 
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Reg.    Wln^ttlb  W^MI    irHmUiey^lMiiic'dlQsladiyQtt, 
We  could  cootrol  them.    If  you  wUI  come  to  am  , 
(For  DOW  I  spy  a  daogfr)  I  eulrfAt  you 
To  bring  bat  five4|0|iA4«ooty :  l«  d4>  i«oeo 
Will  I  give  place ,  oc  m^% 

Lear.    I  gave  yoa  all  — 

Reg.  And  10  good  time  yott  gave  iL 

L/eer^    M «44  yoQ  niy  guardians ,  my  depositaries , 
But  kept  a  resenation  to  he  fpllow'd 
With  such  a  number^    'WM^}-  nvst  I  come  to  yo^ 
^Il|^fja.an4twaity;7    IM^^fMo,  said  you  sot 

Reg.    AndspeiJIii'i^^Hia  my  lord;  no  more  wUh  me. 

Lear.    Xbpse  YM94i9rf»M¥^  ye»  <lo  look.iKcltrfiiYour*d , 
Wheo  others  are  more  wicked ;  not  being  the  wotst. 
Stands  in  sofji^  rf^.of  ;prai^..  — ^  1  'U  go  wiih  Ibee: 

iTo  GoXBBUi. 
Tby  fifty  yet  dytli-j^ifj^lfi  fi^eavdlt^qti^ 
And  thou  art  twice  her  love. 

Gon.  C|f||f.i|ie!k  «^lord. 

What  need  you  Gve and  twenty,  ten,  orfivOH 
To  follow  in  a  house ,  where  twice  so  many 
Have  a  command  to  tcndyont' 

Reg.  liVhat  need  one? 

Lear.    0!  reason  not  the  n^;  our  b^ses^  beggars 
ire  ID  the  poorest  tbipg superfluous: 
How  not  natufenipce.tbfiQ  native  uee^s, 
an's  life  is  cheap^  as  b^fist's.    Th^pu  art  aJady ; 
only  to  go  warm  ,wece  gorgeous , 
by ,  l;]k9;^^re.llef <)s.npi  what  thou gorgeonSi wear'^ , 
hich  scarcely  keeps  thee  warnp^    ^^ «  foe  ili:ue  necd4  -^ 
u  heavens ,  give  me  that  patience ,  patien«e-ftttoedi>i 
1  see  roe  here ,  y^pu  g9|if^»  i^poor  old  tman , 
full  of  grief  as  age;  wre(chediin;batlPi; 
be  you  tbatatjl^  If^esfp^d^figMfiEf'  b^aftS: 
Inst  their  father,  fool  roe  nojl^im^^ 
earitumely;  tpuipbt^^,iri7^/i}o|||6^rig«lk 
Hnot  women's  weepapfi^  wjfti^4tn^s. 
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Stain  my  man's  cheeks.  —  No ,  you  onnatural  hags , 

I  will  hav&such  revenges  on  you  both, 

That  all  the  world  shall  —  I  will  do  such  things ,  — 

What  they  are,  yet  I  know  not;  but  they  shall  be 

The  terrors  of  the  earth.    You  think,  I '11  weep; 

No,  I 'II  not  weep:  — 

I  have  full  cause  of  weeping;  but  this  heart 

[Slorm  heard  at  a  dtstoi 
Shall  break  into  a  hundred  thousand  flaws , 
Or  ere  I  '11  weep.  —  0,  fool!  I  shall  go  mad. 

lExetmthEAR,  Glostkr,  Kbkt,  andF 

Corn,    Let  us  withdraw,  't  will  be  a  storm. 

Reg.    This  house  is  little :  the  old  man  and 's  people 
Cannot  be  well  bestow'd. 

Gon,    T  is  his  own  blame  hath  put  himself  from  rest , 
And  must  needs  taste  his  folly. 

Reff.    For  his  particular ,  I  '11  receive  him  gladly , 
But  not  one  follower. 

Con.  So  am  I  purpos'd. 

Where  is  my  lord  of  Gloster? 

Re-enter  Gloster. 

Com.    Follow'd  the  old  man  forth.  —  He  is  return'd. 

Gto.    The  king  is  in  high  rage. 

Com.  Whither  is  he  going? 

Glo,    He  calls  to  horse ;  but  will  I  know  not  whither. 

Corn.    *T  is  best  to  give  him  way ;  he  leads  himself. 

Gon.    My  lord ,  entreat  him  by  no  means  to  stay. 

Glo.    Alack !  the  night  comes  on ,  and  the  bleak  winds 
Do  sorely  rufllc ;  for  many  miles  about 
There  's  scarce  a  bush. 

Reg.  O,  Sir!  (o  wilful  men. 

The  injuries  that  they  themselves  procure 
Blust  be  their  schoolmasters.    Shut  up  your  doors : 
He  is  attended  wilh  a  desperate  train , 
And  what  they  may  incense  him  lo ,  beVw%«L^\. 
To  have  his  ear  abus'd ,  visdom  bids  teat* 
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t.     Shot  uj^ year  deore,  my  lord;  't  is  a  wild  niglilT 

an  coansds  weB.    Come  out  o'  llie  sloitt.  [BmnmL 

ACT  IIL     SCENE  I. 
AHeatb. 

m,  irtIA  I%ti7ulir  «fiii  Ughtmng.    JSnfir  Knr^  onrf  a 

Gentleman  y  meeting. 
\i.    Who 's  hoTB ,  hesido  (oiil  weailMr? 
i/.    One  minded,  Mie  die  weather,  moatanqoiHlf. 
t/.    I  know  you.    WlMrt 'g  the  kingY 
U.    Contending  with  the  fretM  ekmenia ; 
e  wind  blow  the  eacth  islo  the  sea , 
U  the  curled  waters  'bo?e  the  main , 
lings  might  change  or  cease :  tears  his  white  hair, 

the  impetuous  blasts,  with  eyeless  rage, 
n  their  fury,  and  make  nothiog  of: 

in  his  little  world  of  man  to  out-seom 
-and-fro-conflieting  wind  and  rain, 
ight ,  wherein  the  eub-drawo  bear  would  eoweh , 
m  and  the  belly-pinched  wolf 
heir  fur  dry ,  unbonneted  he  runs , 
ids  what  will  take  all. 

nt»  But  who  is  with  him? 

nf.    None  hvt  the  fool ,  wborabourstooutjest 
arl-struok  injuries. 

nt»  Sir,  IdoknowyoU', 

are ,  upon  tbo  warrant  of  my  note , 
end  a  dear  thing  to  you.    There  is  division, 
igh  as  yet  the  face  of  it  be  cover'd 
nuiual  cunoiDg ,  'twixt  Atbaoy  and  Corowall ; 
lave  (as  who  have  not ,  that  their  great  stars 
'd  and  set  high 7)  servants ,  who  seem  no  less , 
1  are  to  France  the  spies  and  specuhtions 
geat  ef  oar  state  ;^  what  bath  been  scea » 
ia  snuffs  and  packings  of  the  dukes , 
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Or  the  hard  rein  which  both  of  them  have  home 

Against  the  old  lund  king ;  or  something  deeper. 

Whereof,  perchance,  these  are  bat  furnishings ;  — 

Bat,  true  it  is,  from  France  there  comes  a  power 

Into  this  scattered  kingdom;  who  already « 

Wise  in  our  negligence ,  have  secret  feet 

In  some  of  our  best  ports ,  and  are  at  point 

To  show  their  open  banner.  —  Now  to  you  : 

If  on  my  credit  yoa  dare  build  so  far 

To  make  your  speed  to  Dover,  you  shall  Ond 

Some  that  will  thank  you ,  making  just  report 

Of  how  unnatural  and  bemadding  sorrow 

The  king  hath  cause  to  plain. 

I  am  a  gentleman  of  blood  and  breeding. 

And  from  some  knowledge  and  assurance  offer 

This  office  to  you. 

Gent,    I  will  talk  farther  with  you. 

Kent,  No,  do  not. 

For  confirmation  that  I  am  much  more 
Than  my  out  wall ,  open  this  purse ,  and  take 
Wbat  it  contains.    If  you  shall  see  Cordelia , 
(As  fear  not  but  you  shall)  show  her  this  ring , 
And  she  will  tell  you  who  that  fellow  is 
That  yet  you  do  not  know.     [Thunder,]    Fie  on  this  storm ! 
I  will  go  seek  the  king. 

Gent.    Give  me  your  hand.    Have  yoo  no  more  to  say  ? 

Xent,    Few  words,  but,  to  effect,  more  than  all  yet ; 
That,  when  we  have  found  the  king,  in  which  your  pain 
That  way,  I'll  this,  he  that  first  lights  on  him , 
Holloa  the  other.  [Exeunt  severally. 

SCENE  II. 

Another  Part  of  the  Heath.    Storm  continues. 

Enter  Lbar  and  Fool. 

Lear.    Blow,  winds,  and  crack  your  cheeks!  rage!  blowl 

Foa  eataneis  Mad  hurricanoes  spout , 
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Till  jon  have  drench'd  oar  steeples ,  drown'd  the  cocks ! 
YoQ  sulphurous  and  thonghtr-ezecutiog  fires, 
Vaanl-coariers  to  oak-cleaving  thunder-bolls, 
Singe  my  white  head!    And  thou,  all-shaking  thunder. 
Strike  flat  the  thick  rotundity  o*  the  world ! 
Crack  nature's  moulds ,  all  germins  spill  at  once , 
That  make  ingrateful  man ! 

FooL  O  nuncle ,  court  holy-water  in  a  dry  house  is  better  than 
this  rain-water  out  o'  door.  Good  nuncle,  in,  and  ask  thy  daugh- 
ter's blessing:  here 's  a  night  pities  neither  wise  men  nor  fools. 

Lear.    Rumble  thy  bellyful !    Spit,  fire!  spout,  rain! 
Nor  rain,  wind,  thunder,  fire,  are  my  daughters : 
I  tax  not  you,  you  elements,  with  unkindness ; 
I  never  gave  you  kingdom ,  call'd  you  children , 
You  owe  me  no  subscription :  then,  let  fall 
Tour  horrible  pleasure ;  here  I  stand,  your  slave, 
A  poor,  infirm,  weak,  and  despis'd  old  man. 
But  yet  I  call  you  servile  ministers. 
That  will  with  two  pernicious  daughters  join 
Your  high-engender'd  battles  'gainst  a  head 
So  old  and  white  as  this.    0!  0!  'tis  foul! 

FooL  He  that  has  a  house  to  put 's  head  in  has  a  good  head- 
piece. 

The  cod-piece  that  will  house , 

Before  the  head  has  any , 
The  head  and  he  shall  louse ;  — 

So  beggars  marry  many. 
The  man  that  makes  his  toe 

What  he  his  heart  should  make , 
Shall  of  a  com  cry  woe , 

And  turn  his  sleep  to  wake. 

—  for  there  was  never  yet  fair  woman ,  but  she  made  mouths  in  a 

Enter  Kent. 
Lear.    No,  IwOlhe  the  pattern  of  all  patience;  l^^^'^xi^ 
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Rent.    WIm>'$  there? 

Fool.    Marry,  here 's grace,  and  a  cod-piece;  dkat  ^  a  v 
man,  and  a  fool. 

Kent.    Alas ,  Sir  t  are  you  here?  things  that  lAve  night , 
Love  not  such  nights  as  these ;  the  wrathftil  skies 
Gallow  the  very  vanderers  of  the  dark , 
And  make  them  keep  their  caves.    Since  I  was  man , 
Such  sheets  of  fire ,  such  bursts  of  horrid  thunder , 
Such  groans  of  roaring  wind  and  rain ,.  I  never 
Remember  to  have  heard :  man's,  nature  cannot  carrj 
Th' affliction,  ner  the  fear. 

Lear.  Let  the  great  gods, 

That  keep  this  dreadful  pother  o'er  oar  heads » 
Find  out  their  enemies  now..    Tremble,  thou,  wretch. 
That  hast  within  thee  undivulged  crimes, 
Unwhipp'd  of  justice :  hide  thee,,  thou  bloody  hand; 
Thou  perjur'd ,  and  thou  simular  of  virtue 
That  art  incestuous:  caitiff,  to  pieces  shake., 
That  under  covert  and  convenient  seeming 
Hast  practised  on  man's  life :  close  pentr-up  guilts , 
Rive  your  concealing  continents ,  and  cry 
These  dreadful  summoners  grace.  —  I  am  a  man , 
More  sinn'd  against,  than  sinning. 

Kent.  klBLckf  hare-headed! 

Gracious  my  lord ,  hard  by  here  Is  a  hovd ; 
Some  friendship  will  it  lend  yofi  'gainst  the  tempest: 
Repose  yoit  there ,  while  I  to  l^s  hard'  hauae , 
(More  hard  than  is  the>  stone  whereof  *t  is  ra&aTd , 
Which  even  but  now ,  demanding  after  ye«. 
Denied  me  to  come  in)  return ,  and  fbrce 
Their  scanted  courtesy. 

Lmt.  My  wits  begin  to  torn.  — 

Come  on,  my  boy.    How  dost,  my  boy?  Art  cold? 
I  am  cold  myself.  —  Where  is  this  straw,  my  fellow? 
Tke  9H  0t  #ar  neeeseities  is  stvtnge , 
That  can  wake  rile  things  precious.    Com^ ,  ^o\xx\i^'h^. 
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PMrfiiMlMidkMve,  I  have  one  part  in  m;  hent 
That  *a  8«rqr  yet  lor  thee. 

Ftool.    HetUtkMaUttleiui^wit,^  [Sioge. 

fFiihlmgh,  ho,  iluunni  mid  the  rain  y  — 
Jfot  fltnAre  content  with  kitJbi*tunesJU; 
For  the  rain  it  rainsth  every  doy* 
Leor.    True,  my  good  boy.  —  Come ,  bring  va  to  thia  hovel. 

[Exeunt  Lbaa  and  Kxnr. 
F0OL    Thia  is  a  brave  night  to  cool  a  coorteiaB.  —  I  'U  speak 
a  prophecy  ere  I  fo: 

When  priests  are  more  in  word  than  matter ; 
When  brewers  mar  their  malt  with  water; 
When  nobles  are  their  tailors'  tutors ; 
No  heretics  bam'd ,  bat  wenches  suitors: 
When  every  case  in  law  is  right ; 
No  squire  in  debt,  nor  no  poor  knight; 
When  slanders  do  not  live  in  tongues , 
Nor  cutpnrses  come  not  to  throngs ; 
When  usurers  tell  their  gold  i '  the  field ; 
And  bawds  and  whores  do  churches  build ; 
Then  shall  the  realm  of  Albion 
dome  to  great  ooaftision : 
Then  comes  the  time ,  who  lives  to  see '  t , 
That  going  shall  be  us'd  with  feet. 
This  prophecy  HerUn  shall  make ;  for  I  live  before  his  time . 

[Exit. 

SCENE  111. 

A  Room  in  Glostkr's  Castle. 

Enter  Gloster  <»u2Eoiiumd. 

Glo.    Alack,  alack !  Edmund,  I  like  not  this  unnatural  dealing. 

When  I  desired  their  leave  that  I  might  pity  him ,  they  took  from 

me  the  «se  of  mine  own  house ;  charged  me ,  on  pain  of  their  pei^ 

petual  displeasure ,  neither  to  speak  of  him,  entreat  for  him ,  nor 

any  way  su^tein  him. 

JffOn,    Most  savage,  «iiif  oooatural ! 
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Glo.  Goto;  say  you  nothing.  There  is  division  between  th» 
dukes,  and  a  worse  matter  than  that.  I  have  received  a  letter  this 
night;  —  't  is  dangerous  to  be  spoken ;  —  I  have  locked  the  letter 
in  my  closet.  These  injuries  the  king  now  bears  will  be  revenged 
home ;  there  is  part  of  a  power  already  footed :  we  most  incline  to 
the  king.  I  will  seek  him ,  and  privily  relieve  him :  go  you ,  and 
maintain  talk  with  the  duke,  that  my  charity  be  not  of  him  per- 
ceived. If  he  ask  for  me,  I  am  ill,  and  gone  to  bed.  If  I  die  for  it, 
as  no  less  is  threatened  me,  the  king,  my  old  master,  must  be  re- 
lieved. There  is  some  strange  thing  toward,  Edmund;  pray  you, 
be  careful.  lExit. 

Edm.    This  courtesy,  forbid  thee,  shall  the  duke 
Instantly  know ;  and  of  that  letter  too. 
This  seems  a  fair  deserving,  and  must  draw  me 
That  which  my  father  loses ;  no  less  than  all : 
The  younger  rises,  when  the  old  doth  fall.  [Exii. 

SCENE  IV. 
A  Part  of  the  Heath ,  with  a  Hovel. 
Enter  Lear,  Kent,  and  Fool. 
Rent.    Here  is  the  place ,  my  lord;  good  my  lord,  enter: 
The  tyranny  of  the  open  night '  s  too  rough 
For  nature  to  endure.  [Storm  stilL 

Lear.  Let  me  alone. 

Kent.    Good  my  lord,  enter  here. 
Lear.  Wilt  break  my  heart? 

Rent.    I  'd  rather  break  mine  own.    Good  my  lord ,  enter. 
Lear.    Thou  think'st '  t  is  much ,  that  this  contentious  storm 
Invades  us  to  the  skin :  so '  t  is  to  thee ; 
But  where  the  greater  malady  is  fix'd , 
The  lesser  is  scarce  felt.    Thou  *  dst  shun  a  bear ; 
But  if  thy  flight  lay  toward  the  roaring  sea , 
Thou ' dst  meet  the  bear  i '  the  mouth.    When  the  mind ' s  free , 
The  body '  s  delicate :  the  tempest  in  my  mind 
J>oib  from  my  senses  take  all  feeling  else , 
Save  what  beats  there.  —  Filial  innalvVud^X 
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« 
Is  it  not  as  this  mouth  should  tear  this  hand , 
For  lifting  food  to '  t? — But  I  will  punish  homt.  — 
No ,  I  will  weep  no  more.  —  In  such  a  night 
To  shut  me  out !  —  Pour  on ;  I  will  endure :  — 
fn  audi  a  night  as  this!  O  Regan,  Goneril!— 
four  old  kind  Cither ,  whose  frank  heart  gave  all,  — 
3!  that  way  madness  lies;  let  me  shun  that; 
^o  more  of  that. 

Sent.  Good  my  lord,  enter  here. 

Lear.    Pr'ythee,  go  in  thyself;  seek  thine  own  ease : 
rhis  tempest  will  not  give  me  leave  to  ponder 
>a  things  would  hurt  me  more.  —  But  I  '11  go  in : 
n,  boy;  go  first.  —  [To  the  Fool,]    You  houseless  poverty, — 
^aj ,  get  thee  in.    I '  11  pray ,  and  then  I '  11  sleep.  — 

[Fool  goes  in, 
*ooT  naked  wretches ,  wheresoe'er  you  are , 
That  bide  the  pelting  of  this  pitiless  storm , 
low  shaD  your  houseless  heads ,  and  unfed  sides , 
four  loop'd  and  window'd  raggedness ,  defend  you 
Trom  seasons  such  as  these?  0!  Ihaveta'en 
Too  little  care  of  this.    Take  physic,  pomp; 
!:xpose  thyself  to  feel  what  wretches  feel , 
That  thou  may'st  shake  the  superllux  to  them , 
Lnd  show  the  heavens  more  just. 

Edg.  [fFithin.]  Fathom  and  half,  fathom  and  half!  Poor  Tom! 
[The  Fool  runs  out  from  the  HoveL 

Fool.    Come  not  in  here ,  nuncle;  here 's  a  spirit.    Help  me  1 
help  me ! 

Kent.    Give  me  thy  hand.  —  Who 's  there? 

Fool.    A  spirit ,  a  spirit :  he  says  his  name 's  poor  Tom. 

Kent.    What  art  thou  that  dost  grumble  there  i'  the  straw ? 
Come  forth. 

Enter  Edgar  ,  disguised  as  a  Madman, 
Edg,    Away!  the  foul  fiend  follows  me! — 
Hiroagh  the  sharp  hawthorn  blows  the  cold  wind.  — 
Wumpb!  go  to  tbf  cold  bed,  and  warm  thee. 
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# 

Lear,    Hast  thou  giyen  all  to  thj  tiro  dau^hten  t 
And  art  thoa  come  to  this? 

Edg,  Who  gives  any  thing  to  poor  Tom?  whom  the  foul  fiend 
hath  led  through  fire  and  throuf^  flame,  through  ford  and  irhir^ 
pool,  oyer  bog  and  quagmire;  that  hath  laid  knives  under  his 
pillow,  and  halters  in  his  pew;  set  ratsbane  by  his  porridge; 
made  him  proud  of  heart,  to  nde  oo  a  bay  trottiog-horse  o?9r 
four-inched  bridges,  to  course  his  own  shadow  for  a  traitor.  — 
Bless  thy  five  wits!  Tom 's a-cold. -*- 0 !  dode,  dode,  dode. — 
Bless  thee  from  whirlwinds,  starblasting,  and  takijig!  Do  poor 
Tom  some  charity ,  whom  the  foul  fiend  vexes.  —  There  could  I 
have  him  now, — and  there, —  and  there,  —  and  there  ag^t 
and  there.  [Storm  contiMueM^ 

Lear.  What !  have  his  daughters  brought  him  to  this  pass  ? — 
Could'st  thou  save  nothing !  Didst  thou  give  them  all? 

Fool.  Nay,  he  reserved  a  blanket,  else  we  had  been  all 
shamed. 

Lear,    Now,  all  the  plagues,  that  in  the  pendulous  air 
Hang  fated  o'er  men's  faults ,  light  on  thy  daughters ! 

Rent.    He  hath  no  daughters ,  Sir. 

Lear.    Death,  traitor!  nothing  could  have  subdued  nature 
To  such  a  lowness ,  but  his  unkind  daughters.  ^ 
Is  it  the  fashion ,  that  discarded  fathers 
Should  have  thus  little  mercy  on  their  flesh? 
Judicious  punishment !  't  was  this  flesh  begot 
Those  pelican  daughters. 

Edg.    PiUicock  sat  on  Pillicoclt-hill :  — 
Halloo,  halloo,  loo,  loo! 

Fool.    This  cold  night  will  turn  us  all  to  fools  and  madmen. 

Edg.  Take  heed  o'  the  foul  fiend.  Obey  thy  parents;  keep 
thy  word  justly;  swear  not;  commit  not  with  man's  sworn  spoese ; 
set  not  thy  sweet  heart  on  proud  array.    Tom  's  a-cold. 

Lear.    What  hast  thou  been  ? 

Edg.    A  serving-man ,  proud  in  heart  and  mind ;  that  curied 

my  hair,  wore  gloves  in  my  cap,  served  the  lust  of  my  mistress's 

hint,  and  did  the  act  of  darkness  with  her;  swore  as  many  oaths 

ss  I  spake  words,  and  broke  themi  In  ih«  vn^^v  W^  ^"^  \«»i«Okx 


hat  dept  in  Hhe  contrivkig  of  knt,  and  waked  to  do  it. 
loved  I  deeply;  dice  dearly;  and  ia  woman,  o«t-fara- 
d  tbe  Tark:  Ulse  of  heart,  lif^  of  oar,  bloody  of] 
sloth,  fox  in  stealth,  woUT  ki  greediness,  do§  in 
lion  in  pvey,  Let  not  Uie  creakiii^  of  shoes,  nor  the  i 
f  silks,  hetray  thy  poor  heart  ta  woman :  keep  thy  Isat  oat  of 
liS^  thy  hand  out  of  plackeU,  Ihy  pen  froa  leaders' books, 
3^  Ike  foul  fiend.  ~  Still  through  the  hawtharo  hiows  the 
rind ;  says  snum ,  mon ,  ha  no  nonny.  Dolphin  ay  boy, 
y;  sessal  let  him  trot  by.  [Siorm-ttill  continues, 

or.  Why,  thou  wort  belter  in  thy  grave,  than  to  answer 
by  uncovered  body  this  oatren^ity  of  the  skies.  —  Is  mn  no 
than  this?  Consider  him  weU.  Thou  owest  the  wom  no 
lie  beast  no  hide ,  the  sheep  bo  woel ,  tbe  -eat  no  perAitM.  t^ 
lere  's  three  on's  are  sophisticated:  thon  art  the  thing  itself: 
ommodated  man  is  no  more  hot  Mch  a  poor,  bare^  fbrked 
1  as  thon  art.  —  Off,  off,  yon  landings.  —  Gene;  nnbat* 
re.  —  [Tearing  9gJiit  oMbes. 

*oL  Pr'ythee,  nmncle,  be  contented;  H  is  a  naughty  night 
im  in.  ~  Now,  alittle  fire  in  a  wild  field  were  like  an  old 
's  heart;  a  small  spark,  all  tbe  rest  on's  body  ceU.  — 
!  here  comes  a  waUuqg  fire. 

ig.  This  is  the  foul  fiend  Flibbertigibbet:  he  begins  attar- 
and  walks  till  the  first  cock;  he  gives  the  web  onddiepiny 
ts  the  eye,  and  makes  the  hare-4ip;  mildews  the  white 
,  and  hurts  the  poor  creature  of  earth. 

SaM  ^^Ukoldjbated  thriee  the  woU; 

He  tnet  the  night-mare^  andherntrte^fold; 

Bid  her  alight  y 

And  her  troth  plight , 
Andy  aroint  thee,  witch,  aroint  thee! 

ent.    How  fiires  your  grace  T 

Enter  Glostbr,  with  a  Torch, 
ear.    What 'she? 
w^^  Wbo'sibenf  fTfaat  is 'i  yott  SMkT 
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Glo .    What  are  you  -there  ?    Tonr  names  ? 

Edg.  Poor  Tom ;  that  eats  the  swimming  frog,  the  toad,  tl 
tadpole,  the  wall-newt,  and  the  water;  that  in  the  fury  of  h 
heart,  when  the  foul  fiend  rages,  eats  cow-dung  for  sallet 
swallows  the  old  rat,  and  the  ditch-dog;  drinks  the  green  mani 
of  the  standing  pool:  who  is  whipped  from  tything  to  tything ,  ai 
stocked,  punished,  and  imprisoned ;  who  hath  had  three  suits 
his  baclE,  six  shirts  to  his  body,  horse  to  ride,  and  weapon 
wear, — 

But  mice,  and  rats  ^  and  such  tmaU  deer^ 
Have  been  Tom's  food  for  seven  long  year. 
Beware  my  follower.  —  Peace,  Smulkin!  peace,  thou  fiend! 

Glo.    What!  hath  your  grace  no  better  company? 

Edg.    The  prince  of  dark ness  is  a  gentleman ; 
Hodo  he 's  call'd ,  and  Mahu. 

Glo.    Our  flesh  and  blood ,  my  lord,  is  grown  so  vile. 
That  it  doth  hate  what  gets  it. 

Edg.    Poor  Tom  's  a-cold. 

Glo.    Go  in  with  me.    My  duty  cannot  suffer 
To  obey  in  all  your  daughter's  hard  commands : 
Though  their  injunction  be  to  bar  my  doors , 
And  let  this  tyrannous  night  take  hold  upon  you , 
Yet  ha?e  I  yentur'd  to  come  seek  you  out , 
And  bring  you  where  both  fire  and  food  is  ready. 

Lear.    First  let  me  talk  with  this  philosopher.  — 
What  is  the  cause  of  thunder? 

Rent.    Good  my  lord,  take  his  offer:  go  into  the  house. 

Lear.    I  '11  talk  a  word  with  this  same  learned  Theban.  — 
What  is  your  study? 

Edg.    How  to  prevent  the  fiend  ^.and  to  kill  vermin. 

Lear.    Let  me  ask  you  one  word  in  private. 

Rent.    Importune  him  once  more  to  go ,  my  lord. 
His  wits  begin  t'  unsettle. 

Glo.  Canst  thou  blame  him  ? 

His  daughters  seek  his  death.  —  Ah,  that  good  Kent!  — 
Be  said  it  would  he  thus ,  poor  banished  man !  — 
Tbousaj'st,  (be  iciog  grows  mad:  l'\\U\\v\i<6«,  ^«fi^^ 
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I  am  almost  mad  myself.    I  had  a  sod  , 

Now  outUw'd  from  mj  blood ;  he  sought  my  life , 

BatUtdy,  very  late:  Iloy'dbim,  friend, 

No  father  his  soo  dearer :  true  to  tell  thee , 

Ihe  grief  hath  craz'd  my  wits.    What  a  night  *s  this ! 

[Storm  eonHmiM. 
I  do  beseech  your  grace , — 

Lear.  0!  cry  you  mercy,  Sir. — 

Noble  philosopher,  your  company. 

^^.    Tom 's  a-cold. 

€rio.    Id  fellow,  there,  into  the  hovel :  keep  thee  warm. 

Lear.    Come,  let's  in  aU. 

Kent,  This  way,  my  lord. 

Lear.  With  him: 

I  will  keep  still  with  my  philosopher. 

Rent.    Good  my  lord,  soothe  him;  let  him  take  the  fellow. 

Glo .    Take  him  yon  on . 

Rent.    Sirrah,  come  on;  go  along  with  ns. 

Lear,    Come,  good  Athenian. 

Glo.  No  words ,  no  words : 

Hush. 

Edg.     Child  Rowland  to  the  dark  tower  came , 
His  word  was  still ,  —  Fie ,  foh ,  andJUm , 
J  smell  the  blood  qf  a  British  man.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  V. 
A  Room  in  Gloster's  Castle. 
Enter  Cornwall  and  Edmui^d. 
Com.    I  will  have  my  revenge ,  ere  I  depart  his  house. 
Edm.    How ,  my  lord ,  I  may  be  censured ,  that  nature  thus 
gives  way  to  loyalty,  something  fears  me  to  think  of. 

Com.  1  now  perceive ,  it  was  not  altogether  your  brother's 
evil  disposition  made  him  seek  his  death;  but  a  provoking  merit, 
set  ft-work  by  a  reproveable  badness  in  himsel f. 

Edm.  How  malicious  is  my  fortune ,  that  I  musX  tcv«ci\.  V^\i% 
fast/  Tbiais  the  leUer  wbicb  be  spoke  of,  whicb  ap^TO\^^\i\«^  ww 
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intelligent  party  to  the  advantages  4>f  France.    O  hesfsn^i  IM   Ik 
this  treason  were  not,  ornoi  I  the  detector!  ^ 

Com.    Go  with  me  to  the  duchess«  i] 

Edm,    Ifthe  matter  ofthis  paper  be  certain,  you  ba¥«  nrigbtj   i 
business  in  hand. 

Com,     True,  or  false,  it  hath  made  thee  earl  of  Gloster.    ^ 
Seek  out  where  thy  father  is ,   that  he  nwy  be  rea^y  ^  <Mir 
apprehension. 

Edm.  [Aside,']  If  I  find  him  comforting  the  kkig ,  JtiviH«t«if 
his  suspicion  more  fully.  —  \To  Aim.]   t  wiil  pcrsivere  iki  my    t 
course  of  loyalty ,  thou^  the  conflict  be  sore  between  <liat  md  my    i 
blood. 

Com.  I  will  lay  trust  tqion  thee ;  and  thou  shalt  find  a4earer 
father  in  ray  loye.  [Eweunt, 

SCENE  VI. 

A  Chamber  in  a  Farm-House ,  adjoining  the  Castle. 

j^n^er  Gloster ,  Lear,  Kent,  Fool,  aii<f£l>GAft. 

Glo.  Here  is  better  than  the  open  air;  take  it  thankfufly^.  1 
will  piece  out  the  comfort  with  what  addition  I  can :  I  will  dmIm 
long  from  yon. 

Rent.  All  the  power  of  his  wits  has  giyea  way  to  Ms  impa- 
tience. —  The  gods  reward  your  kindness!  [jS^ni  Gloster. 

Edg.  Frateretto  calls  me ,  and  tells  me ,  Nero  is  an  angler  in 
the  lake  of  darkness.    Pray,  innocent,  and  beware  the  foul  fiend. 

Fool.  Pr*ythee ,  nuncle ,  tell  me ,  whether  a  madman  be  a 
gentleman,  or  a  yeoman? 

Lear.    A  king,  a  king! 

Fool.  Ifo :  iM  's  a  yeoman ,  tbat  bas  a  genlleinaKi  to  bis  son ; 
fiMrJie  'aa  mad  yeonan,  that  sees  bis  son  a  gentfemfln  before  Mm. 

Lear.    To  bame  a  thousand  with  red  bumingspits 
GooMwUznnginaponthem:  — 

Edg.    Tbe  foul  iend  bites  my  bank. 

Fool.  He 's  mad,  tiiat  trusts  in  the  Xmumm  <era  ^M)lr,  a  bone's 
Auhb,  s  hex's  law,  or  a  whore 'a  oiK^b* 
^ar.    ItabaUbedom;  Ii9&il«mtiiii\b!am%.\x«^^-- 
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>ine»  sit  tho«  here,  most  learned  josticer;  —         [TbEooAA. 
lou,  sapient  Sir,  sit  here.    Now,  yon  she  foxes ! — 

Edg,     Look,  vhere  he  stands  and  glares !  — 
'antest  thou  eyes  at  trial ,  Madam? 

Fool.  Come  o^er  the  boum^  Bessy  y  t^me:  — 

Her  boai  hath  a  leak , 

And  she  must  not  speak 
fFhy  she  darmt  not  come  oiter  to  thee, 

Edg.  Xhe  fonl  fiend  hannts  poor  Tom  in  the  voice  of  a  night- 
,gsle.  Hppdaoee  eries  in  Tom's  belly  fbr  two  white  herring. 
roaknot,  black  angel;  I  ha?e  no  food  for  thee. 

Kent,    How  do  yea,  Sir?    Stand  yon  not  so  amaz*d : 
^ill  you  lie  down  and  rest  upon  the  cushions? 

Lear.    I  '11  see  their  trial  first.  —  Bring  in  the  evidence.  — 
licii  robed  man  »f justice,  take  thy  place ;  —  [To  Edgar. 

^ndthou,  his  yoke-fellow  of  etpiity.  [TotheFooL 

(ench  by  his  side.  -*  Yo«  are  o'  the  commission,        [7o  Kbmt. 
^it  yoQ  too. 

Edg.    Let  as  deal  justly. 

Steepest  y  or  wakest  thou^  Jolly  shspherdt 

Thy  sheep  be  in  the  com  ; 
And  for  one  blast  qf  thy  minikm  mouth , 

Thy  sheep  shall  take  no  harm. 

Pur!  the  cat  is  grey. 

Lear.  Arraign  her  first;  't  is  Goneril.  1  here  take  my  oath 
before  this  honourable  assembly ,  she  kicked  the  poor  king  her 
father. 

PVmI.    ComehRher,  mistress.    Is  your  name  Goneril? 

Lear.    She  cannot  deny  it. 

Fool.    Cry  you  mercy,  I  took  you  for  a  joint-stool. 

Lear.    And  here  's  another,  whose  warp'd  looks  proclaim 
What  store  her  heart  is  made  on.  —  Stop  her  there ! 
Arms,  aiiMi,  sword,  fire!'  —  Corruption  in  the  placet 
Talsejast/cer,  why  bast  tkou  let  her  'scape? 
.f4f.    Bless  tby  eyre  wks  I 
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Rent.    Opity!  —  Sir,  where  is  the  patience  now » 
That  you  so  oft  have  boasted  to  retain? 

Edg,  [Aside.^  My  tears  begin  to  take  his  part  80  mnch » 
They  '11  mar  my  counterfeiting. 

Lear,    The  little  dogs  and  all , 
Tray,  Blanch,  and  Sweet-heart,  see,  they  bark  at  me. 

Edg,  Tom  will  throw  his  head  at  them.  —  Avaunt,  JN 
curs! 

Be  thy  month  or  black  or  white ,  ! 

Tooth  that  poisons  if  it  bite ; 

Mastiff,  greyhonnd,  mongrel,  grim. 

Hound,  or  spaniel,  brach,  orlym; 

Or  bobtail  tike ,  or  trundle-tail , 

Tom  will  make  them  weep  and  wail; 

For  with  throwing  thus  my  head , 

Dogs  leap  the  hatch ,  and  all  are  fled. 

Do,  de,  de,  de.  See,  see!  Come,  march  to  wakes  and &&% 
and  market  towns.  —  Poor  Tom ,  thy  horn  is  dry.  ^ 

Lear,  Then,  let  them  anatomize  Regan,  see  what  breett 
about  her  heart.  Is  there  any  cause  in  nature  ,  that  makes  tbetfi 
hard  hearts?  —  You,  Sir,  [To  Edgar.]  I  entertain  youforo* 
of  my  hundred;  only,  I  do  not  like  the  fashion  of  your  garmeolft 
you  will  say,  they  are  Persian  attire ;  but  let  them  be  changed. 

Kent,    Now ,  good  my  lord ,  lie  here ,  and  rest  awhile. 

Lear.  Make  no  noise,  make  no  noise:  draw  the  curtaios* 
So,  so,  so :  we  'II  go  to  supper  i'  the  morning:  so,  so,  so. 

Fool.    And  I  '11  go  to  bed  at  noon. 

Re-enter  Glostbr. 
Glo.    Come  hither,  friend:  where  is  the  king  my  master? 
Kent,    Here,  Sir;  but  trouble  him  not,  his  wits  are  gone. 
Glo,    Good  friend,  Ipr'ytheetakehiminthjamis; 
I  have  o'er-heard  a  plot  of  death  upon  him. 
There  is  a  little  ready;  lay  him  in  't. 
And  drive  toward  Dover ,  friend ,  ^bw^  liliEiou  ^XiiOiSiTom^ 
Boib  welcome  and  protection.    Take  \iv  ^1  ts»&\«t  \ 
Ifiboa  shoald'st  dally  half  an  how »  haaAite ,  ^, 
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ith  thine,  aod  all  that  offer  to  defend  him, 
od in  assured  loss.    Take  op,  take  op; 
d  follow  me,  that  iriU  to  some  proyisioo 
e  thee  qoickcondoct. 

Kent,  Oppress'd  nature  sleeps :  — 

is  rest  might  yet  have  balm'd  thy  broken  senses , 
lich ,  if  convenience  irill  not  allow , 
nd  in  hard  cure.  —  Come,  help  to  bear  thy  master; 
DO  must  not  stay  behind.  [7b  the  Fool. 

Glo.  Come,  come,  away. 

[Exeunt  KKHTf  Gloster,  and  the  Fool y  bearing  qff 
the  Ring, 
Edg.     When  we  oor  betters  see  bearing  our  woes , 
e  scarcelly  think  our  miseries  our  foes, 
ho  alone  suffers ,  suffers  most  i'  the  mind , 
aving  free  things,  and  happy  shows  behind ; 
It  then  the  mind  moch  sufferance  doth  o'erskip , 
hen  grief  hath  mates ,  and  bearing  fellowship. 
>w  light  and  portable  my  pain  seems  now , 
hen  that  which  makes  me  bend ,  makes  the  king  bow : 
s  childed ,  as  I  fathered !  —  Tom,  away ! 
ark  the  high  noises ;  and  thyself  bewray , 
'hen  false  opinion ,  whose  wrong  thought  deGles  thee , 
I  thy  jost  proof,  repeals  and  reconciles  thee. 
That  will  hap  more  to-night,  safe  'scape  the  king! 
ark,  lurk.  \Exit. 

SCENE   VII. 

A  Room  in  Glostbr's  Castle. 

rn/erCoRNWALi,  REeAN,  GoNERiL,  Edmund,  and  Servants. 

Com.  Post  speedily  to  my  lord  your  hosband ;  show  him  this 
;tter:  —  the  army  of  France  is  landed.  —  Seek  out  the  traitor 
iloster.  lExetmt  some  qf  the  Servants. 

Reg.    Hang  him  instantly. 

Con.    PJncJr  out  his  eyes. 

Com.    Leave  him  to  my  J/spleasnre.  —  Edmoii^^  Vft^"^  ^^"Q^ 
fx  Vll 
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our  sister  company :  tiie  revenges  we  are  boand  to-  take  upon  yoivr  > 
traitorous  father  are  not  fit  for  your  beltolding.    Adrtee  the  dtib*  % 
where  you  are  going,  t»  a  most  festinafie' preparation:  we  are  bonfitd  Ir 
to  the  like.    Our  posts  shall  be  swift  and-  mtelligent  betwixt  ttt.  it 
Farewell,  de«r sister : --^ ferewell ,  mylordofGloster.  ii 

Enter  Oswald,  ^ 

How  now !   Where 's  the  king?  ,  ^ 

Osw.    My  lord  of  Gloster  hath  conyey'd  him  heace :-  ^ 

Some  five  or  six  and  thirty  of  his  knights ,  * 

Hot  questrists  after  him,  met  him  at  gate;  \ 

Who,  with  some  other  of  the  lord's  dependants. 
Are  gone  with  him  towards  Dover ,  where  they  boaat  i 

To  have  well-armed  friends.  \ 

Com.  Get  hocsestec  your  misitreM.  i 

Gon,    Farewell,  sweet  lord  ,^  and  sister.- 

lExetmt  GoNJBLRu;^  Ehhukd  ,  and  OawAia. 

Com,    Edmund ,  farewell.  —  Go ,  seek  the  traitor  CiLQBtas, 
Pinion  him  like  a  thief,  bring  him  before  us. 

lMx0unl  othetf  SenMOi0f, 
Though  well  we  may  not  pass  upon  his  life 
Without  the  form  of  justice,  yet  our  power 
Shall  do  a  courtesy  to  our  wrath ,  which  oaen 
May  blame ,  but  not  control.    Who  'slhece?  The  tsaitey!? 

Ba^-enier  Servants  ^  witk  G£O0Tbr. 
Reg.    Ingratefulfox!  'tis  he. 
Com.    Bind  fast  his  corky  arms. 

Glo.    What  mean  your  graces?  —  Good  my  friends ,  consider 
You  are  my  guests :  do  me  na  foul  play,  friends. 

Com,    Bind  him,  I  say.  iServantg  bind Idm. 

Reg.  Hard ,  hard.  —  O  filthy  traitor ! 

Glo.    Unmeretfttl  lady  as  you  are ,  I  am  none. 
Com.    To  this  chair  bind  him.  —  Yillain ,  thou  shalt  find  — 

]JRzQA^  plucks  kit  Beard. 
Glo.    By  the  kind  gods,  't  is  most  ignobly  done 
To  pluck  me  by  the  beard. 
^^'    80  white,  andsucbatT8itot\ 


KING    LEAR.  63 

Glo.  Nanghtjltdf, 

These  ludrs,  which  thoa  dost  ravish  from  my  cbio , 
Will  qidckeD ,  and  accuse  thee.    I  am  yoar  host : 
With  robhers'  hands  my  hospitable  favoors 
Too  should  not  raffle  thas.    What  irill  you  do? 

Com.    Come ,  Sir ,  what  letters  had  you  late  from  France  7 
Reg.    Be  simple-answer'd ,  for  we  know  the  truth. 
Com.    And  what  confederacy  have  you  with  the  traitor^ 
liate  footed  in  the  kingdom? 

Regm  To  whose  hands 

HaTO  you  sent  the  lunatic  king?    Speak. 

Glo.    I  haye  a  letter  guessingly  set  down , 
Wliicb  came  from  one  that 's  of  a  neutral  heart , 
And  not  from  one  pppos'd. 

Com.  Cunning. 

Reg;''  And  false. 

Com.    Where  hast  thou  sent  the  king? 
Glo.  To  Dover. 

Reg.  Wherp/ore 

To  DoTef  7  Wa#t  thou  not  cbarg'd  at  peril  — 

Com.    Wherefore  to  pover?    Let  him  answer  that. 
Glo.    I  am  tied  to  the  stake ,  and  I  must  stand  the  course. 
Reg.    Wherefore  to  Dover? 
Glo.    Because  I  would  not  see  thy  cruel  nails 
Pluck  out  his  poor  old  eyes ;  nor  jLhy  fierce  sister 
Id  bis  anointed  flesh  rash  bearish  fangs. 
The  sea ,  with  such  a  storm  as  his  bare  head 
In  hell-black  night  endured ,  would  have  buoy'd  up , 
And  quench'd  thfi  stelled  fires ; 
Tet,  poor  old  heart,  he  holp  the  heavens  to  rain. 
If  wolves  hajd  at  thy  gajte  hp^Fd  that  stern  tinip , 
Thou  should'st  have  said ,  ' '  Good  porter ,  turn  the  key  /' 
All  cruels  else  subscribed :  but  I  shall  see 
The  winged  vengeance  overtake  such  childrep. 

Com.   JSejB  it  shalt  thou  never.  —  Fellows ,  bold  vVift  cVi^vc ,  — 
Upoa  these  ejes  of  thine  I  'II  set  my  too  t . 


64  KING    LEAR. 

Glo.    He,  that  will  think  to  live  till  he  be  old,  i 

Give  roe  some  help !  —  O  cruel!  0  ye  gods!  ^ 

Reg,    Oneside  will  moclc  another;  the  other  too.  i 

Cifm,    Ifyou  see,  vengeance, —  ^ 

Serv,  Hold  your  handy  mjlord*    ^ 

I  have  serv'd  you  ever  since  I  was  a  child ,  ' 

But  better  service  have  I  never  done  you ,  ^ 

Than  now  to  bid  you  hold.  * 

Reff.  How  now ^  yon  dog! 

Serv,    If  you  did  wear  a  beard  upon  your  chin ,  ^ 

I  'd  shake  it  on  this  quarrel.    What  do  you  mean? 

Cam,    My  villai n !  [Draws  and  runs  at  him. 

Serv.    Nay  then  ^  come  on,  and  take  the  chance  of  anger. 

[Draws,   Cornwall  is  wounded, 

Reg,    Give  me  thy  sword.    A  peasant  stand  up  thus ! 

Serv.    O ,  I  am  slain !  —  My  lord  ,  you  have  one  eye  left 
To  see  some  mischief  on  him.  —  O !  [Dies, 

Com,    Lest  it  see  more ,  prevent  it.  —  Out ,  vile  jelly ! 
Where  is  thy  lustre  now  ? 

Glo.   All  dark  and  comfortless.  —  Where 's  my  son  Edmund? 
Edmund ,  enkindle  all  the  sparks  of  nature , 
To  quit  this  horrid  act. 

Reg.  Out,  treacherous  villain ! 

Thou  cail'st  on  him  that  hates  thee :  it  was  he 
That  made  the  overture  of  thy  treasons  to  us, 
Who  is  too  good  to  pity  thee. 

Glo.    O  my  follies !  Then  Edgar  was  abns'd.  — 
Kind  gods,  forgive  me  that,  and  prosper  him ! 

Reg.    Go ,  thrust  him  out  at  gates,  and  let  him  smell 
His  way  to  Dover.  —  How  is 't^  my  lord?  How  look  yon? 

Corn.    I  have  received  a  hurt.  ■ —  Follow  me,  lady. 
Turn  out  that  eyeless  villain :  —  throw  this  slave 
Upon  the  dunghill.  —  Regan,  I  bleed  apace : 
Untimely  comes  this  hurt.    Give  me  your  arm. 

[Bant  Cornwall,  led  by  ^eqkh\  —  SwwanUtmftiiKf 
Glostkr,  and  lead  him  out. 
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1  Sen,    1 11  nerer  care  what  wickedness  I  do , 
'  this  man  comes  to  good. 

2  Serv,  If  she  Hyc  long , 
nd  in  the  end  meet  the  old  coarse  of  death , 
iTomen  will  all  tarn  monsters. 

1  Serv.    Let 's  follow  the  old  earl ,  and  get  the  Bedlam 
o  lead  him  where  he  would :  his  roguish  madness 

J  lows  itself  to  any  thing. 

2  Serv,    Go  thou:  1 11  fetch  some  flax,  and  whites  of  eggs, 
b  apply  to  his  bleeding  face.    Now,  heaven  help  him ! 

lExeuni  severally. 

ACT  IV.     SCENE  I. 

The  Heath. 
Enter  EoeAR. 
Edg.    Tet  better  thus,  and  known  to  be  contemn'd 
rban  still  contemn'd  and  flatter'd.    To  be  worst , 
rhe  lowest  and  most  dejected  thing  of  fortune , 
Stands  still  in  esperance,  lives  not  in  fear: 
The  lamentable  change  is  from  the  best; 
The  worst  returns  to  laughter.    Welcome,  then, 
rhoa  unsubstantial  air,  that  I  embrace : 
Ihe  wretch ,  that  thou  hast  blown  unto  the  worst. 
Owes  nothing  to  thy  blasts.  —  But  who  comes  here?  — 

Enter  GhOBTERf  led  by  an  old  Man, 
My  father,  poorly  led?  — World,  world,  O  world! 
But  that  thy  strange  mutations  make  us  hate  thee , 
Life  would  not  yield  to  age. 

Old  Man,    O  my  good  lord !  I  have  been  your  tenant,  and  your 
father^s  tenant ,  these  fourscore  years. 

Glo,    Away,  get  thee  away;  good  friend,  be  gone  i 
Thy  comforts  can  do  me  no  good  at  all; 
Tbee  the/  maj  hurt, 
OiaMan.    Alack,  Sit!  jou  cannot  see  ^out  nrj . 

i 
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Glo.    I  have  no  way,  and  therefore  want  no  eyes : 
I  stambled  when  I  saw.    Fall  oft 't  is  seen , 
Onr  mean  secures  as ;  and  our  mere  defects 
Prove  oar  commodities.  —  Ah !  dear  son  E^;ar , 
The  food  of  thy  abused  father's  wrath. 
Might  I  but  live  to  see  thee  in  my  touch , 
I  'd  say  I  had  eyes  again ! 

Old  Man.  How  now!  Who  *s  there? 

Edg,    lAsideJ]    O  gods!  Who  is  't  C9n  s^iy,  ''I  am  at  the 
worst?" 
I  am  worse  than  e'er  I  was. 

Old  Man,  'T  is  poor  mad  Tom. 

Edg,    {Ande.'l    And  worse  I  may  be  yet :  the  worst  is  not 
So  long  as  we  can  say,  '*This  is  the  worst." 

Old  Man.    Fellow,  where  goest? 

Glo.  '       Is  it  a  beggar-man? 

Old  Man.    Madman,  and  beggar  too. 

Glo,    He  has  some  reason ,  else  he  could  not  beg. 
r  the  last  night's  storm  I  such  a  fellow  saw , 
Which  made  me  think  a  man  a  worm :  ray  son 
Came  then  into  my  mind ;  and  yet  my  mind 
Was  then  scarce  friends  with  him :  I  have  heard  more  since. 
As  flies  to  wanton  boys ,  are  we  to  the  gods ; 
They  kill  us  for  their  sport. 

Edg,  lAside.l  How  should  this  be? — 

Bad  is  the  trade  that  must  play  fool  to  sorrow, 
Angering  itself  and  others.  [Tohim.l  Bless  thee,  master! 

Glo.    Is  that  the  naked  fellow? 

Old  Man.  Ay,  mylaid« 

Glo.    Then,  pr'ythee,  get  thee  gone.    If,  formyMht, 
Thou  Wilt  o'ertake  ns ,  hence  a  mile  or  twftin , 
r  the  way  toward  Dover ,  do  it  for  ancient  love ; 
And  bring  tome  eovering  for  this  naked  soal , 
Whom  I '  11  entreat  to  lead  me. 

Old  Man.  AUck,  Sir  t  he  is  mad. 

^lo.     'Tfs^  limes '  plaQue ,  w^«ii  ixiai4meii\«y^tukVC\TA. 
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Doaslbidtbee,  or nther do tbj pl«M«re ; 
Above  the  rest,  be  gone. 

OldMan.    I'Ubrioghimtbebest'parelUiatlbtTe, 
Come  on  *t  whtl  wfll.  {Exii. 

Glo,    Sirrah;  naked  feOow. 

Edg.    Poor  Tom 's  a-cold.  —  [Jtide.]    I  camiot  daub  it  lar- 
ther. 

Glo.    Come  hither,  fellow. 

Bdg.    [JsitU.2    And  yet  I  must.  —  [T&  Atm.]    Bless  thy 
sweet  eyes,  they  bleed. 

Glo.    Know'st  thou  the  way  to  Dover? 

Bdg.  Both  stile  and  gate,  horse-way  and  fooi-palh.  Poor 
Tom  hath  been  seared  out  of  his  good  wits :  bless  thee,  good  man's 
son,  from  the  fonl  fiend!  Five  fiends  have  been  in  poor  Tom  ai 
once;  of  lost,  asObidicot;  Hobbididanee ,  prince  of  dambness; 
Ifelni,  of  stealing;  Hodo,  of  murder;  and  Flibbertigibbet,  of 
moppmg  and  mowing,  who  since  possesses  ehamber-maids  and^ 
waiting-women.    So,  bless  thee,  master! 

Glo.    Here,  take  this  purse,  thou  whom  the  heavett'spMliMi 
Have  humbled  to  all  strokes :  that  I  am  wretehed , 
Hakes  thee  the  happier:  ^  Heavens,  deal  so  stifi ! 
Let  the  superfluous ,  and  lust-dieted  man , 
That  slaves  your  ordinance ,  that  will  not  see 
Because  he  doth  not  ftel ,  feel  your  power  qniekly ; 
So  distribution  should  undo  eieess , 
And  each  man  have  enough.  ~  Dost  thou  know  B<yver  T 

Edg.    Ay,  master. 

Gh.    There  is  a  cliff ,  whose  high  and  bending  head 
Looks  fearfoUy  in  the  confined  deep : 
Bring  me  but  to  the  very  brim  of  it , 
And  I  '11  repair  the  misery  thou  dost  bettr. 
With  sometMttg  rich  ahotat  me :  from  that  place 
I  shril  no  leading  need. 

Edg.  Give  me fhf  arm: 

Poor  Tom  shaU  lead  thee. 

\uflbettnX« 
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SCENE  11. 

Before  the  Duke  of  Albany's  Palace. 

Enter  Goderil  and  Edmund  ;  Oswald  meeting  them. 

Gon.    Welcome,  my  lord:  I  marvel,  our  mild  busband 
Not  met  us  on  the  way.  —  Now,  where 's  your  master? 

Osw,    Madam,  within;  but  never  man  so  chang'd. 
I  told  him  of  the  army  that  was  landed ; 
Hesmirdatit:  I  told  him,  you  were  coming ; 
His  answer  was ,  "The  worse : "  of  Gloster's  treachery , 
And  of  the  loyal  service  of  his  son , 
When  I  inform'd  him ,  thenhecairdmesot. 
And  told  me  I  had  turn'd  the  wrong  side  out. 
What  most  he  should  dislike ,  seems  pleasant  to  him ; 
What  like,  offensive. 

Cron.  Then,  shall  you  go  no  farther. 

[To  EdM UIVD* 

It  is  the  cowish  terror  of  his  spirit , 

That  dares  not  undertake :  he '  II  not  feel  wrongs , 

Which  tie  him  to  an  answer.    Our  wishes  on  the  way 

May  prove  effects.    Back,  Edmund,  to  my  brother; 

Hasten  his  musters ,  and  conduct  his  powers : 

I  must  change  arms  at  home,  and  give  the  distaff 

Into  my  husband's  hands.    This  trusty  servant 

Shall  pass  between  us :  ere  long  you  are  like  to  hear , 

If  you  dare  venture  in  your  own  behalf, 

A  mistress's  command.    Wear  this;  spare  speech; 

[Giving  a  Fawtur. 
Decline  your  head:  this  kiss,  ifit  durst  speak. 
Would  stretch  thy  spirits  up  into  the  air.  — 
Conceive ,  and  fare  thee  well. 

Edm.    Tours  in  the  ranks  of  death. 

Gon.  My  most  dear  Gloster ! 

[EaUEDUfiViD* 
O,  the  difference  of  man,  and  man! 
To  ibee  a  womao's  services  are  due : 
Mfy  fool  usarpa  mj  body. 
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0«w.  MAdtm,  here  comes  my  lord. 

[ExitOtWALD, 

Enter  JLlbaxy, 

dm.    I  biTO  i>e«n  worth  the  whistle. 

jilb:  OGonerill 

Toa  are  not  worth  the  dust  which  the  mde  wiod 
tlows  in  your  fiice.  —  I  fear  your  disposition : 
rhat  nature ,  which  contemns  its  origin , 
Cannot  be  border'd  certain  in  itself; 
(he  that  herself  will  sliver  and  disbranch 
Prom  her  material  sap ,  perforce  most  wither , 
knd  come  to  deadly  use. 

Cron.    No  more:  the  t(fit is  foolish. 

Alb.    Wisdom  and  goodness  to  the  vile  seem  vile ; 
Filths  savour  but  themselves.    What  have  you  done? 
Tigers,  not  daughters,  what  have  you  perform'd, 
A.  father,  and  a  gracious  aged  man , 
Whose  reverence  the  head-lugg'd  bear  would  lick. 
Most  barbarous,  most  degenerate !  have  you  madded. 
Could  my  good  brother  suffer  you  to  do  it? 
A  man,  a  prince,  by  him  so  benefited? 
If  that  the  heavens  do  not  their  visible  spirits 
Send  quickly  down  to  tame  these  vHe  offences , 
It  will  come. 

Humanity  must  perforce  prey  on  itself, 
Like  monsters  of  the  deep. 

Gon.  Milk-liver'd  man ! 

That  bear'st  a  cheek  for  blows ,  a  head  for  wrongs ; 
Who  hast  not  in  thy  brows  an  eye  discerning 
Thine  honour  from  thy  suffering ;  that  not  know'st , 
Fools  do  those  villains  pity,  who  are  punish'd 
Ere  they  have  done  their  mischief.    Where 's  thy  drum? 
France  spreads  his  banners  in  our  noiseless  land ; 
With  plumed  helm  thy  slayer  begins  threats ; 
Whilst  tboD,  a  moral  fool,  siU'st  still,  audciie&V« 
"AJse^f  wbjdoesbesoV 


70  KING   L£All. 

Alb.  Se^ih^kfelf,  devil! 

Pro|>br  debrmitj  seems  not  in  the  fiend 
So  horrid,  as  in  woman. 

Gon.  O  vain  fool ! 

Alb,    Thou  changed  and^'eff-c(Jter^<i  thing ,  tbir  Skune , 
Be-monster  not  thy  fbatare.    Were  it  my  fitness 
To  let  these  hands  obey  my  blb6^ , 
They  are  apt  enough  to  disilo^te  ikdA  iea)^ 
Thy  flesh  and  bones :  howe'^r  thdd  arl  i  ikH^ 
A  woman's  shape  doth  shield  thefe. 

Gon.    Harry,  your mj^hbod iibt^ ! — 

Enter  a  9iessen§^er. 

Alb.    What  news? 

Mess.    0 ,  tikf  goi)d lohl!  tfre  dike  olTtrornwiitt "s  dead; 
Slain  by  his  servikit ,  goidg  to  ptit  but 
The  other  eye  of  Glo^ter. 

Alb.  Glostfert  ^J« ! 

Mess.    A  sert^t  tllirt  he  httii ,  tiliriir<)  iM  iremorse , 
Oppos'd  against  it^ef  Act,  bending  his  ^W<nrd 
To  his  great  master;  who,  titereaV  eni^j^ld , 
Flew  on  him ,  and  amongst  tlieih  iHtti  hilti  dekd , 
But  not  without  that  hariniyil  stk'ok^ ,  fhicb  Mte 
Hath  pluck'd  him  after. 

Alb.  This  shows  you  are  above , 

Toujusticers,  that  these  our  fa<$t1^'ei*'ci4iilte 
So  speedily  can  venge !  —  But ,  0  poor  Gibisteif! 
Lost  he  his  other  eye  7 

Mess.  Bbth,  bo'lh,  liiyioVd.^ 

This  letter,  Madam,  crkif%dasp'eed:^iihsWe^; 
'T  is  from  your  steter. 

Gon.  [AHde.]    dn^  Wi^tlftediTslv^; 
But  being  wWKi¥,  iindniyijlbsteriitlih^, 
May  all  the  building  lb  Imy  fanby  pltiick 
Upon  my  hateful  life.    Anbiher  way , 
Jl^benewsisnotsbUrt.    [Tohtm.\    lllt^ii,  fe^ttfem^- 
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^Ib.    WberewasiHsbon,  ^en  iK^  did  take  his  e^M? 

Mess.    Come  with  ttiy  la^  hither. 

^Ib.  BeiSribthere. 

Mess.    No,  Aiy  good  ford;  I  ib^  hith  b;Abk  agaikr. 

^Ib.    Knows  he  the  wickedbesst 

Mess.    Ay,  my  good  lord;  't  was  he  inform'd  against  Ufn , 
A.nd  qoit  the  hottse ,  on  purpose  that  their  punishment 
Bffi^ht  have  the  flrter  course. 

Mb.  Gloster,  Hive 

To  thank  thee  for  the  love  th<hi  show'dst  the  king , 
And  to  revenge  thine  eye^.  ~  CoiUe  hither ,  friend : 
Tell  me  what  more  thou  know^t.  iBxttmt, 

SCENE  in. 

The  French  (Camp  near  Dover. 
Enter  Krvt,  ami  d  Gentleman. 

Kent,    Why  the  king  of  Frah«^  M  so  8udd<6ii1y  gbni^  hack, 
know  you  the  reason? 

Gent.    Something  be  1^  iMperi^ct  in  the  slate , 
Which  since  his  coming  forth  is  thought  of;  which 
Imports  to  the  kingdom  so  mtidi  feiar  and  diiitt|;t^, 
That  his  p^rsond  return  was  most  required , 
And  necfessaty. 

Kent.    Whom  hath  he  left  behind  him  getaeral? 

Gent.    The  Bfareschal  of  Janice,  Honlsieui' fife  t^r. 

Kent.    Did  your  letters  pierce  tlie  qttleen  to  atly  diefh(ytt!Btration 
of  grief? 

Gent.    Ay,  Shr;  sh^tooktheU,  i^M  thM  fib  lii^ ^es«iltoe ; 
And  now  and  then  an  an^  i^ii  trill'd  d!6t^ 
Her  delicate  cheek:  itseatii*d,  ^eWasA^tuee^ 
Over  her  passion,  who,  iaf](6iitrftlMil-Iikb, 
Sought  to  be  king  o'er  V^. 

Kent.  0!  then  it  iiiV)V'd  her. 

Gent.    Not  16  ^r^:  p^ieifct>  khd  sorrow  strove 
Who  shonJd^i^sbd^gfd^dlie^i.    tot^  l^ve  ^^ 
SansA/ae  and  rain  St  once:  her  smfl^i  aid  l^kti 
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Were  like  a  better  May :  those  happy  smilets , 
That  play'd  oq  her  ripe  lip ,  seem'd  not  to  know 
What  gaests  were  in  her  eyes ;  which  parted  ihenee , 
As  pearb  from  diamonds  dropp'd.  —  In  brief,  sorrow 
Would  be  a  rarity  most  belov'd;  if  all 
Could  so  become  it 

Kent.  Made  she  no  verbal  question  ? 

Gent,    'Faith,  once,  or  twice,  she  heaVd  the  name  of ''fa- 
ther" V 
Pantini^y  forth ,  as  if  it  press'd  her  heart; 
Cried,  '*  Sisters!  sisters!  —  Shame  of  ladies!  sisters! 
EentI  father!  sisters!    What?  i' the  storm?  i' the  night? 
Let  pity  not  be  believed ! "  —  There  she  shook 
The  holy  water  from  her  heavenly  eyes , 
And  clamour  moisten'd:  then,  away  she  started 
To  deal  with  grief  alone. 

Kent.  It  is  the  stars, 

The  stars  above  us ,  govern  our  conditions ; 
Else  one  self  mate  and  mate  could  not  beget 
Such  different  issues.    Tou  spoke  not  with  her  since? 

Gent.    No. 

Rent.    Was  this  before  the  king  retum'd? 
^     Gent.  Mo,  since. 

Rent.    Well,  Sir,  the  poor  distress'd  Lear 's  i' the  town , 
Who  sometime,  in  his  better  tune ,  remembers 
What  we  are  come  about ,  and  by  no  means 
Will  yield  to  see  his  daughter. 

Gent.  Why,  good  Sir? 

Kent   Jl  sovereign  shame  so  elbows  him ;  his  own  uokindness. 
That  stripped  her  from  his  benediaion ,  turn'd  her 
To  foreign  casualties ,  gave  her  dear  rights 
To  his  dog-hearted  daughters:  these  things  sting 
His  mind  so  venomously,  that  burning  shame 
Detains  him  from  Cordelia. 

Gent.  Alack,  poor  gentleman ! 

Ment.    Of  Albany's  and  Cornwall's  powers  you  heard  not? 

^an/.    T /s  50  thej  are  afoot. 
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Keni.    Well,  Sir,  1 11  bring  you  to  our  mister  Lear, 
[  leave  joa  to  attend  him.    8ome  dear  cause 

I  in  concealment  wrap  me  up  awhile : 

en  I  am  known  aright,  you  shall  not  grieve 

ding  me  this  acquaintance.    I  pray  you,  go 

Qg  with  me.  lExeuni. 

SCENE  iV. 

The  Same.    A  Tent. 
Junior  Cordelia,  Physieian,  andSoldien. 
Cor.    Alack!  His  he:  why,  he  was  met  even  now 
mad  as  the  vex'd  sea :  singing  aloud ; 
>wn'd  with  rank  fomiter,  and  furrow  weeds,     . 
ith hoar-docks,  hemlock,  nettles,  cuckoo-flowers, 
mel ,  and  all  the  idle  weeds  that  grow 
our  sostaining  corn.  —  A  century  send  forth ; 
arch  every  acre  in  the  high-grown  field , 
id  bring  him  to  our  eye.  [ExU  an  Officer.]  —  What  can  man's 

wisdom, 
the  restoring  his  bereaved  sense? 
»,  that  hel|^  him,  take  all  my  outward  worth. 

Phy.    There  is  means,  Madam: 
ir  foster-nurse  of  nature  is  repose , 
le  which  he  lacks ;  that  to  provoke  in  him , 
re  many  simples  operative ,  whose  power 
in  close  the  eye  of  anguish. 

Cor.  All  bless'd  secrets, 

II  yon  unpublish'd  virtues  of  the  earth , 

pring  with  my  tears!  be  aidant,  and  remediate , 

1  the  good  man's  distress! —  Seek,  seek  for  him; 

et  his  ungovem'd  rage  dissolve  the  life 

hat  wants  the  means  to  lead  it.  ' 

Enter  a  Messenger. 
Mess.  News,  Bladam: 

lie BHdsb powers  are  marching  hitherward. 
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Cor.    'T  is  known  b^fote;  our  preparation  sUfid^  .H 

In  expectation  of  them.  -^  O  dear  father!  '  lii! 
It  is  thy  business  that  I  go  abbtit , 

Therefore  great  France  :  Ifa 

My  mourning,  and  important  tears,  batk  pitied'.  ',itti 

No  blown  ambition  doth  our  arms  incite ,  *^^ 

But  love,  dear  love,  and  our  ag'd  father's  right.  ill 

Soon  may  I  hear,  and  see  him!  {ExewiU\\ 

U 

A  Room  in  Gjlostbr's  Castle^  % 


SCENE  V. 

1  in  Gjlostbr's 

EfOer  Rb»av  attd  OsWjibd. 


Reg,    But  are  niy  brother's  powers  6et  fbrtht  4 

Osw*    Ay,  Madam. 


1.1 
Reg,    Himself  in  person  there?  1 

Osw.  Bhdatt,  withtmiehidb:      ^j 

Tour  sisti^r  is  the  better  soldier.  1 

Reg.    Lord  Edmund  spake  not  With  your  lord  at  home?    .        \ 

Osw.    No,  Madam. 

Reg.    What  might  import  my  sister's  letter  Id  hitif  T 

Osto.    I  know  not,  lady. 

Reg.    'Faith,  he  is  posted  hence  on  serious  matter. 
It  was  great  ignorance,  Gloster's  eyes  bein^  out , 
To  let  him  live :  where  he  arrives  he  moves 
All  hearts  against  us.    Edmund,  I  think,  is  gone. 
In  pity  of  his  misery ,  to  despatch 
His  nighted  life ;  moreover,  to  descry 
The  strength  0'  the  enemy. 

Oiw.    I  miAt  needs:  after  him,  Madaim,  widiUiylftlteh 

Reg.    Our  troops  set  forth  to-morroW:  StayWitihUft; 
The  ways  are  dangerous. 

Ono.  I  may  not,  Madam; 

Hj  lady  charg'd  my  duty  in  this  business. 

iS^T.     H^jshoMd  she  write  Vo¥.dm\uid1    Vi^Unot'toQ 
Tnnsport  ber  purposes  by  ^W)td1    HtlSlft  > 


KING    LKAR.  75 

SomeUiiDg^IkiKnrBOtwlitt-*  I 'U  loTe  thte  noeh ; 
Let  me  nMed  Um  l«tl«r. 

Osw.  MAdim,  I  hid  rather  — 

Beg.    I  know  your  lady  does  Dot  love  her  hnaband , 
I  am  sore  of  that;  and,  at  her  late  being  here, 
tte  gave  strange  leiUads ,  and  most  speaking  looks 
To  noble  Edmund.    I  know ,  you  are  of  her  bosom. 

Ono.    I,  Madam? 

R&g.    I  speak  in  understanding:  y'are,  I  know  it; 
Therefore,  I  do  advise  yon ,  take  this  note : 
My  lord  Is  dead ;  Edmund  and  I  have  talk'd , 
And  more  convenient  iA  he  for  my  hand , 
Than  for  your  lady's.  —  Tou  may  gather  more. 
If  you  do  find  him,  pray  you,  give  him  this; 
And  when  your  mistress  hears  thus  much  from  yon, 
I  pray ,  desire  her  call  her  wisdom  to  her : 
So ,  &re  you  well. 

If  yon  do  ehance  to  hear  of  that  blind  traitor, 
Preferment  falls  on  him  that  cuts  him  off. 

Osw,    Would  I  could  meet  him ,  Madant  I  would  show 
What  party  I  do  foUow. 

Reg.  Fare  thee  well.  iBmntnt. 

SCENE  VI. 

The  Country  near  Dover. 

Enter  Gloster  ,  and  Edoar  dressed  like  a  Peasant* 

Glo,    When  shall  I  come  to  the  lop  of  that  same  hiU? 

Edg.    Tou  do  climb  up  it  now:  look,  how  we  labour. 

Cr(e»    M^thjioks,  the  ground  is  even. 

Edg.  Horrible  steep : 

Hark!  do  you  hear  the  sea? 

Glo.  No,  truly. 

Edg.,    Why,  then  your  other  senses  grow  imperfect 
By  your  ejea*  aagaisb. 

^^'  SowMjUbe,  indeed. 
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Methinks,  thy  Toice  is  alter'd ;  and  thoa  speak'st 
In  better  phrase ,  and  matter ,  than  thou  didst. 

Edg.    T'  are  much  deceiy'd :  in  nothing  am  I  chang'd , 
But  in  my  garments. 

Glo.  Methinks ,  y*  are  better  spoken. 

Edg,    Come  on,  Sir;  here  's  the  place:  stand  still.  —  H 
fearful , 
And  dizzy  H  is  to  cast  one's  eyes  so  low'! 
The  crows,  and  choughs,  that  wing  the  midway  air, 
Show  scarce  so  gross  as  beetles :  halfway  down 
Hangs  one  that  gathers  samphire ;  dreadful  trade ! 
Methinks ,  he  seems  no  bigger  than  his  head. 
The  fishermen ,  that  walk  upon  the  beach , 
Appear  like  mice ;  and  yond'  tall  anchoring  bark , 
Diminish'dtohercock;  her  cock,  a  buoy 
Almost  too  small  for  sight.    The  murmuring  surge , 
That  on  th*  unnumber'd  idle  pebbles  chafes , 
Cannot  be  heard  so  high.  —  I  '11  look  no  more ; 
Lest  my  brain  turn ,  and  the  deficient  sight 
Topple  down  headlong. 

Glo,  ISet  me  where  you  stand. 

Edi^,    Give  me  your  hand ;  you  are  now  within  a  foot 
Of  th'  extreme  verge :  for  all  beneath  the  moon 
Would  I  not  leap  upright. 

Glo.  Let  go  my  hand. 

Here,  friend,  is  another  purse;  in  it,  a  jewel 
Well  worth  a  poor  man's  taking :  fairies,  and  gods. 
Prosper  it  with  thee !  Go  thou  farther  off; 
Bid  me  farewell ,  and  let  me  hear  thee  going. 

Edg,    Now  fare  you  well,  good  Sir. 

Glo.  With  all  my  heart. 

Edg.^    Why  I  do  trifle  thus  with  his  despair , 
Is  done  to  cure  it. 

Glo.  0,  you  mighty  gods! 

This  world  I  do  renounce ,  and  in  your  sights 
Shake patientlj  mj  great  affliction  off*, 
Ifl  could  bear  itlongti^  andnoltaA 
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To  qfuarrel  with  joor  great  opposeless  wUls, 

Mysnaff,  and  loathed  put  of  nature,  shoald 

Born  itself  oat.    If  Edgar  live,  O,  bless  him ! — 

Now,  fellow,  f)u«  thee  well.  [Heleap$^  andfalU  mlong. 

Edg.  Gone,  Sir:  farewell. — 

And  yet  I  know  not  how  conceit  may  rob 
The  treasury  of  life,  when  life  itself 
Yields  to  the  theft:  had  he  been  where  he  thought. 
By  this  had  thought  been  past.  —  AUyc  ,  or  dead? 
Ho ,  you  Sir!  friend !;—  Hear  you ,  Sir?  —  speak ! 
Thus  might  h^  pass  indeed ;  —  yet  he  revives. 
What  are  yon,  Sir? 

Glo.  Away,  and  let  me  die. 

Edg,    Hadst  thou  been  aught  bat  gossamer,  feathers,  air. 
So  many  fathom  down  precipitating , 
Thou  'dst  shivered  like  an  egg :  but  thou  dost  breathe ; 
Hast  heavy  substance;  bleed'stnot;  speak'st;  art  sound. 
Ten  masts  at  each  make  not  the  altitude , 
Which  thou  hast  perpendicularly  fell : 
Tl^  life 's  a  miracle.    Speak  yet  again. 
Glo,    But  have  I  fallen ,  or  no? 
Edg,    From  the  dread  summit  of  this  chalky  bourn. 
Look  up  a  height;  the  shrill-gorg'd  lark  so  far 
Cannot  be  seen  or  heard :  do  but  look  up. 

Glo.    Alack!  I  have  no  eyes. — 
Is  wretchedness  depriv'd  that  benefit , 
To  end  itself  by  death?  T  was  yet  some  comfort, 
When  misery  could  beguile  the  tyrant's  rage , 
And  frustrate  his  proud  will. 

Edg.  Give  me  your  arm : 

Up :  —  so;  —  how  is 't?  Feel  you  your  legs?  You  stand. 
Glo.    Too  well,  too  well. 

Edg,  This  is  above  all  strangeness. 

Upon  the  crown  o'  the  cliff,  what  thing  was  that 
Which  parted  from  you? 

Glo,  A  poor  an  fortunate  be^i . 

^4r.    As Isiood here  below,  methought,  bise^ta 
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Were  two  fall  moons;  be  bad  i|  tbous^iid  nose^ , ,  '-^ 

Horns  whelk'd,  and  ^^v'd  like  t^ecMld^ed^iBf:  ^ 

It  was  some  fiend;  tbereforiB,  thjoqbsippjflit^,  ^ 

Tbwk  that tbecleiMrest gods,  wbo  ma^ fheip  boqours  t 

Of  men's  impossibilities ,  bave  preserv'd  tfaiee.  «i 

Glo.    I  do  remember  now :  bencefortb  I  *l\  )>^ar  V 

Affliction,  till  it  do  cry  oat  itself  4 

'^Enoagb,  enoagbl"  and  die.    Tl^^t  tbiqg  yoa  sp/eak  f)^,  ^ 

I  took  It  for  a  man ;  often 't  would  say ,  ii 

<  <  The  fiend ,  the  fiend : "  )li0  led  me  tQ  tfisi  plfice.  « 

Edg,    Bear  free  and  patent  tbooc^^.-~)BiAtw]^pc<»p99lier«-?  ) 

I 

Enter  Lbar  ,  fantastically  dressed  ynth  wild  Flowers.  j 

The  ^fer  sense  will  ne'er  accpmmodajte  t 

His  master  thas.  ) 

Lear.    No,  they  cannot  loach  me  for  iCf^f p|fig;  ||[^,th^kifg    i 
himself.  i 

Edg.    0,  thon  side-piercing  sight!  \ 

Lear.  Nature  's  above  art  in  tl|Lat  tfiSfj^^U  rr  Jkfifi^  '»  799^  ii 
press-money.  That  fellow  bandies  his  bow  l|l^p  ^  prow-)|RBepef :  ) 
draw  me  a  clothier's  yard.  —  Look,  Iqq^I  a  .mow^e.  ]Peace,  i 
peace!  —  this  piece  of  toasted  cheesy  will  ,do  't*  —  there  'a  my  ; 
gauntlet ;  I  '11  prove  itjon  a  giant.  —  9png  i^  thjo  bcowii  b^lls.  —  < 
O,  well  flown,  bird!  >-  j'  the  clout,  1'  tbe  dout:  bewghl  7- 
Giye  the  word. 

Edff,    Sweet  marjoram. 

Lear.    Pass. 

Glo.    I  know  that  voice. 

Lear,  Ha!  Goneril!  »  with  a  wlute  be^!  —  Xbey  ^f t^fx'd 
me  like  a  dog;  and  told  me,  I  had  white  hairs  in  my  beard,  ere 
the  black  ones  were  there.  To  say  **fy,"  ^,4  "no,"  tp  every 
thing  I  said!  —  *'Ay"  and  **no"  too  Ws  Up  good  dj^iripity. 
When  the  rain  came  to  wet  me  once ,  and  the  wind  to  makje  me 
chatter ,  when  the  thunder  would  not  peace  at  my  bid4ing ,  there  I 
found  'em,  there  I  smelt  'em  out.  Go  to,  they  are  not  mevijo' 
iheJr  words:  Ibey  told  me  I  ^as  every  thing;  't  is  a  lie ,  I  am  not 
agae-prooL 
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do.    The  trick  of  that  voice  I  do  veil  remtmbir : 
Is'iDotthekiog? 

Ir««r,  Ay,  every  ipch  a  king: 

WheoIdosUre,  eee,  howtherafajeetqiMkee. 
I  pardon  that  man's  life :  what  was  thy  eaaae  Y — 
▲dulterj,  -^ 

Tboaihabvotdie:  die  for  adultery?  No: 
The  irroB  goee  to 't ,  and  the  soudl  filded  fly 
XkMs  lecher  ia  »y  ci^^ 
Let  copulation  thrfve;  for  Gloster'a  bastard  am 
Was  kinder  to  his  father ,  than  my  daughters 
GoC  'iweeo  the  lawful  sheets. 
To'i.  luxury,  pell-mell,  fiorlltekaoldierib^ 
Behold  yond'  simpering  dame , 
Whose  fiice  between  her  forks  presageth  snow ; 
That  minces  virtufl,  and  does  shake  the  head 
To  hear  of  pleasure's  name ; 
The  fitchew,  nor  the  soiled  horse ,  goes  to 't 
With  a  more  riotous  appetite. 
Down  from  the  waist  they  are  centaurs , 
Though  women  all  above : 
But  to  the  girdle  do  the  gods  inherit. 

Beneath  is  ali  the  fiends :  there 's  hell ,  there 's  darkness ,  there  is 
the  sulphurous  pit,  burning,  scalding,  stench,  consumption ;  «^ 
fie,  fie,  fie!  pah;  pah  I    Give  mean  ounce  of  civet,  good  apo- 
thecary, to  sweeten  my  imagination :  there 's  money  for  thee. 
Cr/o.    O,  let  me  kiss  that  hand  I 
Lear,    Let  me  wipe  it  first;  it  smells  of  mortality. 
Glo.    0  ruin'd  piece  of  nature  I    This  great  worid 
Shall  so  wear  out  to  nought.  —  Dost  thou  know  me? 

Lear.  I  remember  thine  eyes  well  enough.  Dost  thou  squiny 
at  me?  No,  do  thy  worst,  blind  Cupid;  I  'U  not  love.  •*«- Bead 
thou  this  challenge :  mark  but  the  peoping  of  it. 

Gh*    Were  all  the  letters  suns,  I  could  not  see  one. 
Edg.    1  yould  not  take  this  from  report;  itis. 
And  my  heart  breaks  at  it. 
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Glo.    What!  with  the  case  of  eyes? 

Lear.  O,  ho!  aro  yon  there  with  me ?  No  eyes  in  you 
nor  no  money  in  your  purse?  Your  eyes  are  in  a  heavy  cast 
purse  in  a  light :  yet  you  see  how  this  world  goes. 

Glo.    I  see  it  feelingly. 

Lear,    What,  art  mad?  A  man  may  see  how  this  worl 
with  no  eyes.    Look  with  thine  ears:  see  how  yond*  justi 
upon  yond'  simple  thief.     Hark,  in  thine  ear:  change 
and,  handy-dandy,  which  is  the  justice,  which  is  thetti 
Thou  hast  seen  a  farmer's  dog  bark  at  a  beggar? 

Glo.    Ay,  Sir. 

Lear.  And  (he  creature  run  from  the  cur?  Thei 
might*st  behold  the  great  image  of  authority:  a  dog  's  ol 
office.  — 

Thou  rascal  beadle.,  hold  thy  bloody  hand ! 
W*hy  dost  thou  lash  that  whore?    Strip  thine  own  back ; 
Thou  hotly  lust'st  to  use  her  in  that  kind 
For  which  thou  whipp'st  her.    The  usurer  hangs  the  cozcnc 
Through  talter'd  clothes  small  vices  do  appear; 
Robes,  and  furr'd  gowns,  hide  all.    Plate  sin  with  gold , 
And  the  strong  lance  of  justice  hurtless  breaks: 
Arm  it  in  rags ,  a  pigmy's  straw  doth  pierce  it. 
None  does  offend,  none,  I  say,  none ;  I  'II  able  'em : 
Take  that  oCme ,  my  friend ,  who  have  the  power 
To  seal  th'  accuser's  lips.    Get  thee  glass  eyes ; 
And,  like  a  scurvy  politician ,  seem 
To  see  the  things  thou  dost  not. — Now,  now,  now,  now 
Pull  oflf  my  boots:  harder,  harder;  so. 

Edg,    O,  matter  and  impertinencymix'd! 
Reason  in  madness ! 

Lear.    If  thou  wilt  weep  my  fortunes ,  take  my  eyes. 
I  know  thee  well  enough ;  thy  name  Is  Gloster : 
Thou  must  be  patient.    We  came  crying  hither : 
Thou  know'st,  the  first  time  that  we  smell  the  air 
We  wawl ,  and  cry.    I  will  preach  to  th<e :  mark  me. 

^/a.    Alackl  alack  the da^ I 
Zear.    When  wc  arc  born »  ^e  crj  VkaX"*^  wft  ««»» 
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To  this  great  stage  of  fools.  —  This  a  good  block?  — 
t  were  a  delicate  stratagem ,  to  shoe 
L  troop^  of  horse  with  felt:  I  *ll  put  it  in  proof; 
Lnd  when  I  ha?e  stolen  upon  these  sons-in-law, 
rheo,  kiU,  kill,  kill,  kill,  kill,  kill. 

Enter  a  Gentleman  with  Attendant** 

Gent,    O !  here  he  is :  lay  hand  upon  him.  —  Sir, 
four  most  dear  daughter  — 

Lear,    No  rescue?    What!  a  prisoner?    I  am  even 
Hie  natural  fool  of  fortune.  —  Use  me  iteil ; 
Ifou  shall  have  ransom.    Let  me  have  a  surgeon , 
[  am  cut  to  the  brains. 

Gent,  Ton  shall  have  any  thing. 

Lear,    No  seconds?    All  myself? 
Why ,  this  would  make  a  man ,  a  man  of  salt. 
To  use  his  eyes  for  garden  water-pots. 
Ay ,  and  for  laying  autumn's  dusL 

Gent,  Good  Sir,  — 

Lear    I  will  die  bravely , 
Like  a  smug  bridegroom.    What !  I  will  be  jovial. 
Come,  come;  I  am  a  king,  my  masters,  know  you  that? 

Gent,    You  are  a  royal  one ,  and  we  obey  you. 

Lear,    Then  there 's  life  in  it.    Nay,  an  you  get  it,  you  shall 
get  it  by  running.     Sa,  sa,  sa,  sa.     [Exit:  AttendatUs/otiow^ 

Gent.    A  sight  most  pitiful  in  the  meanest  wretch , 
Past  speaking  of  in  a  king !  —  Thou  hast  one  daughter. 
Who  redeems  nature  from  the  general  curse 
Which  twain  have  brought  her  to. 

£dff.    Hail,  gentle  Sir! 

Cent,  Sir,  speed  you:  what 's  your  will? 

Edg,    Do  you  hear  aught ,  Sir,  ofa  battle  toward? 

Gent,    Most  sure,  and  vulgar:  every  one  hears  that  ^ 
Which  can  distinguish  sound. 

^^'  But,  byyourfaNOUt) 

Bbw  near 's  tbe  other  army  T 
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Gent.    Near,  and  on  speedy  foot;  tk^  main  doMiy 
Stands  oa  the  hourly  thought* 

Edg.  I  thank  yiou  ^  Sir:  tJMt  's  alL 

Gent.    Though  that  the  queen  on  fecial  ca«aa  it  here » 
Her  army  is  mov'd  on. 

Edg.  I  thank  you ,  Sir.  iExit  GmiL 

Glo.    Ton  ever-gentle  gods,  take  my  breath  from  me: 
Let  not  my  worser  spirit  tempt  me  again 
To  die  before  you  please ! 

Edg.  Well  pray  yon^^  faAher. 

Glo.    NoWft  good  Sir,  what  are  yo«r? 

Edg.    A  most  poor  man,  made  tame  to  fortuneli  Uoir»; 
Who ,  by  the  art  of  known  and  feeling: sorrows.. 
Am  pregnant  to  good  pity.    Give  me  your  hand , 
I  '11  lead  you  to  some  bilding. 

Glo.  Hearty.  thank»; 

The  bounty  and  the  heniaon  of  heaven 
To  boot,  and  boot! 

Enter  f^yfJO^B^ 

Osw.  A  prociaim'd  prize !    Most  ha|^y ! 

That  eyeless  head  of  thine  was  first  fram'd  ile^ 
To  raise  my  fortunes.  -^  Thou  old uoh'appy  traitor, 
Briefly  thyself  remember:  -—  the  sword  is  out 
That  must  destroy  thee. 

Glo.  Now  let  thy  friendly  hand 

Put  strength  enough  to  it.  [EneAR  (nttrp^MM* 

Osw.  Wherefore,  bold  peasant, 

Dar'st  thou  support  a  published  traitor  ?    Hence ; 
Lest  that  th^  infection  of  his  fortune  take 
Like  hold  on  thee.    Let  go  his  arm. 

Edg,    Chill  not  let  go,  zir,  without  varther 'casion. 

Otw.    Let  go,  slave,  orthoudiest. 

Edg.    Good  gentleman ,  go  your  gait,  and  let  poor  volk  pass. 

And  ch'ud  ha'  been  zwagger'd  out  of  my  life,  *t  would  not  ha*'  been 

zo  long  as  't  is  by  a  vortnight.    Nay^  come  not  near  the  old  maa; 

keep  out,  che  vor'ye,.  or  Ise  try  whether  your  costard  or  my  hallow 

Jbe  the  harder.    Ch*ill  be  plain  wUh^om. 
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Osw.    Oat,  daDghill! 

Edg.  Ch'ill  pick  xoar  teeth ,  zir.  Come;  do  natter  Tor  jour 
foins.  [They  fight;  ondEi^BXK  knocks  him  dawn. 

One,    SlaTe ,  thou  hast  slain  me.  —  Yillain ,  take  mj  purse. 
It  ever  A«o  wili  thriTe ,  bury  my  body ; 
And  give  the  letters ,  which  thoo  find'st  about  me , 
To  Edmund  earl  of  Gloster :  seek  him  out 
Upeu  the  British  parly:  —  O ,  untimely  death !  \DUm, 

Edg.    I  know  thee  well:  a  serviceable  villain ; 
As  duteous  to  the  vices  of  thy  mistress, 
As  badaess  would  desire. 

GU^  What!  ishedead7 

Edg,    Sit  you  down,  father;  rest  you. — 
Let's  see  his  pockets:  these  letters ,  that  he  speaks  of. 
May  be  my  friends.  —  He 's  dead;  I  am  only  sorry 
He  had  no  other  death's-man.  —  Let  us  see :  — 
Leave,  gentle  wax;  and,  manners,  blame  us  not: 
To  know  our  enemies'  minds,  we  rip  their  hearts. 
Their  papers  is  more  lawful. 

[Reads,}  **  Let  our  reciprocal  vows  be  remembered.  Tou  hav« 
many  opportunities  to  cut  him  oif:  if  your  will  want  not,  time  and 
place  will  be  fruitfully  offered.  There  is  nothing  done,  if  he  re- 
turn the  conqueror;  then,  am  I  the  prisoner,  and  his  bed  my  gaol, 
from  the  loathed  warmth  whereof  deliver  me ,  and  supply  the  place 
for  your  labour. 

"Your  (wife,  soIwouM^ay) 

* '  affectionate  servant , 

CiONltRUb." 

0 ,  undistinguish'd  space  of  woman*s  wiB! 
A  plot  upon  her  virtuous  husband's  life ; 
And  the  exchange,  my  brother!  —  Here,  inthe£ao4a, 
Thee  I  '11  rake  up ,  the  post  unsanctified 
Of  murderous  lechers ;  and  in  the  mature  time , 
With  this  ungracious  paper  strike  the  sight 
Of  the  death-practis'4  duke.    For  him  't  is  well « 
Thst  ottbfdeBih  snd  business  I  can  tell, 
/as?,    TheJuagismadi  bow  stilT  is  mv  \\le  seustt  , 
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That  I  stand  up ,  and  have  ingenioos  reefing 

Of  m  J  huge  sorrows !    Better  I  were  distract ; 

80  should  my  thoughts  be  sever'd  from  my  griefs. 

And  woes,  by  wrong  imaginations,  lose 

The  knowledge  of  themselves.  [Drum  qfiw  ^ffi 

Edg.  Gi?e  me  your  band : 

Far  off,  methinks,  I  hear  the  beaten  drum. 
Come,  father;  1 'U  bestow  you  with  a  friend.  {ExnmL 

SCENE  VII. 

A  Tent  in  the  French  Camp.    Lear  on  a  Bed^  asleep;  Doetor^ 
Gentleman^  and  Others,  attending:  EnterCoKDELiA  andKEHT* 

Cor,    O  thou  good  Kent !  how  shall  I  live ,  and  work , 
To  match  thy  goodness?    My  life  will  be  too  short, 
And  every  measure  fail  me. 

Kent.    To  be  acknowledg'd ,  Madam,  iso*er-paid. 
All  my  reports  go  with  the  modest  truth; 
Nor  more,  norclipp*d,  but  so. 

Cor.  Be  better  suited : 

These  weeds  are  memories  of  those  worser  hours. 
Ipr*ythee,  put  them  off. 

^071^  Pardon  me,  dear  Madam; 

Yet  to  be  known  shortens  my  made  intent : 
My  boon  I  make  it ,  that  you  know  me  not , 
Till  time  and  I  think  meet. 

Cor^    Then  be 't  so,  my  good  lord.  —  How  does  the  king? 

iTo  tfie  Physician^ 

Doct.    Madam,  sleeps  still. 

Cor.    O,  you  kind  gods, 
Cure  this  great  breach  in  his  abased  nature ! 
Th'untun'd  and  jarring  senses,  O,  wind  up 
Of  this  child-changed  father! 

Doct.  So  please  your  majesty , 

That  we  may  wake  the  king?  he  hath  slept  long. 

Car.    Be  governed  by  your  kno'wVed^^^  ^lid^t^cftftd 
I'lbe  swaf  of  your  own  will.    Is  he  atta^'^t 
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Doet,    Ay ,  Ifadam ;  in  the  hetviness  of  his  sleep. 
We  put  fresh  garments  on  him. 

Kerd.    Good  Ifadam,  be  by  when  we  do  awake  him ; 
I  doubt  not  of  his  temperance. 

Car.  Very  well.  [MMii§. 

Doet.    Please  yon,  draw  near.  ~  Louder  the  music  there. 

Cor.    O  my  dear  father !    Restoration,  hang 
Thy  medicine  on  my  lips ;  and  let  this  kiss 
Bepair  those  Tiolent  harms ,  that  my  two  sisters 
Have  in  thy  reverence  made ! 

Xent.  Kind  and  dear  princess ! 

Cor.    Had  you  not  been  their  father ,  these  white  flakes 
Had  challenged  pity  of  them.    Was  this  a  face 
To  be  expos'd  against  the  warring  winds? 
To  stand  against  the  deep  dread-bolted  thunder? 
In  the  most  terrible  and  nimble  stroke 
or  quick ,  cross  lightning?  to  watch  (poor  perdu !) 
With  this  thin  helm?  Mine  enemy's  dog, 
Though  he  had  bit  me,  should  have  stood  that  night 
Against  my  fire;  and  wast  thou  fain ,  poor  father. 
To  hovel  thee  with  swine,  and  rogues  forlorn , 
Iq  short  and  musty  straw?  Alack,  alack! 
T  is  wonder ,  that  thy  life  and  wits  at  once 
Had  not  concluded  all.  —  He  wakes;  speak  to  him. 

Doct    Ifadam,  do  you;  'tis  fittest. 

Cor.    How  does  my  royal  lord  ?  How  fares  your  majesty  T 

Lear.    Tou  do  me  wrong,  to  take  me  out  o' the  grave. — 
Thou  art  a  soul  in  bliss ,  but  I  am  bound 
Upon  a  wheel  of  fire ,  that  mine  own  tears 
'  Do  scald  like  molten  lead. 

Cor.  Sir,  do  you  know  me? 

Lear.    Tou  are  a  spirit,  I  know.    Where  did  you  die? 

Cor.    Still,  still,  far  wide. 

Doet.    He's  scarce  awake:  let  him  alone  awhile. 

Lear.    Where  have  I  been ?  Where  am  I? — Fair  daylight T— 
I  am  mightily  abus'd.  —  J  should  even  die  with  p\l| 
ToseeMDotberthus.  —  Ikaownoi  what  to  say.  — 
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I  Will  not  swwr,  tlMse  ai<e  my  hMd9 : --- Ie( '8  see ; 
I  feel  this  pin  prick.    Would  I  were  sssar'd 
OfmyconditlOD! 

Cor,  O!  look  upon  me,  ^hr, 

And  bold  your  bauds  in  benediction  o'er  me.  — 
No ,  Sir ,  you  must  not  kneel. 

Lear.  ^ey^  do  not  mock  106: 

I  am  a  very  foolisb  fond  old  man , 
Fourscore  and  upward ,  not  an  hour  n>ore  nor  less ; 
And,  to  deal  plainly, 
I  fear,  I  am  not  in  my  perfect  mind. 
Metbinks,  I  should  know  yofo,  and  know  this  man ; 
Yet  I  am  doubtful ,  for  I  am  mainly  ignorant 
What  place  this  is;  and  all  the  skill  I  have 
Remembers  not  these  garments;  nor  I  know  not 
Where  I  did  lodge  last  night.    Do  not  laugh  at  me , 
For,  aslamaman^  I  tbii&  this  hdy 
To  be  my  child  Cordelia. 

Cor.  And  so  I  am,  lam. 

Lear.    Be  your  tears  wet?  Tes,  'faith.    I  pray,  weep  not r 
If  you  have  poison  for  me,  t  will  drink  it* 
I  know,  you  do  not  love  me ;  for  your  sisters 
HaTe^  as  I  do  remember,  dene  me  wrong: 
Tou  have  some  tanse,  tb^  have  net. 

Cor.  No  cause,  ttocatis^. 

£e«i*.    AmIinFiranee? 

Kent.  Inyoarownkfaiiiddm,  Sir. 

Lear.    Do  not  abuse  me. 

Doct.    Be  comforted,  good  Madam:  l%e  great  tage , 
Tou  see ,  is  cur'd  in  him ;  and  yet  it  is  danger 
To  make  him  even  o'er  the  time  be  has  lost. 
Desire  bim  to  go  in^  tr«piible  hhn  no  more , 
Till  farther  settling. 

Cor.    Will 't  please  your  highness  walk? 

Lear.  tou  ntust  bear  with  me: 

PnyjoQ  BOW  fbtfet  Md  fotfjlirie:  1  tmti\di ,  ^tL^^x^XvvSoL. 

lExmMlmh^i  C««bltiLtx;D(>abr»  xsivd  A\:UrtiAiWiU. 
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Geni.    Holds  it  trie,  Sir,  that  the  doke  of  ConwaU  vas  so 
slain? 

KmU.    Most  certain,  Sir. 

GenL    Who  is  condactor  of  bis  people? 

Keni.    As 'tis  said,  the  bastard  son  of  Gloster. 

Geni.    They  say,  Edgar,  his  banished  sen,  is  with  the  earl 
of  Rent  in  GennaQy. 

Kemt,    Report  is  changeable.     T  is  time  to  look  about;  the 
powers  o'  the  kingdom  approach  apace. 

Cr0ii^.    The  arhitrement  is  like  to  be  iUoody.    Fare  yon  well. 
Sir.  [ExU. 

Rent,    Hy  point  and  period  will  be  throoghly  wrought, 
Or  well  or  ill,  as  this  day's  battle 's  fooghL  iExU. 

ACT  V.     SCENE  I. 
The  Camp  of  the  British  Fstoes,  near  Dover. 

fnfer,  with  Drums  und  Cwhmn^  Edmuvo,  Rbgam,  i^eri^ 
SoidiiTi,  and  Othtn. 

Edm.    Rnowoftheduke,  ifhis  last  purpose  hold; 
Or  whether  since  he  is4idvis'd  by  angbt 
To  change  the  course.    He 's  full  of  alteration , 
Ind  self-reproving :  —  bring  his  constant  pleasure. 

f  To  an  Officer,  who  goes  out. 

Beg.    Our  sister's  man  is  certainly  miscarried. 

Edm.    TJs  to  be  doubted,  Madam. 

Reg.  Now,  sweet  lord, 

Ton  know  the  goodness  I  intend  upon  you : 
Tell  me ^  but  truly,  but  then  speak  the  tmth, 
Bo  you  not  lo?e  my  sister  ? 

Edm.  In  honour'd  love. 

Reg.    But  have  you  never  found  my  hroiber's  way 
Toihe  fonfbnded  place? 

Edm.  Thai  llionght  dboses  yon, 

Reg.    Jamiimdftlbldkitfoakajr^  been  Qon|iaQl, 
^d bosom  'd  with  ber,  MsUrsBme  eall  iMiB. 
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Edm.    No,  by mfne honour.  Madam. 

Reff,    I  never  shall  endure  her.    Dear  my  lord , 
Be  not  familiar  mlh  her. 

Edm.  Fear  me  not.  — 

She ,  and  the  duke  her  husband ,  — 

Enter  Albany,  Goneril,  and  Soldiers* 
Gon.    I  had  rather  lose  the  battle,  than  that  sister 
Should  loosen  him  and  me.  {Aside 

Alh.    Our  very  loving  sister,  well  be-met.  — 
Sir,  this  I  hear,  —  the  king  is  come  to  his  daughter. 
With  others ,  whom  the  rigour  of  our  state 
Forc'd  to  cry  out.    Where  I  could  not  be  honest , 
I  never  yet  was  valiant :  for  this  business , 
It  toucheth  us,  as  France  invades  our  land , 
Not  holds  the  kiog,  with  others,  whom,  I  fear. 
Most  just  and  heavy  causes  make  oppose. 

Edm.    Sir  you  speak  nobly. 

Reg.  Why  is  this  reasooMT 

Gon,    Combine  together  'gainst  the  enemy ; 
For  these  domestic  and  particular  broils 
Are  not  the  question  here. 

Alb.  Let  OS,  then,  determine 

With  the  ancient  of  war  on  our  proceedings. 

Edm.    I  shall  attend  you  presently  at  your  tent. 

Reg.    Sister,  you  '11  go  with  us? 

Gon.    No. 

Reg.    'T  is  most  convenient;  pray  you,  go  with  us. 

Gon.    O,  ho!  I  know  the  riddle.  [Aside.'l  I  will  go. 

Enter  Edgar,  disguised. 
Edg.    If  e'er  your  grace  had  speech  with  man  so  poor , 
Hear  me  one  word. 

Alb.  1 11  overtake  you.  —  Speak. 

C^^rtftm^ Edmund,  Regan,  Gonbril,  Officers^  SoU 
diers,  and  Attendants. 
Edff,    Before  you  fight  the  baule,  o^«  this  letter, 
ifyoa  have  ?ictory ,  let  the  trumij^ttsowid 
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For  him  that  brought  it :  wretched  though  I  seem, 
I  cao  produce  a  champiou ,  that  will  prove 
What  is  avouched  there.    If  you  miscarry , 
Yoiiir  bostoess  of  the  world  hath  so  an  eud , 
And  machination  ceases.    Fortune  lo?e  you! 

j4lb.    Suy  liili  have  read  the  letter. 

Edff.  I  was  forbid  it. 

When  time  shall  serve,  let  but  the  herald  cry, 
And  I  '11  appear  again.  [Exit, 

Alb.    Why ,  fare  thee  well :  I  will  o'erlook  thy  paper. 

Re-^Uer  Edmund. 

Edm,    The  enemy's  in  view ;  draw  up  your  powers. 
Here  is  the  guess  of  their  true  strength  aud  forces 
By  diligent  discovery ;  but  your  haste 
Is  now  urg'd  on  you. 

Alb,  We  will  greet  the  time.  iExil. 

Edm.    To  both  these  sisters  have  I  sworn  my  love; 
Each  jealous  of  the  other ,  as  the  stung 
Are  of  the  adder.    Which  ofthem  shall  I  take? 
Both?  one?  or  neither?  Neither  can  be  enjoy'd, 
Ifboth  remain  alive:  to  take  the  widow, 
Eiasperates,  makes  mad,  her  sister  Goneril ; 
And  hardly  shall  I  carry  out  my  side , 
Her  husband  being  alive.    Now  then ,  we  '11  use 
His  countenance  for  the  battle ;  which  being  done. 
Let  her  who  would  be  rid  of  him  devise 
His  speedy  taking  off.    As  for  the  mercy 
Which  he  intends  to  Lear,  and  to  Cordelia, 
The  battle  done,  and  they  within  our  power, 
Shall  never  see  his  pardon ;  for  my  state 
Stands  on  me  to  defend ,  not  to  debate. 

lExit. 
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SCENE     II. 
A  Field  between  the  two  Camps^ 
Alarum  within.    Enter  ^  with  Drum,  and  Calwn  ^  LSAA»-  €l 
OBLiA,  and  their  Forces s  and  eammJt* 

Enter  EoeAR  and  Giobtbr. 
Edg*    Here ,  father ,  take  the  shadow  of  this  tree 
For  your  good  host ;  pray  that  the  right  may  thrite. 
if  ever  I  return  to  yon  again , 

1  '11  bring  yon  comforl. 

Glo.  Grace  go  with  you,  Sir!     [Exif^Bi 

Alarum;  qfterwardt  a  Retreat,    Re-enter  Edgar. 
Edg.    Away,  old  man!  give  me  thy  hand :  away! 
King  Lear  hath  lost ,  he  and  his  daughter  ta'en. 
Give  me  thy  hand ;  come  on. 

Glo»    No  farther,  Sir:  a  man  may  rot  even  here. 
Edg.    What!  in  fll  thoughts  again?    Men  must  endure 
Their  going  hence ,  even  as  their  coming  hither : 
Ripeness  is  all.    Come  on. 

Glo,  And  that 's  true  too.  {£«0t 

SCENE  III. 
The  British  Camp  near  Dover. 
Enter  ^  in  Conquest^  with  Drum  and  Colaurt^  Eomuha;  Xi 
mufCoROBLiA,  ae  Prisoners s  Captain^  QgUsers^SMiei^Syii 

Edm.    Some  officers  take  them  away :  goodj^MBd, 
Until  their  greater  pleasures  first  be  known , 
That  are  to  censure  them. 

Cor.  We  are  not  thefirst , 

Who,  with  best  meaning,  have  iocnnr'd  lb» iwist. 
For  thee,  oppressed  king ,  am  I  cast  down; 
Myself  ctuld  else  out^frown  false  fortune's  frown. 
Shall  we  not  see  these  daughters ,  and  these  sisters? 

Lear.    No ,  no ,  no ,  no !    Come ,  let 's  away  to  prison : 
We  two  shoe  will  sing  like  birds  V  lYie  c«i%ib  \ 
WAea  tboa  dost  ask  me  blessing ,  1*W  V^tf^  ^^^ti  ^ 
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And  ask  of  thee  forgi?eDetf .    So  we  11  live , 
And  pity*  and  sing,  and  tell  old  tales,  andlaogh 
At  gilded  butterflies «  and  hear  poor  rogues 
Talk  of  court  news ;  and  we  '11  talk  with  them  too , 
Who  loses ,  and  who  wins ;  who 's  in ,  who 's  out; 
And  take  upon's  the  mystery  of  things , 
As  if  we  were  God's  spies:  and  we  '11  wear  out , 
In  a  wall'd  prison ,  packs  and  sects  of  great  ones , 
That  ebb  and  flow  by  the  moon. 

Edm.  Take  them  away. 

Lear.    Upon  such  saerffiees,  my  Cordelia, 
The  gods  themselves  throw  incense.    Have  I  caught  theeT 
He  that  parts  us  shall  bring  a  brand  from  heaven , 
And  fire  us  hence  Hke  fbxes.    Wipe  thine  eyes ; 
The  gocjeerS  shall  diovour  them ,  flesh  and  fell , 
Ere  they  shall  make  us  weep :  we  '11  see  them  starve  first. 

Come.  [Exeunt  hEAR  and  CoKDEUAf  guarMU 

Edm.    Come  hither,  captain;  hark. 

Take  thou  this  note ;  {Giving  a  Paper. "l  go,  follow  them  to  prison. 

One  step  I  have  advanc'd  thee ;  If  thou  dost 

As  this  instructs  thee ,  thou  dost  make  thy  way 

To  noble  fortunes.    Know  thou  this,  that  men 

Are  as  the  time  is:  to  be  tender-minded 

Does  not  become  a  sword.    Thy  great  employment 

Will  not  bear  quesiion ;  either  say ,  thou  'It  do 't, 

Or  thrive  by  other  means. 

Copt.       '  I'lldo't,  my  lord. 

Edm.    About  it;  and  write  happy,  when  thou  hast  done. 

Mark,  —  I  say,  instantly;  and  carry  it  so. 

As  I  have  set  it  down. 

CapU    I  cannot  draw  a  cart,  nor  eat  dried  oats; 

If  it  be  man's  work,  I  will  do  it.  [Exit  Captain. 

Flourish*    Mnter  Albajhy,  (Ionbril,  Rbgav,  Cfficers^  and 
Attendants. 
Alb.  '.  8ir,  you  have  shown  to-day  your  valiaixlsli^) 
And  fortune  ledjou  woU.     Yoa  have  the  eaptWes 
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Who  were  the  opposites  of  this  day's  Strife: 
We  do  require  them  of  you »  so  to  use  them , 
As  we  shall  find  their  merits,  and  our  safety, 
May  equally  determine. 

Edm,  Sir,  I  thought  it  fit 

To  send  the  old  and  miserable  king 
To  some  retention ,  and  appointed  guard ; 
Whose  age  has  charms  in  it,  whose  title  more , 
To  pluck  the  common  bosom  on  his  side, 
And  turn  our  impress'd  lances  in  our  eyes. 
Which  do  command  them.    With  him  I  sent  the  queen ; 
My  reason  all  the  same;  and  they  are  ready 
To-morrow,  or  at  farther  space,  t*  appear 
Where  you  shall  hold  your  session.    At  this  time , 
We  sweat,  and  bleed:  the  friend  hath  lost  his  friend; 
And  the  best  quarrels,  in  the  heat,  are  curs*d 
By  those  that  feel  their  sharpness.  — 
The  question  of  Cordelia ,  and  her  father. 
Requires  a  fitter  place. 

Alb,  Sir,  by  your  patience, 

I  hold  you  but  a  subject  of  this  war, 
Not  as  a  broiher. 

Reg,  Tnat  's  as  we  list  to  grace  him : 

Melhinks ,  our  pleasure  might  have  been  demanded , 
Ere  you  had  spoke  so  far.    He  led  our  powers. 
Bore  the  commission  of  my  place  and  person; 
The  which  immediacy  may  well  stand  up, 
And  call  itself  your  broiher. 

Gon,  Not  so  hot: 

In  his  own  grace  he  doth  exalt  himself. 
More  than  in  your  addition. 

Reg.  In  my  rights, 

By  me  invested ,  he  compeers  the  best. 

Gon,    That  were  the  most ,  if  he  should  husband  yoa. 

Reg.    Jesters  do  ufl  prove  prophets. 

Gon.  Holla,  holla! 

That  cjc  that  (old  you  so  look'dbul  ;i-^^vqX. 
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Reg,    Lady,  I  am  not  well;  else  I  shoald  answer 
From  a  fall-flowing  stomach.  —  Cieneral , 
Take  thou  my  soldiers,  prisoners,  patrimony: 
Dispose  of  them ,  of  me ;  the  walls  are  thine. 
Witness  the  world ,  that  I  create  thee  here 
My  lord  and  master. 

Gon.  Mean  yon  to  enjoy  him?< 

j4lb.    The  let-alone  lies  not  in  your  good  will. 

Edm.    Nor  in  thine,  lord. 

Jib.  Half-blooded  fellow,  yes. 

Reg,    Let  the  drum  strike ,  and  prove  my  title  thine. 

[To  Edmomd. 

j^lb.    Stay  yet;  hear  reason. -7- Edmund ,  I  arrest  thee 
On  capital  treason;  and,  in  thy  arrest, 
This  gilded  serpent.    {Pointing  to  Gon.]  --  For  your  claim  ,  fair 

sister, 
I  bar  it  in  the  interest  of  my  wife ; 
'T  is  she  is  sub-contracted  to  this  lord , 
And  I,  her  husband,  contradict  your  bans. 
If  you  will  marry ,  make  your  love  to  me , 
Hy  Jady  is  bespoke. 

Gon,  ^""^"i^,,^^^^    An  interlude ! 

Alb,    Thou  a\  Ji^,rni'd ,  Gloster.  —  Let  Ihe  trumpet  sound : 
If  none  appear  to  prove  upon  thy  person , 
Thy  heinous,  manifest,  and  many  treasons. 
There  is  my  pledge.    iThrotving  down  a  Glove.]    I  'II  prove  it  on 

thy  heart , 
Kre  I  taste  bread ,  thou  art  in  nothing  less 
Than  I  have  here  proclaim'd  thee. 

Rag.  Sick!  O,  sick! 

6*071.    [Aside,']    If  not,  I'll  ne'er  trust  poison. 

Edm»    There  's  my  exchange:  [Throwing  down  a  Glove,] 
what  in  ihe  world  he  is 
That  names  me  traitor,  villain-like  he  lies. 
Call  by  thy  trumpet:  he  that  dares  approach , 
On  him ,  on  you,  who  not?  1  will  maintain 
Hjr  iruth  sad  honour  Brmly, 
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Mb.    AfaerdM,  bo! 

Edm,  A  herald^  ho!  fthtraldl 

Mb,    Trast  to  thy  single  virtufi;  fiurthjaoldieffS». 
All  IcYied  in  my  namis ,  have  'm  mj  name 
Took  their  discharge. 

Reg.  My  sickness  grows  upm  oie. 

j4lb.    She  is  not  w^;  convey  her  to  my  tent. 

lEani^EQAM,  led. 
Enter  a  Herald* 
Come  hither,  herald^i  --  Let  the  trumpet  sound , 
And  read  out  this. 

Caplf.    Sound,  trumpet.  [A  trumpet soundM. 

lUriUdreadt., 
*  *  If  aay  Man  of  quality,  or  degree,  wUhin  the  ItisliB  of  the  army, 
will  maintain  upon  Edmund ,  supposed  earl  of  Gloster ,  that  he  is 
a  manifold  traitor,  let  him  appear  at  Ihe  third  Mttndf  of  the  trma- 
pet.    He  is  bold  in  his  deCeaoe." 

Edm.    Sound!  [1  JVumpet. 

Her*    Again.  [1^  ^Rntmpet, 

Her.    Again.  [3  Thnnyet. 

llhumpet  answers  withm. 

Enter  Edgars,  armad^  preeadad  by  m  Jhtv^at, 

Mb.    Ask  him  his  parpose*,  why  he  appears 
Upon  this  call  o'  the  trumpet. 

Her.  What  are  you? 

Tour  name?  your  quality?  and  why  yon  answer 
This  present  summons  ? 

Edg.  Mbow,  my  name  is  lost; 

By  treason's  tooth  bare^nawn ,  and  canker^bit: 
;  Yet  am  1  noble ,  as  the  adversary 
I  come  to  cope  withal. 

Mb.  Which  is  Chat  adversary? 

Edff.    What 's  he ,  that  speaks  for  Edmund  earl  ef  GlosterT 

Edm.    Himself:  what  say'st  Ihou  to  him? 

1V^ 
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That  if  my  speeeli  offend  t  noble  heart , 

Thy  ann  may  do  thee  justice ;  here  is  mine : 

Behold,  it  is  my  privilege,  the  privilege  of  mine  honours, 

My  oath,  and  my  profession.    I  protest, 

Mangrediy  strength,  yonth,  place,  and  eminence. 

Despite  thy  vietor  sword ,  and  fire-new  fortune , 

Thyvaloar,  and  thy  heart,  thou  art  a  traitor: 

False  to  thy  gods,  thy  brother,  and  thy  father; 

Com^iiant  'gainst  this  high  illustrious  prince; 

And ,  from  th'  eitremest  upward  of  thy  head , 

To  the  descent  and  dust  below  thy  foot, 

A  most  toad-spotted  traitor.    Say  thou,  **No," 

This  sword,  this  arm,  and  my  best  spirits,  are  bent 

To  prove  upon  thy  heart ,  whereto  I  speak , 

Thoaliest. 

Edm.       In  wisdom,  I  should  ask  thy  name ; 
But,  since  thy  outside  looks  so  fair  and  warlike, 
And  that  thy  tongue  some  'say  of  breeding  breathes, 
What  safe  and  nicely  I  might  well  delay 
By  nde  of  knighthood ,  I  disdain  and  spurn. 
HadL  do  I  toss  these  treasons  to  thy  head ; 
With  the  hell-hated  lie  o'erwhelm  thy  heart ; 
Which,  for  they  yet  glance  by,  and  scarcely  bruise , 
This  sword  of  mine  shall  give  them  instant  way , 
Where  they  shall  rest  for  ever.  —  Trumpets ,  speak. 

[Alarums.    They  fight,    EftuwDfalls, 

Mb,    O,  save  him!  save  him 2 

dm.  This  is  mere  practice ,  Gloster. 

By  the  law  of  arms ,  thou  wast  not  bound  to  answer 
An  unlmown  opposite ;  thou  art  not  vanquish'd , 
But  cozen'd  and  beguil'd. 

Alb,  Shut  your  mouth ,  dame; 

Or  with  this  paper  shall  I  stop  it?—  Hold,  Sir!  — 
Thou  worse  than  any  name ,  read  thine  own  evil : 
No  tearing,  lady;  I  perceive,  you  know  it; 

[Gives  the  Letter  tol£AU»^^« 
1V\ 
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Gon.    Say,  if  I  do,  the  laws  are  miae.  Dot  thine: 
Who  can  arraign  me  for 't? 

Alb.  MostmoDstrou9! 

Know'st  thou  this  paper? 

Gon,  Ask  me  not  what.Ilmow* 

[Exit  GOMBRU 

Alb.    Go  after  her:  she 's  desperate ;  govern  her. . 

[ExUaMQfficei 

Edm,    What  you  have  charg'd  me  with,  that  have  1  done » 
And  more,  much  more;  the  time  will  bring  it  oati 
'T  is  past ,  and  so  am  I.    Bat  what  art  thou ,    . 
That  hast  this  fortune  on  me  ?    If  thou  'rt  noble , 
I  do  forgive  thee. 

Edg.  Let 's  exchange  charity. 

I  am  no  less  in  blood  than  thou  art ,  Edmund ; 
If  more ,  the  more  thou  hast  wrong'd  me. 
My  name  is  Edgar,  and  thy  father's  son. 
The  gods  are  just,  and  ofour  pleasant  vices 
Make  instruments  to  plague  us : 
The  dark  and  vicious  place  where  thee  he  got , 
Cost  him  his  eyes. 

Edm.  Thou  hast  spoken  right ,  't  is  true ; 

The  wheel  is  come  fuU  circle:  I  am  here. 

Alb.    Methought,  thy  very  gait  did  prophesy 
A  royal  nobleness.    I  must  embrace  thee : 
Let  sorrow  split  my  heart ,  if  ever  I 
Bid  hate  thee ,  or  thy  father. 

Edg.  Worthy  prince,  I  know 't. 

Alb.    Where  have  you  bid  yourself? 
How  have  you  known  the  miseries  of  your  father? 

Edg.    By  nursing  them ,  my  lord. —  List  a  brief  tale; 
And,  when 't  is  told ,  O,  that  my  heart  would  burst!  — 
The  bloody  proclamation  to  escape , 
That  followed  me  so  near,  (O,  our  lives' sweetness ! 
That  with  the  pain  of  death  we  'd  hourly  die. 
Bather  than  die  at  once!)  taught  me  to  shift 
laio  a  madman's  rags ,  i*  assume  a  semW^si^^ 
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That  Yery  dogs  disdaio'd ;  and  in  this  habit 
Met  I  my  father  with  his  bleeding  rings , 
Their  precious  stones  new  lost :  became  his  guide , 
Led  him,  begg*d  for  him ,  say'd  him  from  despair ; 
Nerer  (O  fault !)  reveaFd  myself  unto  him , 
Untfl  some  half  hour  past ,  when  I  was  arm*d , 
Not  sure,  though  hoping,  of  this  good  success, 
I  ask'd  his  blessing,  and  from  first  to  last 
Told  htm  my  pilgrimage :  but  his  flaw'd  heart , 
(Alack !  too  weak  the  conflict  to  support) 
Iwiit  two  extremes  of  passion ,  joy  and  grief, 
Burst  smilingly. 

Edm.  This  speech  of  yours  hath  mov*d  me , 

And  shall,  perchance,  do  good;  but  speak  you  on : 
Tou  look  as  you  had  something  more  to  say. 

Alb.    If  there  be  more  more  woful,  hold  it  in, 
For  I  am  almost  ready  to  dissolve , 
Hearing  of  this. 

Edg.  This  would  have  seem'd  a  period 

To  such  as  love  not  sorrow ;  but  another , 
To  amplify  too-much ,  would  make  much  more , 
And  top  extremity. 

Whilst  I  was  big  in  clamour ,  came  there  a  man , 
Who ,  having  seen  me  in  my  worst  estate , 
Shunn'd  my  abhorr'd  society ;  but  then ,  finding 
Who 't  was  that  so  endur'd ,  with  his  strong  arms 
He  fastened  on  my  neck,  and  bellow'd  out 
As  he  'd  burst  heaven ;  threw  me  on  my  father ; 
Told  the  most  piteous  tale  of  Lear  and  him , 
That  ever  ear  received ;  which  in  recounting , 
His  grief  grew  puissant,  and  the  strings  of  life 
Began  to  crack :  twice,  then,  the  trumpets  sounded , 
And  there  I  left  him  tranc'd. 

Alb.  But  who  was  this? 

Edff,    Kent,  8ir,  the  banlsh'd  Kent;  who  in  disguise 
FoOow'd  his  enemy  king,  and  did  him  service 
Improper  for  a  slave. 
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Enter  a  Gentleman  hastily  t  vdth  a  bloody  &tffem  i 

Gent.    Help,  help!  Ohelp!  * 

Edg.  What  kiDd  of  help? 

Alb.  Speak  y  man.    = 

Et^.    What  means  that  bloody  knife?  " 

Gent.  'T  is  hot,  It  smokes;        " 

It  came  even  from  the  heart  of  —  O !  she  *s  dead :  - 

Alb.    Who  dead?  speak,  man. 
Gent.    Your  lady,  Sir,  your  lady:  and  her  sister 

By  her  is  poison'd ;  she  hath  confessed  it. 

Edm.    I  was  contracted  to  them  both:  all  three 

Now  marry  in  an  instant. 

Alb.    Produce  the  bodies,  be  they  alive  or  dead !  — 

This  judgment  of  the  heaTons,  that  makes  us  tremble. 

Touches  us  not  with  pity.  lEmt  Gentleman. 

Enter  Kent. 

Edg.  Here  comes  Kent. 

Alb.    O!  it  is  he. 
The  time  will  not  allow  the  compliment , 
Which  Yery  manners  urges. 

Kent.  I  am  come 

To  bid  my  king  and  master  aye  good  night: 
Is  he  not  here? 

Alb.  Great  thing  of  us  forgot !  -^ 

Speak,  Edmund,  where 's  the  king?  and  where 's  Coxddia? — 
Seest  thou  this  object,  Kent? 

[The  Bodies  q^GoNBRiL  and  Regan  are  brought  in. 

Rent.    Alack!  why  thus? 

Edm.  Yet  Edmund  was  belov'd ; 

The  one  the  other  poison'd  for  my  sake , 
And  after  slew  herself. 

Alb.    Eyen  so.  —  Cover  their  faces. 

Edm.    I  pant  for  life :  —  some  good  I  mean  to  do» 
Despite  of  mine  own  nature.    Quickly  send ,  — 
Be  brief  ID  it,  —  to  the  castle ;  toi  m^  ^vV 


KING    LEAR.  99 

Is  on  the  life  of  Letr*  and  oo  Cordelia. — 
Nay,  send  in  time. 

Alb.  Run,  nin!  O,  ran! 

Edg.    To  whom,  my  lord?  — Who  has  the  office?  send 
Thy  token  of  reprioTe. 

Edm.    Well  thought  on:  take  my  sword, 
Gite  it  the  captain. 

jilb.  Haste  thee,  for  thy  life.  lEm'tEnGAM. 

Edm,    He  hath  commission  from  thy  wife  and  me 
To  hang  Cordelia  in  the  prison,  and 
To  lay  the  hlame  npon  her  own  despair , 
That  she  fordid  herself. 

Jib.    The  gods  defend  her!  Bear  him  hence  awhile. 

[Edmukd  iff  b^TM  oj^. 

Enter  htJLRt  with  Cokdvaa  dead  in  his  Arms;  EnaAR, 
Officer^  and  Others. 

Lear.    Howl,  howl,  howl,   howl!  —  O!  yon  are  men  of 
stones; 
Had  I  yonr  tongnes  and  eyes ,  I  'd  use  them  so 
That  heaven's  yault  should  crack.  —  She 's  gone  for  ever.  — 
I  know  when  one  is  dead ,  and  when  one  liyes ; 
She 's  dead  as  earth.  —  Lend  me  a  looking-glus ; 
If  that  her  hreath  will  mist  or  stain  the  stone. 
Why,  then  she  lives. 

^ent»  Is  this  the  promised  end? 

Edg.    Or  image  of  that  horror? 

Alb.  Fall,  and  cease! 

Lear.    This  feather  stirs;  sheliyes!  if  it  he  so. 
It  is  a  chance  which  does  redeem  all  sorrows 
That  ever  I  have  felt. 

Kent.  0,  my  good  master!  iKneeUng. 

Lear.    Pr'ythee,  away. 

Edff.  T  is  noble  Kent,  your  friend. 

Lear.    A  plague  upon  you ,  murderers,  traitors  all! 
1  might  have  say'd  her;  now,  she 's  gone  for  evtrl  — 
Cordelia,  Cordelia!  stay e little.    Hal    ' 

1\^ 
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What  is  *t  thou  say'st?  ^  Her  Yoice  was  ever  soft/  V 
Gentle,  and  low  —  an  excellent  thing  in  woman. — 
I  kill'd  the  slave  that  was  a  han^ng  thee. 

Off.    Tistrae,  my  lords,  he  did. 

Lear,  Bid  I  not,  feflowt 

I  have  seen  the  day,  with  my  good  biting  faulchion 
I  would  have  made  them  skip :  I  am  old  now , 
And  these  same  crosses  spoU  me.  -*  Who  are  yon ? 
Mine  eyes  are  not  o'  the  best :  —  I  '11  tell  you  straight.  •     • 

Rent.    If  fortune  brag  of  two  she  lov'd  and  hated , 
One  of  them  we  behold. 

Lear.    This  is  a  dull  sight.  —  Are  you  not  Kent? 

Rent.  Thei 

Tour  servant  Kent.    *^ere  is  your  servant  Cains  ? 

Lear.    He's  a  good  fellow »  I  can  tell  you  that ; 
He  '11  strike ,  and  quickly  too.  --  He 's  dead  and  rotten. 

Rent.    No ,  my  good  lord ;  I  am  the  very  man  — 

Lear.    I '11  see  that  straight.  .     . 

Rent.    That  from  your  first  of  difference  and  decay , 
Have  follow'd  your  sad  steps. 

Lear.  You  are  welcome  hither. 

Rent.    Nor  no  man  else.    All's  cheerless,  dark,  and  deadly: 
Tour  eldest  daughters  have  fordone  themselves, 
And  desperately  are  dead* 

Lear.  Ay,  so  I  think. 

Alh.    He  knows  not  what  he  says ;  and  vain  is  it , 
That  we  present  us  to  hun. 

Edg.  Very  bootless. 

Enter  an  Officer. 

Off.    Edmund  is  dead,  my  lord. 

Alh.  That 's  but  a  trifle  here.  — 

You  lords,  and  noble  friends,  know  our  intent. 
What  comfort  to  this  great  decay  may  come , 
SbsJI  be  applied  s  for  us,  wewillresi^^ 
ifanagtbe  life  of  this  old'taaiesty , 
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To  him  our  absolute  power.  —  You ,  to  your  rights , 

[To  Edgar  and  Kejut. 
With  boot,  and  such  additioD,  as  your  honours 
Have  more  than  merited.  —  All  friends  shall  taste 
The  wages  of  their  virtue ,  and  all  foes 
The  cup  of  their  deservings.  —  O!  see,  see! 

Lear.    And  my  poor  fool  is  hang'd !    No,  no,  no  life: 
Why  should  a  dog,  ahorse,  arat,  have  life. 
And  thou  no  breath  at  all?    Thou  'It  come  no  more , 
Never,  never,  never,  never,  never!  — 
Pray  you,  undo  this  button :  thank  you,  Sir. — 
Do  you  see  this?    Look  on  her ,  —  look ,  —  her  lips ,  — 
Look  there,  look  there! —  [He  dies. 

Edg.  He  faints!  —  My  lord,  my  lord!— ^ 

Kent,    Break,  heart;  Ipr'ythee,  break! 
Edg.  Lookup,  my  lord. 

Kent,    Teznothtsgliost:  O!  let  him  pass:  he  hates  him. 
That  would  upon  the  rack  of  this  tough  world 
Stretch  him  out  longer. 

Edg.  He  is  gone,  indeed. 

Rent,    The  wonder  is,  hehathendur'dsolong: 
He  but  usurp'd  his  life. 

Alb,    Bear  them  from  hence.    Our  present  business 
Is  general  woe.  —  Friends  of  my  soul ,  you  twain 

[To  Kkmt  omf  Edgar. 
Hole  in  this  realm ,  and  the  gor*d  state  sustain. 

Rent.    I  have  a  journey,  Sir,  shortly  to  go: 
My  master  calls  me ;  I  must  not  say,  no. 

Alb.    The  weight  of  this  sad  time  we  must  obey ; 
Speak  what  we  feel ,  not  what  we  ought  to  say. 
The  oldest  hath  borne  most:  we,  that  are  young , 
Shall  never  see  so  much ,  nor  live  so  long. 

[Exeunt^  with  a  dead  March, 
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.    ACT  I.     SCENE  I. 

Venice.  A  Street. 
Enter  Rooerigo  and  Lago. 

Rod,    Tush!  never  tell  me,  I  take  it  much  unkindly , 
That  thou,  lago,  who  hast  had  my  purse , 
As  if  the  strings  were  thine ,  should'st  know  of  this. 

lago.    'Sblood,  but  you  will  not  hear  me : 
If  eyer  I  did  dream  of  such  a  matter ,  abhor  me. 

Rod,    Thou  told'st  me  thou  didst  hold  him  in  thy  hate. 

lago.    Despise  me,   ifldonot.    Three  great  ones  of  the  cltv. 
Jd  personal  suit  to  make  me  his  Jieutenant , 
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Oft  capp'd  to  him ;  and ,  by  the  faith  of  man , 

I  know  my  price :  I  am  worth  do  worse  a  place ; 

But  he ,  as  loviDg  his  own  pride  and  purposes , 

Evades  them ,  with  a  bombast  circumstance , 

Horribly  stufiTd  with  epithets  of  war; 

And,  in  conclusion , 

Nonsuits  my  mediators ;  '^Forcertes,"  says  be, 

* '  I  have  already  chose  my  officer. "    And  what  was  he  ? 

Forsooth ,  a  great  arithmetician , 

One  Michael  Cassio ,  a  Florentine, 

A  fellow  almost  damn'd  in  a  fair  wife ; 

That  never  set  a  squadron  in  the  field , 

Nor  the  division  of  a  battle  knows 

More  than  a  spinster ;  unless  the  bookish  theoric , 

Wherein  the  toged  consuls  can  propose 

As  masterly  as  he :  mere  prattle,  without  practice , 

Is  all  his  soldiership.    But  he,  Sir,  had  th' electiOD ; 

And  I ,  —  of  whom  his  eyes  had  seen  the  proof, 

At  Rhodes,  at  Cyprus,  and  on  other  grounds , 

Christian  and  heafhen ,  —  must  be  be-leeM  aod  calmed 

By  debitor  and  creditor ,  this  counter-caster : 

He,  in  good  time,  must  his  lieutenant  be , 

And  I ,  (God  bless  the  mark ! )  his  Moor-ship's  ancient. 

Rod,    By  heaven ,  I  rather  would  have  been  his  hangman . 

lago.    But  there 's  no  remedy :  't  is  the  curse  of  service , 
Preferment  goes  by  letter ,  and  affection , 
Not  by  the  old  gradation ,  where  each  second 
Stood  heir  t*  the  first.    Now ,  Sir ,  be  judge  yourself, 
Whether  I  in  any  just  term  am  affin*d 
T(x  love  the  Moor. 

Rod,  I  would  not  follow  him ,  then. 

laffo.    0,  Sir!  content yo«; 
I  follow  him  to  serve  my  turn  upon  him : 
We  cannot  all  be  masters,  nor  all  masters 
Cannot  be  truly  followed.    Tou  shall  mark 
Many  a  duteous  and  knee-crooking  knave , 
T/taf,  dotiogoa  his  own  obsequious  boik<)L^%^ , 
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Wears  out  his  time ,  maeh  like  bis  master's  ass , 
For  nought  but  provender;  and  when  he 's  old ,  casbier'd: 
Whip  me  such  honest  knaves.    Others  there  are , 
Who ,  trimm'd  in  forms  and  visages  of  duty , 
Keep  yet  their  hearts  attending  on  themselves , 
And ,  throwing  but  shows  of  service  on  their  lords , 
Do  well  thrive  by  them ;  and  when  they  have  lin'd  their  coats 
Do  themselves  homage :  these  fellows  have  some  soul ; 
And  such  a  one  do  I  profess  myself. 
For,  Sir, 

It  is  as  sure  as  you  are  Roderigo , 
Were  I  the  Moor,  I  would  not  be  lago : 
In  following  him ,  I  follow  but  myself; 
Heaven  is  my  judge ,  not  I  for  love  and  duty , 
Bat  seeming  so  /  for  my  peculiar  end : 
For  when  my  outward  action  doth  demonstrate 
The  native  act  and  figure  of  my  heart 
In  compliment  extern ,  'i  is  not  long  after 
Bat  I  will  wear  my  heart  upon  my  sleeve 
For  daws  to  peck  at :  I  am  not  what  I  am .  '^ 

Rod,    What  a  full  fortune  does  the  thick- lips  owe , 

Ifhe  can  carry 't  thus! 

lago.  Call  up  her  father ; 

Rouse  him :  make  after  him ,  poison  his  delight, 

Proclaim  him  in  the  streets :  incense  her  kinsmen ; 

And  though  he  in  a  fertile  climate  dwell , 

Plague  him  with  flies :  though  that  his  joy  be  joy , 

Yet  throw  such  changes  of  vexation  on  't. 

As  it  may  lose  some  colour. 

Rod,    Here  is  her  father 's  house :  I  *\\  call  aloud. 
lago.    Do;  with  like  timorous  accent,  and  dire  yell. 

As  when ,  by  night  and  negligence ,  the  fire 

Is  spied  in  populous  cities. 

Rod.    What  ho!  Brabantio!  signior  Brabantio ,  ho! 
lago.    Awake!    what,    ho!    Brabantio  I    l\i\^Nft%\  ^wi^'s^X 

thieves I 
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Look  to  your  house,  your  daughter,  and  your  bags  I 
Thieves!  thieves! 

Enter  Braba.^tio  y  above  ^  atafFindmo, 
Bra,    What  is  the  reason  of  this  terrible  summons  ? 
What  is  the  matter  there  ?  , 

Rod,    Sigaior,  is  all  your  family  ivithin? 
lago.    Are  your  doors  lock'd  ? 

Bra,  Why?  wherefore  ask  you  this? 

lago,    'Zouuds,   Sir!  you  are  robb'd;   for  shame,   put  on 
your  gown ; 
Your  heart  is  burst ,  you  have  lost  half  your  soul : 
Even  now,  now,  very  now,  an  old  black  ram 
Is  tupping  your  white  ewe.    Arise,  arise! 
Awake  the  snorting  citizens  with  the  bell , 
Or  else  the  devil  will  make  a  grandsire  of  you. 
Arise ,  I  say. 

Bra,  What!  have  you  lost  your  wits? 

Rod,    Most  reverend  signior ,  do  you  know  my  voice  ? 

Bra,    Not  I:  what  are  you? 

Rod,    My  name  is  Roderigo. 

Bra,  The  worse  welcome : 

I  have  charged  thee  not  to  haunt  about  my  doors. 
In  honest  plainness  thou  hast  heard  me  say , 
My  daughter  is  not  for  thee ;  and  now,  in  madness , 
Being  full  of  supper  and  distempering  draughts , 
Upon  malicious  bravery  dost  thou  come 
To  start  my  quiet. 

Rod,    Sir,  Sir,  Sir, — 

Bra,  But  thou  must  needs  be  sure , 

My  spirit,  and  my  place,  have  in  them  power 
To  make  this  bitter  to  thee. 

Rod,  Patience,  good  Sir. 

Bra,    What  tell'st  thou  me  of  robbing?  this  is  Venice ; 
My  house  is  not  a  grange. 

Rod,  Most  grave  Brabantio , 

la  simple  and  pure  soul  I  come  lo  ^ow. 
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logo.  'Zoonds ,  Sir !  you  are  one  of  those ,  that  will  not  serve 
God,  if  the  devil  bid  you.  Because  we  come  to  do  you  service, 
and  you  thiak  we  are  ruffians,  you  '11  have  your  daughter  covered 
vith  a  Barbary  horse:  you  '11  have  your  nephews  neigh  to  you; 
jou  '11  have  coursers  for  cousins ,  and  gennets  for  germans. 

Bra.    What  profane  wretch  art  thou  ? 

lago,  I  am  one,  Sir,  that  comes  to  tell  you,  your  daughter 
and  the  Moor  are  now  making  the  beast  with  two  backs. 

Bra,    Thou  art  a  villain . 

lago.  You  are  —  a  senator. 

Bra.    This  thou  Shalt  answer:  I  know  thee,  Boderigo. 

Rod.    Sir,  I  will  answer  any  thing..   But  I  beseech  you, 
If 't  be  your  pleasure ,  and  most  wise  consent , 
(As  partly,  I  find,  it  is)  that  your  fair  daughter. 
At  this  odd-even  and  dull  watch  o'  the  night, 
Transported  with  no  worse  nor  belter  guard , 
But  with  a  knave  of  common  hire ,  a  gondolier , 
To  the  gross  clasps  of  a  lascivious  Moor, 
If  this  be  known  to  you,  and  your  allowance , 
We  then  have  done  you  bold  and  saucy  wrongs ; 
But  ifyou  know  not  this,  my  manners  tell  me ,  • 

We  have  your  wrong  rebuke.    Do  not  believe , 
That  from  the  sense  of  all  civility, 
I  thus  would  play  and  trifle  with  your  reverence : 
Your  daughter,  ifyou  have  not  given  her  leave, 
I  say  again ,  hath  made  a  gross  revolt , 
Tying  her  duty ,  beauty,  wit,  and  fortunes. 
Id  an  extravagant  and  wheeling  stranger , 
Of  here  and  every  where.    Straight  satisfy  yourself: 
If  she  be  in  her  chamber,  or  your  house , 
Let  loose  on  me  the  justice  of  the  state 
For  thus  deluding  you. 

Bra,  Strikeon  the  tinder,  ho! 

Give  me  a  taper!  —  call  up  all  my  people !  — 
This  accident  is  not  unlike  my  dream ; 
Belief  of  it  oppresses  me  already.  — 
Z/glil,  I  say!  light!  tExlljiromabwe^ 
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lago.  Farewell,  for  I  must  leave  you  : 

It  seems  not  meet ,  nor  wholesome  to  my  place , 
To  be  produc'd  (as  if  I  stay  I  shall) 
Against  the  Moor :  for,  I  do  know,  the  state, — 
However  this  may  gall  him  with  some  check ,  — 
Cannot  with  safety  cast  him :  for  he  *s  embark'd 
With  such  loud  reason  to  the  Cyprus  wars, 
(Which  even  now  stand  in  act)  that,  for  their  souls , 
Another  of  his  fathom  they  have  none , 
To  lead  their  business:  in  which  regard , 
Though  I  do  hate  him  as  I  do  hell  pains , 
Tet  for  necessity  of  present  life, 
I  must  show  out  a  flag  and  sign  of  love , 
Which  is  indeed  but  sign.    That  you  shall  surely  find  him , 
Lead  to  the  Sagittary  the  raised  search ; 
And  there  will  I  be  with  him.    So ,  farewell.  [EauiU 

Enter  Brabantio  ,  and  Servants  with  Torches, 

Bra,    It  is  too  true  an  evil :  gone  she  is ; 
And  what  '^  to  come  of  my  despised  time, 
Is  nought  but  bitterness.  —  Now,  Roderigo , 
Where  didst  thou  see  her?  —  0 ,  unhappy  girl !  — 
With  the  Moor ,  say'st  thou?  —  Who  would  be  a  father?  — 
How  didst  thou  know  *i  was  she?  —  0 !  thou  deceiv'st  me 
Past  thought.  —  What  said  she  to  you?  —  Get  more  tapers ! 
Raise  all  my  kindred !  —  Are  they  married ,  think  you? 

Rod,    Truly,  I  think,  they  are. 

Bra,    O  heaven !  —  How  got  she  out?  —  O ,  treason  of  the 
blood !  — 
Fathers,  from  hence  trust  not  your  daughters'  minds 
By  what  yon  see  them  act.  —  Are  there  not  charms , 
By  which  the  property  of  youth  and  maidhood 
May  be  abus'd?  Have  you  not  read ,  Roderigo , 
Ofsome  such  thing? 

Bod.  Yes,  Sir;  I  have  ^  indeed. 

^ra.    Call  up  my  brother.  —  O ,  v\iaX'^ow\!k».^V^^\«;^\  — 

*L1V 
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Some  one  way ,  some  another.  —  Bo  you  koow 
Where  we  may  apprehend  her  and  the  Moor? 

Bod.    I  think,  I  can  discover  him,  if  you  please 
To  get  good  guard,  and  go  along  with  me. 

Bra.    Pray  you,  lead  on.    At  every  house  I '11  call; 
1  may  command  at  most.  —  Get  weapons ,  ho ! 
And  raise  some  special  officers  of  night.  — 
On,  goodRoderigo; — I '11  deserve  your  pains.  lExnoU. 

SCENE  II. 
The  Same.    Another  Street. 

Enter  Othello  t  Iago,  and  Attendants ,  with  Torches, 

lago.    Though  in  the  trade  of  war  I  have  slain  men , 
Yet  do  I  hold  it  very  stuff  o'  the  conscience 
To  do  no  contrived  murder :  I  lack  iniquity 
Sometimes ,  to  do  me  service.    Nine  or  ten  times 
I  had  thought  to  have  yerk'd  him  here ,  under  the  ribs. 

0th.    'T  is  better  as  it  is. 

Iago.  Nay,  but  he  prated. 

And  spoke  such  scurvy  and  provoking  terms 
Against  your  honour , 
That ,  with  the  little  godliness  I  have , 
1  did  full  hard  forbear  him.    But,  I  pray.  Sir, 
Are  you  fast  married?  for,  be  sure  of  this. 
That  the  magnifico  is  much  beloved ; 
And  hath,  in  his  effect,  a  voice  potential 
As  double  as  the  duke's :  he  will  divorce  you ; 
Or  put  upon  you  what  restraint,  or  grievance , 
The  law  (with  all  his  might  to  enforce  it  on) 
Will  give  him  cable. 

0th,  Let  him  do  his  spite : 

My  services ,  which  I  have  done  the  signiory , 
Shall  out-tongue  his  complaints.    'T  is  yet  to  know , 
Which,  when  I  know  that  boasting  is  an  honour, 
I  shall  promulgate ,  I  fetch  my  life  and  being 
From  wen  of  royal  siege ;  and  my  demerits 
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May  speak,  unboDD6ted»  to  as  proud  a  fortuae 

Asthisthatlhavereach'd:  forkoow,  I«kgo, 

But  that  I  love  tbe  gentle  Desdemoua, 

I  vould  DOt  my  unhoused  free  conditioa 

Put  into  circuinscription  and  confine 

For  the  sea's  worth.    But,  look!  what  lights  come  yonder? 

lago.    These  are  the  raised  father,  and  his  friends : 
Tou  were  best  go  in. 

0th,  Not  I;  I  must  be  found : 

My  parts,  my  title,  and  my  perfect  soul, 
Shall  manifest  me  rightly.    Is  it  they? 

lago.    By  Janus,  I  think  no. 

Enter  Cas&iq  ,  and  certain  Officers  with  Torches, 

0th,.    The  servants  of  the  duke,  and  my  lieutenant. 
The  goodness  of  the  night  upon  you ,  friends. 
What  is  the  news? 

Cas,  The  duke  does  greet  you,  geaeral; 

And  he  requires  your  haste ,  post-haste  appearance , 
Even  on  the  instants 

0th.  What  is  the  matter,  think  you? 

Cas,    Something  from  Cyprus ,  as  I  may  divine. 
It  is  a  business  of  some  heat :  the  galleys 
Have  sent  a  dozen  sequent  messengers 
This  very  night  at  one  another's  heels; 
And  many  of  the  consuls^  rais'd  and  met , 
Are  at  the  duke's  already.    You  have  been  hotly  call'd  for ; 
When ,  being  not  at  your  lodging  to  be  £6und , 
The  senate  hath  sent  above  three  several  quests. 
To  search  you  out. 

0th,  *  T  is  well  I  am  found  by  you. 

I  will  but  spend  a  word  here  in  the  house , 
And  go  with  you.  [Exit 

Cas,  Ancient,  what  makes  he  here? 

lago,    'Faith,  he  to-night  hath  boarded  a  land  carack : 
If  it  prove  lawful  prize ,  he 's  made  for  ever. 

Cos,    1  do  not  understanA* 
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lisgo.  He  '8  married. 

Cat,  To  whom? 

Re-enter  Otbbllo. 

lago.    Marry,  to  — Come,  captain,  will  yon  go? 
0th,  Have  with  you. 

Cos,    Here  comes  another  troop  to  seeic  for  yon. 
lago.    It  is  Brabantio.  —  General,  beadvis'd: 
He  comes  to  bad  intent. 

Enter  Brabantio,  Rodbrioo,  and  Officert^  with  Torches  and 
fFeapam. 

0th.  Holla!  stand  there! 

Rod.    Signior,  it  is  the  Moor. 

Bra.  Down  with  bin,  thief! 

[They  draw  on  both  Mes, 

lago.    You,  Roderigo!  come.  Sir,  lam  for  yon. 

0th,    Keep  up  your  bright  swords,   for  the  dew  will  mst 
them.  — 
Good  sigoior ,  you  shall  mere  command  with  years , 
Than  with  your  weapons. 

Bra.    O,    thou  foul  thief!   where  hast  thou   'stow*d   my 
daughter? 
Damn'dasthouart,  thou  hast  enchanted  her; 
For  I  '11  refier  me  to  all  things  of  sense. 
If  she  in  chains  of  magic  were  not  bound , 
Whether  a  maid  so  tender,  feir,  and  happy. 
So  opposite  to  marriage ,  that  she  shnnn'd 
The  wealthy  curled  darlings  of  our  nation , 
Woald  ever  have ,  to  incur  a  general  mock , 
Hao  from  her  guardage  to  the  sooty  bosom 
Of  such  a  thing  as  thou ;  to  fear,  not  to  delight. 
Judge  me  the  world ,  if 't  is  not  gross  in  sense , 
That  thou  hast  practis'd  on  her  with  foid  charms  ; 
Abus'd  her  delicate  youth  with  drugs ,  or  minerals ,. 
That  weidLcn  motion.  —  I  '11  have  't  disputed  on ; 
T  is  probable ,  and  palpable  to  thinking. 
h  therefore,  apprehend,  acd  do  attach  <bte  ^ 
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For  an  abuser  of  the  world ,  a  practiser 
Of  arts  inhibited,  and  out  of  warrant.  — 
Lay  hold  upon  him !  if  he  do  resist , 
Sabdue  him  at  his  peril. 

Olh.  Hold  your  hands! 

Both  you  of  my  inclining ,  and  the  rest : 
Were  it  my  cue  to  fight ,  I  should  have  known  it 
Without  a  prompter.  —  Where  will  you  that  I  go 
To  answer  this  your  charge? 

Bra.  To  prison;  till  fit  time 

Of  law ,  and  course  of  direct  session , 
Call  thee  to  answer. 

0th.  What  ifl  do  obey? 

How  may  the  duke  be  therewith  satisfied ,   ~ 
Whose  messengers  are  here  about  my  side , 
Upon  some  present  business  of  the  state , 
To  bear  me  to  him? 

Off.  'T  is  true,  most  worthy  signior: 

The  duke 's  in  council,  and  your  noble  self, 
I  am  sure,  is  sent  for. 

Bra.  How !  the  duke  in  council ! 

In  this  time  of  the  night!  —  Bring  him  away. 
Mine 's  not  an  idle  cause :  the  duke  himself. 
Or  any  of  my  brothers  of  the  state , 
Cannot  but  feel  this  wrong ,  as 't  were  their  own ; 
For  if  such  actions  may  have  passage  free , 
Bond-slaves  and  pagans  shall  our  statesmen  be.  [Exetmt. 

SCENE   III. 

The  Same.    A  Council-Chamber. 

T^eDuKB,  and  Senators,  sitting  at  a  Table ;  Officers  attending. 

Duke.    There  is  no  composition  in  these  news , 
That  gives  them  credit. 

1  Sen.  Indeed ,  they  are  disproportion'd : 

My  letters  say ,  a  hundred  and  seven  galleys. 
J^u^e.    And  mine  y  a  hundred  audloiVj. 


oit. 
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ISen.  And  mine,  twohandred: 

Bat  thoDgfa  they  jump  not  on  a  just  accouot, 
(As  in  these  cases,  where  they  aim  reports , 
T  is  oft  with  difference)  yet  do  they  all  confirm 
A  Turkish  fleet,  and  bearing  up  to  Cyprus. 

Dvke,    Nay,  it  is  possible  enough  to  judgment. 
I  do  not  so  secure  me  in  the  error, 
But  the  main  article  I  do  approve 
Id  fearful  sense. 

Sailor,  \Within,\  What  ho!  what  ho!  what  ho! 

Enter  an  Officer ^  with  a  Sailor, 

Off.    A  messenger  from  the  galleys. 

Duke,  Now,  the  business? 

Sail,    The  Turkish  preparation  makes  for  Rhodes : 
So  was  I  bid  report  here  to  the  state , 
By  signior  Angelo. 

Duke*    How  say  you  by  this  change  ? 

1  Sen,  This  cannot  be , 

By  no  assay  of  reason :  't  is  a  pageant , 
To  keep  us  in  false  gaze.    When  we  consider 
The  importancy  of  Cyprus  to  the  Turk ; 
And  let  ourselves  again  but  understand. 
That ,  as  it  more  concerns  the  Turk  than  Rhodes, 
So  may  he  with  more  facile  question  bear  it. 
For  that  it  stands  not  in  such  warlike  brace , 
But  altogether  lacks  th'  abilities 

That  Rhodes  is  dress'd  in :  —  ifwe  make  thought  of  this, 
We  must  not  think  the  Turk  is  so  unskilful , 
To  leave  that  latest  which  concerns  him  first. 
Neglecting  an  attempt  of  ease  and  gain , 
To  wake,  and  wage,  a  danger  profitless. 

Duke,    Nay ,  in  all  confidence ,  he 's  not  for  Rhodes. 

Off.    Here  is  more  news. 

•      Enter  a  Messenger, 
Mess.    The  OUomites,  reverend  and  gracious , 
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Steering  with  due  course  toward  the  isle  of  Rhodes , 
Have  there  injoiDted  them  with  an  after  fleet. 

1  Sen,    Ay ,  so  I  thought.  —  How  many ,  as  you  guess  ? 

Mess.    Of  thirty  sail;  and  now  do  they  re-stem 
Their  backward  course ,  bearing  with  frank  appearance 
Their  purposes  toward  Cyprus.  —  Signior  Hontano, 
Your  trusty  and  most  valiant  servitor, 
With  his  free  duty  recommends  you  thus , 
Anc)  prays  you  to  believe  him. 

Duke,    'T  is  certain  then  for  Cyprus.  — 
Marcus  Luccicos ,  is  not  he  in  town? 

1  Sen,    He  -s  now  in  Florence. 

Duke,    Write  from  us  to  him :  post,  post-haste  dispatch. 

\  Sen,    Here  comes  Brabantio ,  and  the  valiant  Moor. 

^n/er Brabantio ,  Othello,  Iago,  Rodbrigo,  and  Officers, 

Duke,    Valiant  Othello ,  we  must  straight  employ  you 
Against  the  general  enemy  Ottoman.  — 

I  did  not  see  you;  welcome,  gentle  siguior;        [To  Brabamtio. 
We  lack'd  your  counsel  and  your  help  to-night.  , 

Bra,    So  did  I  yours.    Good  your  grace,  pardon  me; 
Neither  my  place ,  nor  aught  I  heard  of  business , 
Hath  rais'd  me  from  my  bed ;  nor  doth  the  general  care 
Take  hold  of  me ,  for  my  particular  grief 
Is  of  so  flood-gate  and  o'er-bearing  nature. 
That  it  engluts  and  swallows  other  sorrows , 
Anditisstilliteelf. 

Duke,  Why,  what's  the  matter? 

Bra.    My  daughter!  0,  my  daughter! 

Sen,  Dead? 

Bra,  Ay,  to  me ; 

She  is  abus'd,  stol'n  from  me ,  and  corrupted 
By  spells  and  medicines  bought  of  mountebanks ; 
For  nature  so  preposterously  to  err , 
(Being  oot  deGcieni ,  bliad,  0T\aimeQls«\i<&O^* 
Baas  witcbcraft  could  not. 
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Duke.    Whoe'er  he  be  tiiat ,  io  this  foul  proceediiig, 
Hath  thus  beguil'd  your  daughter  of  herself , 
4Dd  you  of  her ,  the  bloody  book  of  law 
Tou  shall  yourself  read  hi  the  bitter  letter , 
After  its  own  sense;  yea,  though  our  proper  son 
Stood  in  your  action. 

Bra,  Humbly  I  thank  your  grace. 

Here  is  the  man,  thisMoor^  whom  now,  it  seems, 
Tour  special  mandate ,  for  the  state  affairs , 
Hath  Uther  brought. 

Duke  and  Sen.        We  are  very  sorry  for  it. 

Duke.    What,  in  your  own  part,  can  you  say  to  this? 

[To  Othulo. 

Bra.    Nothing,  but  this  is  so. 

Otk.    Most  potent,  grave,  and  reverend  signiors , 
My  very  noble  and  approv'd  good  masters , 
That  I  have  ta'en  away  this  old  man's  daughter , 
It  is  most  true;  true,  I  have  married  her : 
The  very  head  and  front  of  ray  offending 
Hath  this  extent,  no  more.    Rude  am  I  in  my  speech. 
And  little  bless'd  with  the  set  phrase  of  peace ; 
For  since  these  arms  of  mine  had  seven  years'  pith. 
Till  now,  some  nine  moons  wasted ,  they  have  us'd 
Their  dearest  action  in  the  tented  field ; 
And  little  of  this  great  world  can  I  speak , 
More  than  pertains  to  feats  of  broil  and  battle ; 
And,  tiierefore,  little  shall  I  grace  my  cause, 
Iq  speaking  for  myself.    Yet,  by  your  gracious  patience , 
I  will  a  round  unvarnish'd  tale  deliver 
Ofmy  whole  course  of  love;  what  drugs,  what  charms, 
What  conjuration ,  and  what  mighty  magic , 
(For  such  proceeding  I  am  charged  withal) 
I  won  his  daughter. 

Bra.  A  maiden  never  bold ; 

Of  spirit  so  still  and  quiet ,  that  her  motion 
Blush'd  at  herself;  and  she,  —  id  spite  of  nature , 
OfjrearSfOfeoantrj,  credit,  every  thing , — 

1^\ 
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To  fall  in  loTe  with  what  she  fear'd  to  look  on  ? 
It  is  a  judgment  maim'd ,  and  most  imperfect , 
That  will  confess  perfection  so  could  err 
Against  all  rules  of  nature ;  and  must  be  driven 
To  find  out  practices  of  cunning  hell , 
Why  this  should  be.    I,  therefore,  vouch  again, 
That  with  some  mixtures  powerful  o'er  the  blood , 
Or  with  some  dram  conjur'd  to  this  effect , 
He  wrought  upon  her. 

Duke,  To  Touch  this  is  no  proof: 

Without  more  certain  and  more  overt  test , 
These  are  thin  habits,  and  poor  likelihoods 
Of  modern  seeming ,  you  prefer  against  him. 

\Sen,    But,  Othello,  speak: 
Did  you  by  indirect  and  forced  courses 
Subdue  and  poison  this  young  maid's  affections ; 
Or  came  it  by  request ,  and  such  fair  question 
As  soul  to  soul  affordeth? 

Otk,  I  do  beseech  you , 

Send  for  the  lady  to  the  Sagittary, 
And  let  her  speak  of  me  before  her  father : 
If  you  do  find  me  foul  in  her  report , 
The  trust,  the  office,  I  do  hold  of  you. 
Not  only  take  away ,  but  let  your  sentence 
Even  fall  upon  my  life. 

JDuke.  Fetch  Desdemon^  hither. 

0th,    Ancient,  conduct  them;  you  best  know  the  p 
[Exeunt  La.60  and  A 
And,  till  she  come ,  as  truly  as  to  heaven 
I  do  confess  the  vices  of  my  blood , 
So  justly  to  your  grave  ears  I  '11  present 
How  I  did  thrive  in  this  fair  lady's  love , 
And  she  in  mine. 

Duke,    Say  it,  Othello, 

0th,    Her  father  lov'd  me;  oft  invited  me; 
Still question'd  me  the  story  of  my  l\C« , 
From  year  to  year;  the  battles ,  sief^^s ,  tovvax^^. 
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That  I  have  pass'd. 

I  raD  it  through ,  eTen  from  my  boyish  days, 

To  the  very  moment  that  he  bade  me  tell  it : 

Wherein  I  spake  of  most  disastrous  chances , 

Of  moTing  accidents,  by  flood,  and  field; 

Of  hair-breadth  scapes  i'  th'  imminent  deadly  breach ; 

Of  being  taken  by  the  insolent  foe , 

And  sold  to  slaTcry ;  of  my  redemption  thence , 

And  portance  in  my  trayel's  history . 

Wherein  of  antres  vast ,  and  deserts  idle , 

Rough  quarries ,  rocks ,  and  hills  whose  heads  touch  heaven , 

It  was  my  hint  to  speak ,  such  was  the  process ; 

And  of  the  Cannibals  that  each  other  eat , 

The  Anthropophagi ,  and  men  whose  heads 

Do  grow  beneath  their  shoulders.    This  to  hear , 

Wbuld  Desdemona  seriously  incline : 

But  still  the  house  affairs  would  draw  her  thence ; 

Which  ever  as  she  could  with  haste  despatch , 

She'd  come  again,  and  with  a  greedy  ear 

Devour  up  my  discourse.    Which  I  observing , 

Took  once  a  pliant  hour;  and  found  good  means 

To  draw  from  her  a  prayer  of  earnest  heart , 

That  I  would  all  my  pilgrimage  dilate , 

Whereof  by  parcels  she  had  something  heard , 

But  not  intentively :  I  did  consent; 

And  often  did  beguile  her  of  her  tears , 

When  I  did  speak  of  some  distressful  stroke , 

That  my  youlli  suffer'd.    My  story  being  done , 

She  gave  me  for  my  pains  a  world  of  sighs  * 

She  swore ,  —  in  faith ,  't  was  strange ,  't  was  passing  strange ; 

'  T  was  pitiful ,  't  was  wondrous  pitiful : 

She  wish'd  she  had  not  heard  it ;  yet  she  wish'd 

That  heaven  had  made  her  such  a  man :  she  thank'd  me ; 

And  bade  me ,  if  I  had  a  friend  that  lov'd  her , 

I  should  but  teach  him  how  to  tell  my  story , 

And  that  would  woo  her.    Upon  this  hint  I  sp&kt ; 

She  lov'd  me  for  the  dangers  I  had  pass'd , 
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And  I  loy'd  her ,  that  she  did  pity  them. 
This  only  is  the  witchcraft  I  have  us'd : 
Here  comes  the  lady ;  let  her  witness  it. 

^/i^er  Desdemona  ,  Iago,  and  Attendants, 

Duke.    I  think,  this  tale  would  win  my  daughter  too 
Good  Brabantio , 

Take  up  this  mangled  matter  at  the  best : 
Men  do  their  broken  weapons  rather  use , 
Than  their  bare  hands. 

Bra.  I  pray  you,  hear  her  speak : 

If  she  confess  that  she  was  half  the  wooer. 
Destruction  on  my  head ,  if  my  bad  blame 
Light  on  the  man.  —  Come  hither,  gentle  mistress s 
Do  you  perceive  in  all  this  noble  company , 
Where  most  you  owe  obedience? 

Des.  My  noble  father « 

I  do  perceive  here  a  divided  duty. 
To  you,  I  am  bound  for  life,  and  education : 
My  life,  and  education ,  both  do  learn  me 
How  to  respect  you ;  you  are  the  lord  of  duty;  * 
lam  hitherto  your  daughter :  but  here 's  my  husband ; 
And  so  much  duty  as  my  mother  show'd 
To  you ,  preferring  you  before  her  father , 
So  much  I  challenge  that  I  may  profess 
Due  to  the  Moor,  my  lord. 

Bra.  God  be  with  you !  —  I  have 

Please  it  your  grace ,  on  to  the  state  affairs : 
I  had  ratllfer  to  adopt  a  child  than  get  it.  — 
Come  hither.  Moor: 
I  here  do  give  thee  that  with  all  my  heart , 
Which,  but  thou  hast  already,  with  all  my  heart 
I  would  keep  from  thee.  —  For  your  sake ,  jewel , 
I  am  glad  at  soul  I  have  no  other  child , 
For  thy  escape  would  teach  me  tyranny , 
To  bang  clogs  oa  them.  —  I  hav«  done ,  my  lord. 
JS^u^e.    Lei  me  speak  like  yoiirseU\  ».ti^\v|  ^^\)\ffi« 
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Which ^  asagrise,  or  step,  may  help  these  lo vers 

Into  your  favoor. 

When  remedies  are  past ,  the  griefs  are  ended 

By  seeing  the  worst,  which  late  on  hopes  depended. 

To  mourn  a  mischief  that  is  past  and  gone 

Is  the  next  way  to  draw  more  mischief  on. 

What  cannot  be  preserv'd  when  fortune  takes , 

Patience  her  injury  a  mockery  makes. 

The  robb'd ,  that  smiles ,  steals  something  from  the  thief: 

He  robs  himself,  that  spends  a  bootless  grief. 

Bra.    So  let  the  Turk  of  Cyprus  us  beguile : 
We  lose  it  not,  so  long  as  we  can  smile. 
He  bears  the  sentence  well,  that  nothing  bears    * 
But  the  free  comfort  which  from  thence  he  hears; 
But  he  bears  both  the  sentence  and  the  sorrow, 
That,  to  pay  grief,  must  ofpoor  patience  borrow. 
These  sentences,  to  sugar,  or  to  gall, 
Being  strong  on  both  sides ,  are  equivocal : 
But  words  are  words ;  I  never  yet  did  hear , 
That  the  bruis'd  heart  was  pierced  through  the  ear. 
Beseech  you ,  now' to  the  affairs  of  state. 

Duke,  The  Turk  with  a  most  mighty  preparation  makes  for 
Cyprus.  —  Othello,  the  fortitude  of  the  place  is  best  known  to 
you ;  and  though  we  have  there  a  substitute  of  most  allowed  suffi- 
ciency, yet  opinion,  a  sovereign  mistress  of  effects,  throws  a. 
more  safer  voice  on  you:  you  must,  therefore,  be  content  to 
slabber  the  gloss  of  your  new  fortunes  with  this  more  stubborn 
and  boisterous  expedition. 

0th.    The  tyrant  custom,  most  grave  senators, 
Hath  made  the  flinty  and  steel  couch  of  war 
My  thrice-driven  bed  of  down :  I  do  agnize 
A  natural  and  prompt  alacrity , 
I  find  in  hardness ;  and  do  undertake 
These  present  wars  against  the  Ottomites. 
Most  humbly,  therefore,  bending  to  your  state , 
I  crave  fit  disposition  for  my  wife ; 
Due  reference  of  place,  and  exhibition , 
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With  such  accommodatioD ,  and  besort , 
As  leyels  with  her  breeding. 

Duke,  If  you  please. 

Be  't  at  her  father's. 

Bra,  I  '11  not  have  it  so. 

0th.    Nor  I. 

Det,  Nor  I;  I  would  not  there  reside , 

To  put  my  father  in  impatient  thoughts , 
By  being  in  his  eye.    Most  gracious  duke , 
To  my  unfolding  lend  your  prosperous  ear : 
And  let  me  find  a  charter  in  your  voice , 
T'  assist  my  simpleness. 

Duke,    What  would  you ,  Desdemona? 

Des,    That  I  did  love  the  Moor  to  live  with  him , 
My  downright  violence  and  storm  of  fortunes 
May  trumpet  to  the  world :  my  heart 's  subdued 
Even  to  the  very  quality  of  my  lord : 
I  saw  Othello's  visage  in  his  mind ; 
And  to  his  honours ,  and  his  valiant  parts , 
Did  I  my  soul  and  fortunes  consecrate. 
So  that ,  dear  lords ,  if  I  be  left  behind , 
A  moth  of  peace ,  and  he  go  to  the  war , 
The  rites  for  which  I  love  him  are  bereft  me , 
And  I  a  heavy  interim  shall  support 
By  his  dear  absence.    Let  me  go  with  him. 

0th,    Your  voices,  lords:  'beseech  you,  let  her  will 
Have  a  free  way. 

Vouch  with  me,  heaven,  I  therefore  beg  it  not , 
To  please  the  palate  of  my  appetite ; 
Nor  to  comply  with  heat ,  the  young  affects , 
In  my  defunct  and  proper  satisfaction ; 
But  to  be  free  and  bounteous  to  her  mind : 
And  heaven  defend  your  good  souls ,  that  you  think 
I  will  your  serious  and  great  business  scant , 
For  she  is  with  me.    No,  when  iight-wing'd  toy$ 
Of  feather'd  Cupid  foil  with  wanton  dulness 
Jfy  specaJatiYe  and  active  instrumeuVs  ^ 
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That  my  disports  corrupt  and  taint  my  busiaess , 
Let  housewiyes  make  a  skillet  of  my  helm , 
And  all  indign  and  base  adversities 
Make  head  against  my  reputation ! 

Duke.    Be  it  as  you  shall  privately  determine , 
Either  for  her  stay ,  or  going.    Th'  affair  cries  haste , 
And  speed  must  answer  it :  you  must  hence  to-night. 

Des,    To-night,  my  lord? 

Duke.  This  night. 

0th.  With  all  my  heart. 

Duke.    At  nine  i*  the  morning  here  we  '11  meet  again. 
Othello ,  leave  some  officer  behind , 
And  he  shall  our  commission  bring  to  you ; 
With  such  things  else  of  quality  and  respect, 
As  doth  import  you. 

0th.  Please  your  grace ,  my  ancient; 

A  man  he  is  of  honesty ,  and  trust : 
To  his  conveyance  I  assign  my  wife , 
With  what  else  needful  your  good  grace  shall  think 
To  be  sent  after  me. 

Duke.  Let  it  be  ^o.  — 

Good  night  to  every  one. —  And,  noble  signior, 

[To  Brabantio. 
If  virtue  no  delighted  beauty  lack , 
Your  son-in-law  is  far  more  fair  than  black. 

\  Sen,    Adieu,  brave  Moor!  use  Desdemona  well. 

Bra,    Look  to  her ,  Moor ,  if  thou  hast  eyes  to  see : 
She  has  deceived  her  father ,  and  may  thee. 

[Exeunt'DiiK^,  Senators ^  Officers ^  (fcc. 

0th.    Idj  life  upon  her  faith.  —  Honest  lago , 
My  Desdemona  must  I  leave  to  thee : 
I  pr'ythee,  let  thy  wife  attend  on  her. 
And  bring  her  after  in  the  best  advantage.  — 
Come,  Desdemona;  I  have  but  an  hour 
Of  love,  ofworldly  matters  and  direction. 
To  spend  with  thee :  we  must  obey  the  time. 

[Exeunt  Othello  andl>i.^\i^^^^5w. 


20  OTHELLO, 

Rod.    lago.  ^ 

lago.    What  say'st  thou ,  noble  heart?  ^ 

Rod.    What  will  I  do,  thinkest  thou?  ,^ 

lago.    Why ,  go  to  bed ,  and  sleep.  ' 

Rod.    I  will  incontineotly  drown  myself.  . 

lago.    Well,  if  thou  dost,  I  shall  never  love  tbee  after  it»  ^^ 

Why,  thou  silly  gentleman !  j. 

Rod.    It  is  silliness  to  live,  when  to  live  is  a  torment;  and  . 

then  have  we  a  prescription  to  die ,  when  death  is  our  physician.       ^ 

lago.    0  villainous !    I  have  looked  upon  the  world  for  four.  ^| 

times  seven  years,  and  since  I  could  distinguish  betwixt  a beaeii  ,^ 

and  an  injury ,  I  never  found  a  man  that  knew  how  to  lave  himadLi  ' 

Ere  I  would  say,  I  would  drown  myself  for  the  love  of  a  Goioei*  ^ 

hen,  I  would  change  my  humanity  with  a  baboon. 

Rod.  What  should  I  do  ?  I  confess ,  it  is  my  shame  to  be  s»  ? 
fond ;  but  it  is  not  in  my  virtue  to  amend  it. 

lago.  Virtue?  a  fig!  'tis  in  ourselves  that  we  are  thuSy  ot  ^ 
thus.  Our  bodies  are  gardens ,  to  the  whkh ,  our  wills  are  gM^  J 
deners ;  so  that  if  we  will  plant  nettles,  or  sow  lettuce;  set  hyssops  I. 
and  weed  up  thyme ;  supply  it  with  one  gender  of  herbs,  or  distmsl-  f 
it  with  many;  either  to  have  it  sterii  with  idleness,  or  maniired  f* 
with  industry;  why,  the  power  and  corrigible  authority  of  this  lie%  V 

itrt    AVBH  vwrillo  Tf  f  K  A  Iv  til  o*«  A  A    A  f  iVIII*  1!  VAC    na^l    *»/\*    A.»A.AAalA    »^P  mk^m.rt^m..  ' 


in  our  wills.  If  the  balance  of  our  lives  had  not  one  scale  of  reason 
to  poise  another  of  sensuality,  the  blood  and  baseness  of  oar  na- 
tures would  conduct  us  to  most  preposterous  conclusions :  but  wa 
have  reason  to  cool  our  raging  motions ,  our  carnal  stings,  our 
unbitted  lusts,  whereof  I  take  this ,  that  you  call —  love,  to  be  a 
sect,  or  scion. 

Rod.    It  cannot  be^ 

lago.  It  is  merely  a  lust  of  the  blood,  and  a  permission  of  the 
will.  Come ,  be  a  man :  drown  thyself?  drown  cats ,  and  blind 
puppies.  I  profess  me  thy  friend,  and  I  confess  me  knit  to  thy 
deserving  with  cables  of  perdurable  toughness;  I  could  never  better 
stead  thee  than  now.  Put  money  in  thy  purse ;  follow  these  wars;, 
defeat  thy  favour  with  an  usurped  beard ;  I  say ,  put  money  in  thy. 
purse.  It  cannot  be ,  that  Desdemona  should  long  continue  her 
iove  to  the  Moor,  —  put  mone^  \u  V\i^  v^ts^\  —  \tfw\ifc\a&\aVwt\ 
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it  was  a  violent  eommeocement,  and  tlMU  shalt  see  an  answerable 
sequestration ;  —  put  but  money  in  tby  purse.  —  Tbese  Ifoors  are 
ebangeable  in  tbeir  wills;  —  ill  thy  purse  with  money :  the  food 
tliat  to  liim  now  is  as  luscious  as  locusts ,  shall  be  to  him  shortly  as 
bitter  as  coloquintida.  She  must  change  for  youth :  when  she  is 
sated  with  his  body,  she  will  find  the  error  of  her  choice.  —  She 
must  have  change ,  she  must :  therefore ,  put  money  in  thy  purse. 
—  If  thoa  wilt  needs  damn  thyself,  do  it  a  more  delicate  way  than 
drowning.  Make  all  the  money  thou  canst.  If  sanctimony  and 
a  frail  TOW,  betwiit  an  erring  barbarian  and  a  supersubtle  Venetian, 
be  not  too  bard  for  my  wits,  and  all  the  tribe  of  bell,  thoa  shalt 
•ogoy  her ;  therefore  make  money.  A  pox  of  drowning  thyself!  it 
is  clean  out  of  the  way:  seek  thou  rather  to  be  hanged  in  compass- 
ing thy  joy,  than  to  be  drowned  and  go  without  her. 

Rod*    Wilt  thou  be  fast  to  my  hopes,  if  I  depend  on  the  issue? 

Jag^.  Thou  art  sure  of  me.  —  Go,  make  money.  —  I  have 
told  thee  often,  and  I  re-tell  thee  again  and  again,  I  hate  the  Moor : 
my  caose  is  hearted;  thine  hath  no  less  reason.  Let  us  be  con- 
jnnctiTe  in  our  revenge  against  him :  if  thou  canst  cuckold  him, 
thoa  dost  thyself  a  pleasure ,  me  a  sport.  There  are  many  events 
in  the  womb  of  time,  which  will  be  delivered.  Traverse;  go; 
provide  thy  money.  We  will  have  more  of  this  to-morrow.  Adieu. 

Rod,    Where  shall  we  meet  i'  the  morning? 

logo.    At  my  lodging. 

Mad.    I '11  be  with  thee  betimes. 

logo.    Goto;  farewell.    Bo  you  hear,  Roderigo? 

Bod.    Virhatsayyou? 

logo.    No  more  of  drowning,  do  you  hear. 

Rod,    I  am  changed.    I  '11  sell  all  my  land. 

logo.    Goto;  farewell:  put  money  enough  in  your  purse. 

[Exit  RODKRIOO. 

Thus  do  I  ever  make  my  fool  my  purse ; 
For  I  mine  own  gain'd  knowledge  should  profane , 
Iff  would  time  expend  with  such  a  snipe , 
But  for  my  qK>rt  and  profit.    I  hate  the  Moor ; 
And  it  is  thought  abroad,  that  *twiit  my  sheets 
BebMsdoaemjomce:  /Irzioir  not  if 't  be  true ; 

7»^ 
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Yet  I,  for  mere  suspicion  in  that  kind , 

Will  do  as  if  for  surety.    He  holds  me  well ; 

The  better  shall  my  purpose  work  on  him. 

Cassio  's  a  proper  man :  let  me  see  now ; 

To  get  his  place ,  and  to  plume  up  my  will ; 

In  double  knayery,  —  How ,  how?  —  Let 's  see :  — 

After  some  time ,  to  abuse  Othello's  ear, 

That  he  is  too  familiar  with  his  wife : 

He  hath  a  person ,  and  a  smooth  dispose , 

To  be  suspected ;  fram'd  to  make  women  false. 

The  Moor  is  of  a  free  and  open  nature , 

That  thinks  men  honest ,  that  but  seem  to  be  so , 

And  will  as  tenderly  be  led  by  the  nose , 

As  asses  are.  — 

I  have 't;  —  it  is  engender'd :  —  hell  and  night 

Must  bring  this  monstrous  birth  to  the  world's  light.  [Exit, 

ACT  II.     SCENE  I. 
A  Sea-port  Town  in  Cyprus.    A  Platform. 
Enter  Montano  and  Two  Gentlemen, 
Mon,    What  from  the  cape  can  you  discern  at  sea? 

1  Gent,    Nothing  at  all :  it  is  a  high- wrought  flood ; 
I  cannot ,  Hwixt  the  heaven  and  the  main , 

Descry  a  sail. 

Mon,    Methinks,  the  wind  hath  spoke  aloud  at  land ; 
A  fuller  blast  ne'er  shook  our  battlements; 
If  it  hath  ruffian'd  so  upon  the  sea , 
What  ribs  of  oak ,  when  mountains  melt  on  them , 
Can  hold  the  mortise?  what  shall  we  hear  of  this? 

2  Gent,    A  segregation  of  the  Turkish  fleet  : 
For  do  but  stand  upon  the  foaming  shore , 

The  chidden  billow  seems  to  pelt  the  clouds, 
The  wind-shak'd  surge ,  with  high  and  monstrous  maoe, 
^eems  to  cast  water  on  the  burning  bear, 
.Aad  quench  the  guards  of  th'  e\eT-&iftd^Q\^\ 
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I  never  did  like  moIesUtion  new 
On  the  enchafed  flood. 

Mon.  If  that  the  Turkish  fleet 

Be  not  inshelter'd  and  embay 'd ,  they  are  drowo'd ; 
It  is  impossible  to  bear  it  out. 

Enter  a  third  Gentleman, 

3  Gent,    News,  lads !  our  wars  are  done. 
The  desperate  tempest  hath  so  bang'd  the  Turks , 
That  their  designment  halts :  a  noble  ship  of  Venice 
Hath  seen  a  grievous  wreck  and  suff'erance 
On  most  part  of  their  fleet. 

Mon,    How!  is  this  true? 

3  Gent,  The  ship  is  here  put  in : 

A  Veronese,  Michael  Cassio , 
Lieutenant  to  the  warlike  Moor ,  Othello , 
Is  come  on  shore :  the  Moor  himself 's  at  sea , 
Aod  is  in  full  commission  here  for  Cyprus. 

Mon,    I  am  glad  on  't ;  't  is  a  worthy  governor. 

3  Gent,    But  this  same  Cassio ,  though  he  speak  of  con»(brt, 
Touching  the  Turkish  loss ,  yet  he  looks  sadly, 
Aod  prays  the  Moor  be  safe ;  for  they  were  parted 
With  foul  and  violent  tempest. 

Mon.  Pray  heaven  he  be ; 

For  1  have  sen'd  him ,  and  the  man  commands 
Like  a  full  soldier.    Let 's  to  the  sea-side ,  ho ! 
As  well  to  see  the  vessel  that 's  come  in , 
As  to  throw  out  our  eyes  for  brave  Othello , 
Even  till  we  make  the  main ,  and  th'  aerial  blue , 
An  indistinct  regard. 

3  Gent,  Come ,  let  *s  do  so ; 

For  every  minute  is  expectancy 
Ofmorearrivance. 

Enter  Cassio. 

Cos,    Thanks  you ,  the  valian  t  of  the  warlike  \%U , 
That  so  approve  the  Moor,  —  0 !  let  the  hea\  eus 
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Give  him  defence  against  the  elements , 
For  I  have  lost  him  on  a  dangerous  sea. 

Mon,    Is  he  well  shipp'd? 

Cas.    His  bark  is  stoutly  timber'd ,  and  bis  pilot 
Of  very  expert  and  approv'd  allowance ; 
Therefore  my  hopes ,  not  surfeited  to  death , 
Stand  in  bold  cure. 

[Within.]  AsaU,  a  sail,  a  sail! 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

Cas,    What  noise? 

Mess,    The  town  is  empty ;  on  the  brow  o*  the  sea 
Stand  ranks  of  people,  and  they  cry,  "a  sail." 

Cas,    My  hopes  do  shape  him  for  the  governor.    [Guns  h 

2  Gent,    They  do  discharge  their  shot  of  courtesy : 
'    Our  friends,  at  least. 

Cas,  I  pray  you.  Sir,  go  forth. 

And  give  us  truth  who 't  is  that  is  arriv'd. 

%  Gent.    I  shall.  [ 

Mon.    But,  good  lieutenant,  is  your  general  wiv*d? 

Coi.    Most  fortunately :  he  hath  achiev'd  a  maid , 
That  paragons  description ,  and  wild  fame ; 
One  that  excels  the  quirks  of  blazoning  pens, 
And  in  th'  essential  vesture  of  creation , 
Does  bear  all  excellency.  —  How  now?  who  has  put  in? 

Re-enter  Second  Gentleikan, 

2  Gent,    'T  is  one  lago ,  ancient  to  the  general. 

Cas,    He  has  had  most  favourable  and  happy  speed : 
Tempests  themselves ,  high  seas ,  and  howling  winds , 
The  gutter'd  rocks,  and  congregated  sands. 
Traitors  ensteep'd  to  clog  the  guiltless  keel , 
As  having  sense  of  beauty ,  do  omit 
Their  mortal  natures ,  letting  go  safely  by 
The  divine  Desdemona. 

Mon.  What  is  she? 

Cm.    8be  that  I  spake  of ,  our  ^te&l  c&^laiu*s  captain , 
Left  ia  the  coDduct  of  the  bold  Uf^o ; 
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Whose  footiDg  here  anticipates  oar  thoughts , 
k  se'Doight's  speed.  —  Great  Jove !  Otheih)  guard , 
Aod  swelJ  his  sail  with  thine  own  powerful  breath, 
That  he  may  bless  this  bay  with  his  tall  ship  ^ 
Make  love's  quick  pants  in  Desdemona's  arms , 
Give  renew'd  fire  to  our  eitincted  spirits , 
And  bring  all  Cyprus  comfort.  —  0 ,  behold ! 

Enter  Dbsdbmoma,  Emilia,  Iago,  Rodbeigo,  and 
Attendants, 
The  riches  of  the  ship  is  come  on  shore. 
Ye  men  of  Cyprus ,  let  her  have  your  knees.  — 
Hail  to  thee ,  lady !  and  the  grace  of  heaven , 
Before,  behind  thee,  and  on  every  hand , 
Enwheel  thee  round ! 

Des.  I  thank  you,  valiant  Cassio. 

What  tidings  can  you  tell  me  of  my  lord? 

Cos.    He  is  not  yet  arriv'd :  nor  know  I  aught 
Bat  that  he 's  well ,  and  will  be  shortly  here. 

Des.'  O !  but  I  fear.  —  How  lost  you  company? 
Cas.    The  great  contention  of  the  sea  and  skies 
Parted  our  fellowship. 

[ff^ithin.}    A  sail ,  a  sail ! 
But,  hark!  a  sail.  [Guns  heard, 

%  Gent.    They  give  their  greeting  to  the  citadel  -. 
This  likewise  is  a  friend. 

Cas.  See  for  the  news !  —^    [Exit  Gentleman. 

Good  ancient,  you  are  welcome.  —  Welcome,  mistress. — 

[Jo  Emilia. 
Let  it  not  gall  your  patience ,  good  lago , 
That  I  extend  my  manners :  H  is  my  breeding 
That  gives  me  this  bold  show  of  courtesy.  [liissing  her. 

lago.    Sir ,  would  she  give  you  so  much  of  her  lips, 
^  of  her  tongue  she  oft  bestows  on  me, 
YoQ  'd  have  enough. 
Bes,  Alas!  she  has  DO  speech. 

^a^ff.    lafaitb,  too  much; 
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I  find  it  still ,  when  I  have  leave  to  sleep : 
Marry,  before  your  ladyship ,  I  grant, 
She  puts  her  tongue  a  little  in  her  heart , 
And  chides  with  thinking. 

Emil.    You  have  little  cause  to  say  so. 

lago.    Come  on ,  come  on ;  you  are  pictures  out  of  doors, 
Bells  in  your  parlours ,  wild  cats  in  your  kitchens , 
Saints  in  your  injuries ,  devils  being  offended , 
Players  in  your  housewifery ,  and  housewives  in  your  beds. 

Des,    0,  fie  upon  thee,  slanderer! 

lago.    Kay ,  it  is  true ,  or  else  I  am  a  Turk : 
You  rise  to  play ,  and  go  to  bed  to  work. 

Emil,    You  shall  not  write  my  praise, 

lago.  No ,  let  me  not. 

Des.    What  would'st  thou  write  of  me,   if  thou  should*st 
praise  me? 

lago,    O  gentle  lady,  do  not  put  me  to 't, 
For  I  am  nothing,  if  not  critical. 

Des.    Come  on^  assay.  —  There 's  one  gone  to  the  harbour? 

lago.    Ay,  Madam. 

Des,    I  am  not  merry;  but  I  do  beguile 
The  thing  I  am ,  by  seeming  otherwise.  — 
Come ;  how  would'st  thou  praise  me? 

lago,    I  am  about  it,  but,  indeed,  my  invention 
Comes  from  my  pate ,  as  birdlime  does  from  frize , 
It  plucks  out  brains  and  all ;  but  my  muse  labours , 
And  thus  she  is  delivei^'d. 
If  she  be  fair  and  wise ,  —  fairness ,  and  wit , 
The  one's  for  use ,  the  other  useth  it. 

Des,    Well  prais'd !  How,  ifshe  be  black  and  witty? 

lago,    Ifshe  be  black,  and  thereto  have  a  wit, 
She  '11  find  a  white  that  shall  her  blackness  fit. 

Des,    Worse  and  worse. 

Emil.    How,  iffair  and  foolish? 

lago.    She  never  yet  was  foolish  that  was  fair ; 
IFor  even  her  folly  help'd  her  to  an  heir. 

/W.     These  are  old  fond  paradoxes  ^  x.QtCL'd^&ftVi^^X^iNi^v*  \.\\« 
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alehouse.  Wliat  miserable  praise  hast  thoa  for  her  that 's  foal  and 
foolish? 

la^.    There 's  none  so  foul ,  and  foolish  thereunto , 
^  But  does  foul  pranks  which  fair  and  wise  ones  do. 

Des.  O  heavy  ignorance !  thou  praisest  the  worst  best.  But 
what  praise  could'st  thou  bestow  on  a  deserving  woman  indeed? 
one  that,  in  the  authority  of  her  merit,  did  justly  put  on  the  vouch 
of -very  malice  itself? 

lago.    She  that  was  ever  fair ,  and  never  proud ; 
Had  tongue  at  will,  and  yet  was  never  loud ; 
Neyer  lack'd  gold ,  and  yet  went  never  gay ; 
Fled  from  her  wish ,  and  yet  said ,  —  "  now  I  may ; " 
She  that,  being  anger'd ,  her  revenge  being  nigh, 
Bade  her  wrong  stay ,  and  her  displeasure  fly; 
She  that  in  wisdom  never  was  so  frail , 
To  change  the  cod's  head  for  the  salmon's  tail ; 
She  that  could  think,  and  ne'er  disclose  her  mind , 
See  suitors  following ,  and  not  look  behind ; 
She  was  a  wight ,  —  if  ever  such  wight  were ,  — 
D€n.    To  do  what? 

lago.    To  suckle  fools,  and  chronicle  small  beer. 
Des,    0,  most  lame  and  impotent  conclusion !  —  Do  not  learn 
of  him,  Emilia,  though  he  be  thy  husband.  —  How  say  you, 
Cassio?  is  he  not  a  most  profane  and  liberal  counsellor? 

Cos,    He  speaks  home ,  Madam :  you  may  relish  him  more  in 
the  soldier,  than  in  the  scholar. 

lago,  [Aside.l  He  takes  her  by  the  palip :  ay,  well  said,  whis- 
per :  with  as  little  a  web  as  this ,  will  I  ensnare  as  great  a  fly  as 
Cassio.  Ay,  smile  upon  her,  do;  I  will  gyve  thee  in  thine  own 
courtship.  You  say  true ;  't  is  so,  indeed :  if  such  tricks  as  these 
strip  you  out  of  your  lieutenantry,  it  had  been  better  you  had  not 
kissed  your  three  fingers  so  oft ,  which  now  again  you  are  most  apt 
to  play  the  sir  in.  Very  good ;  well  kissed !  an  excellent  courtesy ! 
*t  is  so  indeed.  Yet  again  your  fingers  to  your  lips?  would ,  they 
were  clyster-pipes  for  your  sake.  —  [A  trumpet  heardJ]  The 
Moor!  I  know  bis  trumpet* 
Cos.     T is  truly  80, 
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Des,    Let 's  meet  bfm ,  and  receive  him. 
Cas,    Lo,  nvbere  he  comes ! 

Enter  Othello  ,  and  Attendants, 

0th,    Of  my  fair  warrior ! 

Des.  My  dear  Othello! 

0th,    It  gives  me  wonder  great  as  my  content , 
To  see  you  here  before  me.    O ,  my  soul 's  joy ! 
If  after  every  tempest  come  such  calms , 
May  the  winds  blow ,  till  they  have  wakened  death; 
And  let  the  labouring  bark  climb  hills  of  seas , 
Olympus-high ,  and  duck  again  as  low 
As  hell 's  from  heaven !    If  it  were  now  to  die , 
'  T  were  now  to  be  most  happy ;  for ,  I  fear , 
My  soul  hath  her  content  so  absolute , 
That  not  another  comfort  like  to  this 
Succeeds  in  unknown  fate. 

Des,  The  heavens  forbid , 

But  that  our  loves  and  comforts  should  increase , 
Even  as  our  days  do  grow ! 

0th,  Amen  to  that,  sweet  powers! 

I  cannot  speak  enough  of  this  content. 
It  stops  me  here ;  it  is  too  much  of  joy : 
And  this ,  and  this ,  the  greatest  discords  be,  [Kisting  h 

That  e'er  our  hearts  shall  make ! 

lago.  [Aside,]    O !  you  are  well  tun'd  now ; 

But  1  Ml  set  down  the  pegs  that  make  this  music, 
As  honest  as  I  am. 

0th,  Come,  let  us  to  the  castle.  — 

News,  friends ;  our  wars  are  done ,  the  Turks  are  drown'd. 
How  does  my  old  acquaintance  of  this  isle?  — 
Honey,  you  shall  be  well  desir*d  in  Cyprus, 
I  have  found  great  love  amongst  them.    0  my  sweet , 
I  prattle  out  of  fashion ,  and  I  dote 
In  mine  own  comforts.  —  I  pr'ythee ,  good  logo , 
Go  to  the  bay,  and  disembark  my  coffers. 
Bring  tbou  the  master  to  the  ciladeW 

7.K 
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Heisagoodctte,  tod  his  wortbiness 

Does  challeDge  much  respect.  —  Come ,  DesdemoDa , 

Once  more  well  met  at  Cyprus. 

[^dmm/ Othello,  Dbsdbmona,  and  Attendants . 
lago.  Do  thou  meet  me  presently  at  the  harbour.  —  Come 
hither.  —  If  thou  be'st  valiant  —  as  they  say  base  men,  being  in 
love  9  have  then  a  nobility  in  their  natures  more  than  is  native  to 
them,  —  list  me.  The  lieutenant  to-night  watches  on  the  court  of 
guard.  —  First,  I  must  tell  thee  this  —  Desdemona  is  directly  in 
love  with  him. 

Rod.    With  him!  why,  't  is  not  possible. 
lag-o.    Lay  thy  Gnger —  thus,  and  let  thy  soul  be  instructed. 
Mark  me  with  what  violence  she  first  loved  the  Moor,  but  for  brag- 
ging, and  telling  her  fantastical  lies ;  and  will  she  love  him  still  for 
prating?  let  not  thy  discreet  heart  think  it.    Her  eye  must  be  fed ; 
and  what  delight  shall  she  have  to  look  on  the  devil?  When  the 
bIcMMi  is  made  dull  with  the  act  of  sport,  there  should  be,  ~  again 
to  inflame  it,  and  to  give  satiety  a  fresh  appetite,  —  loveliness  in 
favour,  sympathy  in  years ,  manners,  and  beauties;  all  which  the 
Moor  is  defective  in.    Now,  for  want  of  these  required  convenien- 
ces, her  delicate  tenderness  will  find  itself  abused ,  begin  to  heave 
the  gorge,  disrelish  and  abhor  the  Moor;  very  nature  will  instruct 
her  io  it,  and  compel  her  to  some  second  choice.    Now,  Sir,  this 
granted,  (as  it  is  a  most  pregnant  and  unforced  position)  who 
stands  so  eminently  in  the  degree  of  this  fortune,  as  Cassio  does? 
a  knave  very  voluble;  no  farther  conscionable,  than  in  putting 
on  the  mere  form  of  civil  and  humane  seeming,  for  the  better  com- 
passing of  his  salt  and  most  bidden  loose  affection?  why,  none; 
why,  none:  a  subtle  slippery  knave;  a  finder  out  of  occasions; 
that  has  an  eye  can  stamp  and  counterfeit  advantages ,  though  true 
advatange  never  present  itself:  a  devilish  knave!  besides,  the 
knave  is  handsome,  young,  and  hath  all  those  requisites  in  him, 
that  folly  and  green  minds  look  after;  a  pestilent  complete  knave, 
and  the  woman  haih  found  him  already. 

Bod.    I  cannot  believe  that  in  her :  she  is  full  of  most  blessed 
condition. 

lago.    Blessed  Dg*s  end!  the  wine  she  ^T\tkVL<&  \%  tK^^s^  ^\ 
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grapes :  if  she  had  been  blessed,  she  would  never  have  loved  the 
Moor:  bless'd  pudding t  Didst  thou  not  see  her  paddle  with  the 
palm  of  his  hand?  didst  not  mark  that? 

Rod.    Yes,  that  I  did;  but  that  was  but  courtesy. 

lago.  Lechery ,  by  this  hand ;  an  index,  and  obscure  pro- 
logue to  the  history  of  lust  and  foul  thoughts.  They  met  so  near 
with  their  lips ,  that  their  breaths  embraced  together.  Yillainoos 
thoughts,  Roderigo!  when  these  mutualities  so  marshal  the  way, 
bard  at  hand  comes  the  master  and  main  exercise,  the  incorporate 
conclusion.  Pish!  —  But,  Sir,  be  you  ruled  by  roe:  I  hare 
brought  you  from  Venice.  Watch  you  to-night;  for  the  command, 
I  '11  lay  't  upon  you :  Cassio  knows  you  not :  —  I  '11  not  be  far  from 
you :  do  you  Bud  some  occasion  to  anger  Cassio ,  either  by  speak* 
ing  too  loud,  or  tainting  his  discipline;  or  from  what  other 
course  you  please,  which  the  time  shall  more  favourably  minister* 

Rod.    Well. 

lago.  Sir,  he  is  rash,  and  very  sudden  in  choler,  and,  haply^ 
with  his  truncheon  may  strike  at  you :  provoke  him ,  that  he  may ; 
for  even  out  of  that  will  I  cause  these  of  Cyprus  to  mutiny ,  whose 
qualification  shall  come  into  no  true  taste  again ,  but  by  the  dis- 
planting  of  Cassio.  So  shall  you  l)ave  a  shorter  journey  to  your 
desires,  by  the  means  1  shall  then  have  to  prefer  them;  and  the 
impediment  most  profitably  removed,  without  the  which  there 
were  no  expectation  of  our  prosperity. 

Rod.    I  will  do  this ,  if  I  can  bring  it  to  any  opportunity. 

laffo.  I  warrant  thee.  Meet  me  by  and  by  at  the  citadel:  I 
must  fetch  his  necessaries  ashore.    Farewell. 

Rod.    Adieu.  [ExU. 

lago.    That  Cassio  loves  her,  I  do  well  believe  it; 
That  she  loves  him,  'tis  apt,  and  of  great  credit: 
The  Moor  —  howheit  that  I  endure  him  not,  — 
Is  of  a  constant,  loving,  noble  nature; 
And ,  I  dare  think ,  he  '11  prove  to  Desdemona     * 
A  most  dear  husband.    Now,  I  do  love  her  too; 
Not  out  of  absolute  lust,  (though,  peradventure , 
I  stand  accountant  for  as  great  a  sin) 
Bat  partly  led  to  diet  my  revenge , 
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For  that  I  do  suspect  the  lustful  Moor 

Hathleap'd  into  my  seat;  the  thought  whereof 

poth  like  a  poisonous  miDeral  gnaw  my  inwards , 

And  nothing  can ,  or  shall ,  content  my  soul , 

Till  I  am  even'd  with  him ,  wife  for  wife ; 

Or,  failing  io,  yet  that  I  put  the  Moor 

At  least  into  a  jealousy  so  strong 

That  judgment  cannot  cure.    Which  thing  to  do ,  — 

If  this  poor  trash  of  Yenice ,  whom  I  trace 

For  his  quick  hunting,  stand  the  putting  on ,  — 

I'll  have  our  Michael  Cassio  on  the  hip ; 

Abuse  him  to  the  Moor  in  the  rank  garb ,  — 

For  I  fear  Cassio  wKh  my  night-cap  too ;  — 

Make  the  Moor  thank  me,  love  me,  and  reward  me. 

For  making  him  egregiously  an  ass, 

And  practising  upon  his  peace  and  quiet , 

EYen  to  madness.    'T  is  here,  but  yet  confus'd : 

Knavery^s  plain  face  is  never  seen,  till  us'd.  lExit. 


SCENE  II. 

A  Street. 

Enter  a  Herald^  with  a  Proclamation  ;  People  following. 

Her,  It  is  Othello's  pleasure ,  our  noble  and  valiant  general, 
that  upon  certain  tidings  now  arrived ,  importing  the  mere  perdi- 
tion of  the  Turkish  fleet,  every  man  put  himself  into  triumph; 
some  to  dance ,  some  to  make  bon6res ,  each  man  to  what  sport 
and  revels  his  addiction  leads  him;  for,  besides  these  beneficial 
news,  it  is  the  celebration  of  bis  nuptials.  So  much  was  bis  plea- 
sure should  be  proclaimed.  All  offices  are  open ;  and  there  is  full 
liberty  of  feasting ,  from  this  present  hour  of  five,  till  the  bell  hath 
told  eleven.  Heaven  bless  the  isle  of  Cyprus,  and  our  noble  ge- 
neral, Othello! 

[Exeunt, 
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SCENE  III.  , 

A  Hall  in  the  Castle.  i 

Enter  Othello  ,  Dbsdbmoi) a  ,  Cassio  ,  and  Attendants, 

0th,    Good  Michael,  look  you  to  the  guard  to-night: 

Let 's  teach  ourselves  that  honourable  stop ,  ^ 

Not  to  out-sport  discretion.  ^ 

Cas,    lago  bath  direction  what  to  do ;  ^ 

But,  notwithstanding,  with  my  personal  eye  ^ 

Will  1  look  to 't.  * 

0th,                  lago  is  most  honest.  • 

Michael,  goodnight:  to-morrow,  with  your  earliest,  ' 
Let  me  have  speech  with  you.  —  Come,  my  dear  love : 
The  purchase  made ,  the  fruits  are  to  ensue ;        [To  Dbsdkmoxa.    ; 
That  profit 's  yet  to  come  'twixt  me  and  you.  — 
Goodnight.                             [Exeunt  Oth,^  Dbs.,  and  Attend,    ^ 

Enter  Iago.  ^ 

Cas,    Welcome,  lago:  we  must  to  the  watch.  ' 

lago.    Not  this  hour,  lieutenant;  't  is  not  yet  ten  o'clock.    ' 

Our  general  cast  us  thus  early  for  the  love  of  bisDesdemona,  whom    ' 

let  us  not  therefore  blame :  he  hath  not  yet  made  wanton  the  night 

with  her,  and  she  is  sport  for  Jove. 

Cas,    She  's  a  most  exquisite  lady.  I 

laffo.    And,  I  *II  warrant  her,  full  of  game.  I 

Cas,    Indeed ,  she  is  a  most  fresh  and  delicate  creature.  I 

lago.  What  an  eye  she  has !  methinks  it  sounds  a  parley  of 
provocation.  I 

Cas,    An  inviting  eye ;  and  yet  methinks  right  modest. 
lago.    And ,  when  she  speaks ,  is  it  not  an  alarum  to  love?         ' 
Cas,    She  is,  indeed,  perfection. 

lago.  Well,  happiness  to  their  sheets !  Come,  lieutenant,  I 
have  a  stoop  of  wine ;  and  here  without  are  a  brace  of  Cyprus  gal- 
lants ,  that  would  fain  have  a  measure  to  the  health  of  the  black 
0/beJJo. 

^as.    JVot  to-night,  goodla^o.   Wi^N^-sw^^^^xv^^xwAsAs^^X 
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trains  for  drinking :  I  could  well  wish  courtesy  would  invent  some 
ther  cnstona  of  entertainment. 

lago.  O!  they  are  our  friends;  but  one  cup:  I  'II  drink  for 
oa. 

Cos.  I  have  drunk  but  one  cup  to-night,  and  that  was  craftily 
[ualified  too ,  and,  behold,  what  innovation  it  makes  here.  lam 
LD fortunate  in  the  infirmity ,  and  dare  not  task  my  weakness  with 
ny  more. 

lago.  What,  man !  't  is  a  night  of  revels :  the  gallants  desire  it. 

Cas.    Where  are  they? 

lago.    Here  at  the  door;  I  pray  you ,  call  them  in. 

Cos,    1 11  do  H ,  but  it  dislikes  me.  [Exit  Casiio. 

Jago,    If  I  can  fasten  but  one  cup  upon  him , 
iVith  that  which  he  hath  drunk  to-night  already, 
lie  '11  be  as  full  of  quarrel  and  offence 
^  my  young  mistress'  dog.    Now ,  my  sick  fool ,  Roderigo , 
IVfaom  love  has  tum'd  almost  the  wrong  side  outward , 
To  Desdemona  hath  to-night  carous'd 
Potations  pottle  deep ;  and  he  's  to  watch. 
Three  lads  of  Cyprus ,  —  noble ,  swelling  spirits , 
Tliat  bold  their  honours  in  a  wary  distance, 
The  very  elements  of  this  warlike  isle ,  — 
Have  I  to-night  lluster'd  with  flowing  cups , 
And  they  watch  too.    Now,  'mongst  this  flock  of  drunkards , 
Am  I  fo  ptit  our  Cassio  in  some  action 
That  may  offend  the  isle.  —  But  here  they  come. 
If  consequence  do  but  approve  my  dream , 
My  boat  sails  freely ,  both  with  wind  and  stream. 

/!0-07tfer  Cassio  ,  wiM  Aim  Montano,  and  Gentlemen. 

Cos,    'Fore  heaven ,  they  have  given  me  a  rouse  already. 
Men.    Good  faith,  a  little  one;  not  past  a  pint,  as  I  am  a 
soldier. 

lago.    Some  wine,  bo! 

And  let  me  the  canakin  clink  ^  clink;  \Sa'«^. 

^ndletme  the  canakin  clink  : 
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A  soldier 's  a  man; 

A  life '«  hut  a  span; 

WHiy  then  let  a  soldier  drink. 

Some  wine ,  boys !  [Wine  brought ; 

Cas.    'ForeheaveD,  an  excellent  song. 

lago,  I  learned  it  in  England ,  where  (indeed)  they  are  mi 
potent  in  potting;  your  Dane,  your  German,  and  your  swi 
bellied  Hollander,  —  Drink ,  bo !  —  are  nothing  to  your  Englisl 

Cas,    Is  your  Englishman  so  exquisite  in  his  drinking? 

lago.  Why,  he  drinks  you,  with  facility,  your  Dane  dc 
drunk;  he  sweats  not  to  overthrow  your  Almain;  be  gives  yc 
Hollander  a  vomit,  ere  the  next  pottle  can  be  filled. 

Cas,    To  the  health  of  our  general . 

Mon.    I  am  for  it,  lieutenant;  and  I '11  do  you  justice. 

lago,    O  sweet  England ! 

King  Stephen  was  a  worthy  peer , 
His  breeches  cost  him  but  a  crown; 
He  held  them  sixpence  all  too  dear , 
fFith  that  he  calVd  the  tailor  —  loum. 

He  was  a  wight  of  high  renown , 

And  thou  art  but  qflow  degree : 
'Tis  pride  that  pulls  the  country  doton^ 

Then  take  thine  auld  cloak  about  thee. 

Some  wine,  ho! 

Cas,    Why ,  this  is  a  more  exquisite  song  than  the  other. 

lago,    Wil  1  you  hear  it  again  ? 

Cas,  No ;  for  I  hold  him  to  be  unworthy  of  his  place,  that  d 
those  things.  —  Well ,  heaven 's  above  all ;  and  there  be  so 
must  be  saved ,  and  there  be  souls  must  not  be  saved. 

[ago.    It  is  true,  good  lieutenant. 

Cas,    For  mine  own  part ,  -r-  no  offence  to  the  general , 
any  man  of  quality ,  —  I  hope  to  be  saved. 

lago.    And  so  do  I  too ,  lieutenant. 

Cas,  Ay;  but,  by  your  leave,  not  before  me:  thelieuten 
Is  lobe  saved  before  the  ancienl.  l.ft\.*s\v«N^\i^mQ>\^^^>3Ba&\  I 
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our  affairs.  —  Forgive  us  our  sins !  —  GeoUemen,  let's  look  * 
our  busioess.    Do  oot  think ,  geotlemeo ,  I  am  drunk :  this  is 
r  ancient;  —  this  is  my  right  hand,  and  this  is  my  left  hand.  — 
im  not  drunk  now;  I  can  stand  well  enough,  and  speak  well 
oogh. 

jiU.    Excellent  well. 

Cos,    Why,  very  well,  then;  you  must  not  think ,  then,  that 
m  drank.  lExit. 

Mon.    To  the  platform,  masters :  come ,  let 's  set  the  watch. 

logo.    You  see  this  fellow,  that  is  gone  before : 
i  is  a  soldier ,  fit  to  stand  by  C«sar 
id  giYe  direction ;  and  do  but  see  his  vice, 
is  to  bis  virtue  a  just  equinox , 
le  one  as  long  as  th'  other :  't  is  pity  of  him. 
ear ,  the  trust  Othello  puts  him  in , 
1  some  odd  time  of  his  infirmity , 
'ill  shake  this  ishind. 

Mon.  But  is  he  often  thus? 

logo.    'T  is  evermore  the  prologue  to  his  sleep : 
e  '11  watch  the  horologe  a  double  sefr, 
drink  rock  not  his  cradle. 

Mon.  It  were  well , 

he  general  were  put  in  mind  of  it. 
erhaps ,  he  sees  it  not ;  or  his  good  nature 
rizes  the  virtue  that  appears  in  Cassio , 
nd  looks  not  on  his  evils.    Is  not  this  true  ? 

^nfor.RoDERiGO. 

lago.    How  now,  Roderigo?  [Aside  to  hivt. 

pray  you,  after  the  lieutenant;  go.  [^onYRoDKRiGo. 

Mon.    And  H  is  great  pity ,  that  the  noble  Moor 
hould  hazard  such  a  place  as  his  own  second , 
iTith  one  of  an  ingraft  infirmity : 
.  were  an  honest  action  to  say 
0  to  the  Moor. 

lago.  Not  I,  for  this  fair  island : 

do  lore  Cassio  well,  and  would  do  much 
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To  care  him  of  this  evil.    But  hark!  whatDoise?  ^j 

[Cry  within,  —  Help!  Help!  |^, 


Re-^nier  Cassio  y  driving  in 'EioJ>EKiQO*  .  ! 

Cas.    You  rogue!  you  rascal!  J^i 

Mon.  What's  the  matter,  Keutenintt  L^ 

Cas,    AkDave!  —  teach  me  my  duty?  ^ 

I  '11  beat  the  knave  into  a  wicker  bottle.  ^i 

Rod.    Beat  me !  ^ , 

Cas.  Dost  thou  prate,  rogue?  j^ 

[StrikinffRoi>KRte^  ^ 
Mon.  Nay,  good  lieoteoml;  ^ 

\Slayingkim.  \^ 
I  pray  you ,  Sir ,  hold  your  hand.  ^ 


Cas.  Let  me  go,  Sir, 


Or  I  '11  knock  you  o'er  the  mazzard.                                           -  ^ 

Mon.                                        Come,  come;  you 're  drank,  ^i 

Cas.    Drunk!                                                         [Tlieyfigkt.  y 

lago.    Away,  I  say!  [Aside  to  Rod.]  go  out,  and  cry  —  a  . 

mutiny.                                    [EmtJUoD.  . 

Nay!  good  lieutenant ,  —  alas,  gentlemen!  — 

Help,  ho!  —  Lieutenant,  \ —  Sir,  —  Montano,  Sir;  -—  . 

Help,  masters!  —  Here 's  a  goodly  watch ,  indeed!  [Beiiring*. 

Who's  that  that  rings  the  bell?  -   Diablo,  ho!  . 

The  town  will  rise :  God's  will!  lieutenant,  hold!  \ 

You  will  be  sham'd  for  ever. 

Enter  Othello  y  ai^d  Attendants. 
0th.  What  is  the  matter  here ? 

Mon.  'Zounds !  I  bleed  still :  I  am  hurt  to  the  death.  [He/laiiUt, 
0th.    Hold,  for  your  lives ! 

Jago.    Hold,  hold,  lieutenant!  —  Sir,  Montano,  —  geii> 
tlemen!  — 
Have  you  forgot  all  sense  of  place  and  duty? 
Hold,  hold!  the  general  speaks  to  you :  hold,  for  shame  I 
^/A,    Whyt  how  now,  hoi  from  whence  ariseth  this? 
Are  we  turn  *d  Turks ,  aud  to  ouiseVv^s  ^<()  VIeaX  ^ 
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Which  hetTen  hath  forbid  the  Ottomites? 

For  Christian  shime ,  pot  by  this  barbaroos  brawl : 

He  that  stira  next  to  cane  for  his  own  rage , 

Holds  his  800I  light ;  he  dies  npon  his  motion.  — 

SUence  that  dreadful  bell!  it  frights  the  isle 

From  her  propriety.  —  What  is  the  matter ,  mastersT  — 

Honest  lago ,  that  look'st  dead  with  grieving , 

Speak,  who  began  this?  on  thy  love,  I  charge  thee. 

lago.    I  do  not  know:  —  friends  ail  but  now,  even  now 
In  quarter,  and  in  terms  like  bride  aud  groom 
Divesting  them  for  bed ;  and  then ,  but  now , 
(As  if  some  planet  had  unwitted  men) 
Swords  oat,  and  tilting  one  at  other's  breast, 
In  oppositioD  bloody.    I  cannot  speak 
Any  l>eginniag  to  this  peevish  odds;  . 
And  would  in  action  glorious  I  had  lost 
Those  legs,  that  brought  me  to  a  part  of  it. 

0th,    How  came  it,  Michael,  you  were  thus  forgot? 
Cos.    I  pr;iy  you ,  pardon  me ;  I  cannot  speak. 
0th,    Worthy  Montano ,  yon  were  wont  ht  civil ; 

The  gravity  and  stillness  of  your  youth 

The  worid  hath  noted ,  and  your  name  is  great 

In  moalhs  of  wisest  censure :  what 's  the  matter, 

Tliat  you  unlace  your  reputation  thus, 

And  spend  your  rich  opinion ,  for  the  name 

Of  a  night-brawler?  give  me  answer  to  it^ 

Mon,    Worthy  Othello,  I  am  hurt  to  danger : 

YouroflScer,  lago,  can  inform  you, 

While  1  spare  speech ,  which  something  now  offends  me , 

Of  all  that  I  do  know ;  nor  know  I  aught 

By  me  that 's  said  or  done  amiss  this  night , 

Unless  self-charity  be  somelime  a  vice , 

And  to  defend  ourselves  it  be  a  sin , 

When  violence  assails  us. 

0th,  Now,  by  heaven. 

My  blood  b^os  my  safer  guidea  to  rule ; 

And  passion,  baying  my  best  judgment  colUed , 
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Assays  to  lead  Ihe  way.    If  I  once  stir , 

Or  do  but  lift  this  aim ,  tliebeslofyou 

Shall  sink  in  my  rebuke.    Gire  me  to  know 

How  thb  fool  rout  began ,  who  set  it  on ; 

And  he  that  is  appror'd  in  this  offence. 

Though  he  had  twinn'd  with  me ,  both  at  a  birth , 

8haU  lose  me.  —  What !  in  a  town  of  war , 

Yet  wUd  f  the  people's  hearts  brimful  of  fear , 

To  manage  prifate  and  domestic  quarrel , 

In  night ,  and  on  the  court  and  guard  of  safety ! 

'T  is  monstrous.  —  lago,  who  began  it? 

ifoTi.    If  partially  affin'd ,  or  leagu'd  in  oiBce , 
Thou  dost  deliver  more  or  less  than  truth , 
Thou  art  no  soldier. 

lago.  Touch  me  not  so  near 

I  had  rather  have  this  tongue  cut  from  my  mouth , 
Than  it  should  do  offence  to  Michael  Cassio ; 
Yet,  I  persuade  myself ,  to  speak  the  truth 
Shall  nothing  wrong  him.  —  Thus  it  is ,  general. 
Montano  and  myself  being  in  speech  , 
There  comes  a  fellow ,  crying  out  for  help , 
And  Cassio  following  him  with  determined  sword 
To  execute  upon  him.    Sir,  this  gentleman 
Steps  in  to  Cassio ,  and  entreats  his  pause : 
Myself  the  crying  fellow  did  pursue , 
Lest  by  his  clamour  (as  it  so  fell  out) 
The  town  might  fall  in  fright:  he,  swift  of  foot. 
Outran  my  purpose ;  and  I  return'd ,  the  rather 
For  that  I  heard  the  clink  and  fall  of  swords, 
And  Cassio  high  in  oath ,  which  till  to-night 
I  ne'er  might  say  before.    When  I  came  back , 
(For  this  was  brief)  I  found  them  close  together, 
At  blow  and  thrust ,  even  as  again  they  were , 
When  you  yourself  did  part  them. 
More  of  this  matter  can  I  not  report :  — 
But  men  are  men ;  the  best  sometimes  forget :  — 
Though  Cassio  did  some  little  ^ron^  \a  YAm , 
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As  meo  in  rage  strike  those  that  wish  them  best , 
Tei,  sorely,  Cassio,  I  believe,  received 
From  bim  that  fled  some  strange  indignity , 
Which  patience  could  not  pass. 

0th.  I  know,  lago. 

Thy  honesty  and  love  doth  mince  this  matter , 
Making  it  light  to  Cassio.  —  Cassio ,  I  love  thee ; 
Bat  Dever  more  be  officer  of  mine.  — 

Enter  Dbsobmona,  attended. 
Look ,  if  my  gentle  love  be  not  rais'd  up !  — 
1  '11  make  thee  an  example. 

Des.  What 's  the  matter? 

0th,    AH 's  well  now,  sweeting;  come  away  to  bed.  — 
Sir ,  for  your  hurts,  myself  will  be  your  surgeon.  — 
Lead  him  .off.  —  [Hontamo  is  led  off. 

lago,  look  with  care  about  the  town , 
And  silence  those  whom  this  vile  brawl  distracted.  — 
Come,  Desdemona;  't  is  the  soldiers' life , 
To  have  their  balmy  slumbers  wak'd  with  strife. 

[Exeunt aUbut lA»o and Cabbio.  . 

lago.    What,  are  you  hurt,  lieutenant? 

Cas.    Ay,  past  all  surgery. 

lago.    Marry,  heaven  forbid ! 

Cas.  Reputation,  reputation,  reputation!  O!  I  have  lost  my 
reputation.  I  have  lost  the  immortal  part  of  myself,  and  what 
remains  Is  bestial.  —  My  reputation,  lago,  my  reputation! 

lago.  As  I  am  an  honest  man,  I  thought  you  had  received 
some  bodily  wound ;  there  is  more  offence  in  that,  than  in  repu- 
tation. Reputation  is  an  idle  and  most  fklse  imposition ;  oft  got 
without  merit ,  and  lost  without  deserving :  you  have  lost  no  repu- 
tation at  all,  unless  you  repute  yourself  such  a  loser.  What,  man ! 
there  are  ways  to  recover  the  general  again :  you  are  but  now  cast 
in  his  mood,  a  punishment  more  in  policy  than  in  malice ;  even  so 
as  one  would  beat  his  offenceless  dog,  to  affright  an  imperious  lion. 
Sue  to  him  again,  and  he 's  yours. 

Cas.    I  wHlntber  sue  to  be  despised ,  than  \a  ^^utvi^^  %^^^ 
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a  commander,  with  so  light,  so  drunken,  and  so  indiscreet  an 
officer.  Drunk?  and  speak  parrot?  and  squabble?  swagger? 
swear?  and  discourse  fustian  with  one's  own  shadow?  —  0  thoa 
invisible  spirit  of  wine !  if  thou  hast  no  name  to  be  known  by,  let 
us  call  thee  —  devil. 

lago.  What  was  he  that  you  followed  with  your  sword?  What 
had  he  done  to  you? 

Cos,    I  know  not. 

lago.    Is 't  possible? 

Cos,  I  remember  a  mass  of  things ,  but  nothing  distinctly; 
a  quarrel,  but  nothing  wherefore.  —  O  God !  that  men  should  pat 
an  enemy  in  their  mouths ,  to  steal  away  their  brains !  that  we 
should,  with  joy,  revel,  pleasure,  and  applause,  transform  our- 
selves into  beasts ! 

lago.  Why ,  but  you  are  now  well  enough :  how  came  yon 
thus  recovered? 

Cos,  It  hath  pleased  the  devil ,  drunkenness,  to  give  place  to 
the  devil,  wrath:  one  unperfectness  shows  me  another,  to  make 
me  frankly  despise  myself. 

lago.  Gome,  you  are  too  severe  a  moraler.  As  the  time,  tke 
place ,  and  the  condition  of  this  country  stands ,  I  could  heartily 
wish  this  had  not  befallen;  but,  since  it  is  as  it  is,  mend  it  for 
your  own  good. 

Cas,  I  will  ask  him  for  my  place  again :  he  shall  tell  me,  1 
am  a  drunkard.  Had  I  as  many  mouths  as  Hydra ,  such  an  answer 
would  stop  them  all.  To  be  now  a  sensible  man,  by  and  bji 
fool ,  and  presently  a  beast!  O  strange !  —  Every  inordinate  cop  is 
unblessed,  and  the  ingredient  is  a  devil. 

lago.  Come ,  come ;  good  wine  is  a  good  familiar  creatnre, 
if  it  be  well  used:  exclaim  no  more  against  it.  And,  goodliei- 
tenant ,  I  think ,  you  think  I  love  you. 

Cas,    I  have  well  approved  it ,  Sir.  —  I  drunk ! 

lago.    You ,  or  any  man  living ,  may  be  drunk  at  some  tiaMi 
man.    I  'II  tell  you  what  you  shall  do.     Our  general's  wife  is  not    I 
the  general:  —  I  may  say  so  \n  \\\\?.T<is^^t\.,  Ci^ttbathehathde* 
voted  and  given  up  binaselUo  V\vc  coiA.tta^\^\\wi  ^  \sk»!^^  v^^ 
yotement  ofber  parts  and  graces-.  —  CQ\il^s.s^wa^^\VwSi.^VftV«^' 
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mportune  her ;  she  '11  help  to  put  you  io  your  place  agaiu.  She  is 
if  so  free,  so  kind,  so  apt,  so  blessed  a  disposition ;  that  she  holds 
t  a  vice  in  her  goodness ,  not  to  do  roore  than  she  is  requested. 
This  broken  joint  between  you  and  her  husband  entreat  her  to 
>plioter,  and  my  fortunes  against  any  lay  worth  naming,  this  crack 
)f  your  love  shall  grow  stronger  than  it  was  before. 
Cas,    You  advise  me  well. 

lago.    I  protest,  in  the  sincerity  of  love,  and  honest  kindness. 
Cas.    I  think  it  freely ;  and ,  betimes  in  the  morning ,  I  will 
beseech  the  virtuous  Desdemona  to  undertake  for  me.    I  am  de- 
sperate of  my  fortunes ,  if  they  check  me  here. 

lago.    You  are  in  the  right.    Goodnight,  lieutenant;  I  must 
to  the  watch. 

Cas.    Good  night,  honest  lago.  {Exit  Ca^uo. 

lago.    And  what 'she,  then,  that  says  I  play  the  villain  ? 
When  this  advice  is  free  I  give ,  and  honest , 
Probal  to  thinking ,  and ,  indeed ,  the  course 
To  win  the  Moor  again?  For 't  is  most  easy 
The  inclining  Desdemona  to  subdue 
In  any  honest  suit :  she 's  fram'd  as  fruitful 

As  the  free  elements.    And,  then,  for  her 

To  win  the  Moor ,  —  were  't  to  renounce  his  baptism , 

All  seals  and  symbols  of  redeemed  sin ,  — 

His  soul  is  so  enfetter'd  to  her  love , 

That  she  may  make ,  unmake,  do  what  she  list , 

Even  as  her  appetite  shall  play  the  god 

With  his  weak  function.    How  am  I ,  then ,  a  vUlain , 

To  counsel  Cassio  to  this  parallel  course , 

Directly  to  his  good?  Divinity  of  hell ! 

When  devils  will  their  blackest  sins  put  on ; 

They  do  suggest  at  first  with  heavenly  shows , 

As  I  do  now ;  for  whiles  this  honest  fool 

Plies  Desdemona  to  repair  his  fortunes , 

ind  she  for  him  pleads  strongly  to  the  Moor , 

1 11  pour  this  pestilence  into  his  ear,  — 

That  she  repeals  him  for  her  body's  lust ; 

And,  hjr  how  much  she  strives  to  do  him  good , 
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She  shall  undo  her  credit  with  the  Moor: 

So  will  I  tarn  her  virtue  into  pitch , 

And  oat  of  her  own  goodness  make  the  net , 

That  shall  enmesh  them  all.  —  How  now ,  Roderigo  I 

Enter  Roderigo. 

Rod.  I  do  follow  here  in  the  chase,  not  like  a  h'oand  that 
hunts ,  but  one  that  fills  up  the  cry.  My  money  is  almost  spent : 
I  have  been  to-night  exceedingly  well  cudgelled;  and,  I  think, 
the  issue  will  be  —  I  shall  have  so  much  experience  for  my  pains, 
and  so,  with  no  money  at  all,  and  a  little  more  wit,  return  again 
to  Venice. 

lago.    How  poor  are  they ,  that  have  not  patience ! 
What  wound  did  ever  heal ,  but  by  degrees? 
Thou  know'st  we  work  by  wit ,  and  not  by  witchcraft ; 
And  wit  depends  on  dilatory  time. 
Does  *i  not  go  well?  Cassio  hath  beaten  thee , 
And  thou  by  that  small  hurt  hast  cashier'd  Cassio. 
Though  other  things  grow  fair  against  the  sun. 
Yet  fruits  that  blossom  first  will  first  be  ripe : 
Content  thyself  a  while,  —  Ry  the  mass ,  't  is  morning ; 
Pleasure,  and  action,  make  the  hours  seem  short. 
Retire  thee ;  go  where  thou  art  billeted : 
Away,  I  say;  thou  shalt  know  more  hereafter : 
Nay,  get  thee  gone.  [Exit  Vioj}.]  Two  things  are  to  be  done. 
My  wife  must  move  for  Cassio  to  her  mistress; 
I  '11  set  her  on : 

Myself,  the  while ,  to  draw  the  Moor  apart , 
And  bring  him  jump  when  he  may  Cassio  find 
Soliciting  his  wife.  —  Ay,  that 's  the  way: 
Dull  not  device  by  coldness  and  delay. 

[Exit. 
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ACT  III.     SCENE  I. 
Before  the  Castle. 

Enter  Caabio  J  and  imne  Mutieifou* 
Cm.    Masters,  play  here,  I  will  content  yoar  pains : 
Something  that 's  brief ;  and  bid  good-morrow ,  general.    [Mutie. 

Enter  Clown. 

Clo.  Why,  masters,  have  your  instruments  been io Naples, 
that  they  speak  i'  the  nose  thus  ? 

1  Mus.    How,  Sir,  how? 

Clo.    Are  these ,  I  pray  you ,  called  wind  instruments? 

i  Mus.    Ay,  marry,  are  they.  Sir. 

Clo.    0!  thereby  hangs  a  tail. 

1  Mus.    Whereby  hangs  a  tale ,  Sir? 

Clo.  Marry,  Sir,  by  many  a  wind  instrument  that  I  know. 
But  masters,  here  's  money  for  you;  and  the  general  so  likes 
your  music,  that  he  desires  you,  for  love's  sake,  to  make  no 
more  noise  with  it. 

IMw.    Well,  Sir,  we  will  not. 

Clo.  If  you  have  any  music  that  may  not  be  heard ,  to  't 
again;  but,  as  they  say,  to  hear  music  the  general  does  not 
greatly  care. 

IMtu.    We  have  none  such ,  Sir. 

Clo.  Then  put  up  your  pipes  in  your  bag,  for  I '11  away.  Go; 
vanish  into  air;  away!  [Exeunt  Mtisicians. 

Cos.    Dt)st  thou  hear,  mine  honest  friend? 

Clo.    No,  I  hear  not  your  honest  friend ;  I  hear  you. 

Cos.  Pr'ytbee,  keep  up  thy  quillets.  There 's  a  poor  piece  of 
gold  for  thee.  If  the  gentlewoman  that  attends  the  general's  wife 
bestirring,  tell  her  there 's  one  Cassio  entreats  her  a  little  faiipur 
of  speech :  wilt  thou  do  this? 

Clo.  She  is  stirring,  Sir:  if  she  will  stir  hither,  IshalTseem 
to  notify  unto  her. 
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Enter  Llgo. 

Cos,    Do^  good  my  friend.  —  In  happy  time ,  lago. 

lago.    You  have  not  been  a-bed^  then? 

Cos,    Why,  no;  the  day  had  broke 
Before  we  parted.    I  have  made  bold ,  lago, 
To  send  in  to  your  wife :  my  suit  to  her 
Is ,  that  she  will  to  virtuous  Desdemona 
Procure  me  some  access. 

lago.  I  '11  send  her  to  you  presently ; 

And  I  '11  devise  a  mean  to  draw  the  Moor 
Out  of  the  way ,  that  your  converse  and  business 
May  be  more  free.  lExit, 

Cos.    I  humbly  thank  you  for 't.    I  never  knew 
A  Florentine  more  kind  and  honest. 

Enter  Emilia. 

Emil.    Goodmorow,  good  lieutenant :  I  am  sorry 
For  your  displeasure ;  but  all  will  soon  be  well. 
The  general,  and  his  wife,  are  talking  of  it, 
And  she  speaks  for  you  stoutly :  the  Moor  replies , 
That  he  you  hurt  is  of  great  fame  in  Cyprus , 
And  great  affinity ,  and  that  in  wholesome  wisdom 
He  might  not  but  refuse  you ;  but,  he  protests,  he  loves  you, 
And  needs  no  other  suitor  but  his  likings , 
To  take  the  safest  occasion  by  the  front. 
To  bring  you  in  again. 

Cas.  Yet ,  I  beseech  you ,  — 

If  you  think  fit ,  or  that  it  may  be  done ,  — 
Give  me  advantage  of  some  brief  discourse 
With  Desdemona  alone. 

EmiL  Pray  you,  come  in: 

I  will  bestow  you  where  you  shall  have  time 
To  speak  your  bosom  freely. 

Cos.  I  am  much  bound  to  you.  [Exeunt. 
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SCENE  II. 
A  Room  ID  the  Castle. 
Enter  Othello,  Iago,  and  Gentlemen. 
0th,    These  letters  give ,  lago ,  to  the  pilot , 
And  by  him  do  my  duties  to  the  state : 
That  done ,  I  will  be  walking  oo  the  works ; 
Repair  there  to  me. 

lago.  Well,  ray  good  lord;  I  *11  do  'l. 

0th.    This  fortiGcation ,  gentiemeo , — shall  we  see  't  ? 
Gent.    We  wait  upon  your  lordship.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  III. 

Before  the  Castle. 

Enter  Desbemo^ A,  Cassio,  and  Emilia. 

Des.    Be  thou  assnr'd ,  goodCassio,  I  will  do 
All  my  abilities  in  thy  behalf. 

Emit.    Good  Madam ,  do :  I  know  it  grieves  my  husband , 
As  if  the  case  were  his. 

Des.    O !  that 's  an  honest  fellow.  —  Do  not  doubt ,  Cassio , 
But  I  will  have  my  lord  and  you  again 
As  friendly  as  you  were. 

Cas.  Bounteous  Madam , 

Whatever  shall  become  of  Michael  Cassio, 
He  *s  never  any  thing  but  your  true  servant. 

Des.     O,  Sir !  I  thank  you.    You  do  love  my  lord ; 
Tou  have  known  him  long,  and  be  you  well  assur'd. 
He  shall  in  strangeness  stand  no  farther  off 
Than  in  a  politic  distance. 

Cas.  Ay,  but,  lady. 

That  policy  may  either  last  so  long, 
Or  feed  upon  such  nice  and  waterish  diet. 
Or  breed  itself  so  out  of  circumstance , 
That,  I  heJDg  absent,  ^£7(i  mj^  pJacc  supplied , 
My  general  will  forget  my  lore  and  service. 
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Des,    Do  Dot  doubt  that :  before  Emilia  here, 
I  give  thee  warrant  of  thy  place.    Assure  thee , 
If  I  do  vow  a  friendship ,  I  '11  perform  it 
To  the  last  article :  my  lord  shall  ne?er  rest ; 
I  '11  watch  him  tame,  and  talk  him  out  of  patience ; 
His  bed  shall  seem  a  school,  his  board  a  shrift ; 
I  '11  intermingle  every  thing  he  does 
With  Cassio's  suit.    Therefore,  be  merry,  Cassio; 
For  thy  solicitor  shall  rather  die , 
Than  give  thy  cause  away. 

Enter  Othello  and  LilGO,  at  a  distance. 

Emil.    Madam,  here  comes  my  lord. 

Cos.    Madam ,  I  '11  take  my  leave. 

Des,    Why,  stay,  and  hear  me  speak. 

Cas,    Madam ,  not  now :  I  am  very  ill  at  ease , 
Unfit  for  mine  own  purpose. 

Des,    Well,  do  your  discretion.  lExitCAUio. 

lago.    Ha!  I  like  not  that. 

0th.  What  dost  thou  say  ? 

lago.    Nothing,  my  lord:  or  if — I  know  not  what. 

0th.    Was  not  that  Cassio ,  parted  from  my  wife? 

lago.    Cassio,  my  lord?  No,  sure;  I  cannot  think  it. 
That  he  would  steal  away  so  guilty-like, 
Seeing  you  coming. 

0th,  I  do  believe 't  was  he. 

Des,    How,  now,  my  lord! 
I  have  been  talking  with  a  suitor  here , 
A  man  that  languishes  in  your  displeasure. 

0th ,    Who  is  *t  you  mean  ? 

Des.    Why,  your  lieutenant  Cassio.    Good,  my  lord, 
If  I  have  any  grace,  or  power  to  move  you , 
His  present  reconciliation  take ; 
For  if  he  be  not  one  that  truly  loves  you , 
That  errs  in  ignorance ,  and  not  in  cunning, 
I  have  no  judgment  in  an  honest  face. 
Iprythee,  call  him  back. 
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0th.  Went  be  hence  dow? 

Dei.    Ay,  sooth;  so  humbled, 
That  he  hath  left  part  of  his  grief  with  me , 
To  suffer  with  him.    Good  lore ,  call  him  back. 

Otk,    Not  BOW,  sweet  Desdemona ;  some  other  time. 

Det.    But  shall 't  be  shortly  ? 

0th.  The  sooner,  sweet,  foryoa. 

Dei.    Shall 't  be  to-night  at  supper  ? 

0th,  No,  not  to-night. 

Vet.    To-morrow  dinner  then? 

0th.  I  shall  not  dine  at  home 

I  meet  the  captains  at  the  citadel. 

Des.    Why  then,  to-morrow  night;  or  Tuesday  morn ; 
On  Tuesday  noon ,  or  night;  on  Wednesday  mom : 
Ipr'ythee,  name  the  time,  but  let  it  not 
Exceed  three  days :  in  faith ,  he 's  penitent ; 
And  yet  his  trespass ,  in  our  common  reason , 
(Save  that,  they  say,  the  wars  must  make  eiamples 
Out  of  her  best)  is  not  almost  a  fault 
r  incur  a  private  check.    When  shall  he  come? 
Tell  me,  Othello:  I  wonder  in  my  soul , 
What  you  could  ask  me  that  I  should  deny , 
Or  stand  so  mammering  on.    What !    Michael  Cassio , 
That  came  a  wooing  with  you,  and  so  many  a  time , 
When  I  have  spoke  of  you  dispraisingly , 
Hath  ta'en  your  part,  to  have  so  much  to  do 
To  bring  him  in !    Trust  me,  I  could  do  much ,  — 

0th.    Pr'ythee ,  no  more :  let  him  come  when  he  will ; 
I  will  deny  thee  nothing. 

Det.  Why,  this  is  not  a  boon ; 

1"  is  as  I  should  entreat  you  wear  your  gloves , 
Or  feed  on  nourishing  dishes ,  or  keep  you  warm , 
Or  sue  to  you  to  do  a  peculiar  pro6t 
To  your  own  person :  nay ,  when  I  have  a  suit 
Wherein  I  mean  to  touch  your  love  indeed , 
It  shall  be  fall  of  poize  and  difficult  weight , 
Afid  fearfal  to  be  granted. 
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0th,  I  will  deny  thee  Dothing : 

Whereon ,  I  do  beseech  thee ,  grant  me  this , 
To  leave  me  but  a  little  to  myself? 

Des.     Shall  I  deny  you?  no.    Farewell,  my  lord. 

0th,    Farewell ,  my  Desdemona :  I  '11  come  to  thee  straight. 

Des.    Emilia,  come.  —  Be  it  as  your  fancies  teach  you; 
Whate'er  you  be ,  I  am  obedient.  [Exit,  with  Emilia. 

0th,    Excellent  wretch !    Perdition  catch  my  soul , 
But  I  do  love  thee ,  and  when  I  love  thee  not, 
Chaos  is  come  again. 

lago.    My  noble  lord,  — 

0th,  What  dost  thou  say ,  lago? 

lago.    Did  Michael  Cassio,  when  you  woo'd  my  lady , 
Know  of  your  love? 

0th,    He  did,  from  first  to  last :  why  dost  thou  ask? 

lago.    But  for  a  satisfaction  of  my  thought ; 
No  farther  harm. 

0th.  Why  of  thy  thought,  lago? 

lago,    I  did  not  think ,  he  had  been  acquainted  with  her. 

0th,    O,  yes;  and  went  between  us  very  oft. 

lago.    Indeed? 

0th.    Indeed!  ay,  indeed:  —  discern'st thou  aught  in  that? 
Is  he  not  honest? 

lago.  Honest,  my  lord? 

0th,  Honest?  ay,  honest. 

lago.    My  lord,  for  aught  I  know. 

0th,    What  dost  thou  think? 

lago.  Think,  my  lord? 

0th,  Think,  my  lord! 

By  heaven ,  he  echoes  me , 
As  if  there  were  some  monster  in  his  thought 
Too  hideous  to  be  shown.  —  Thou  dost  mean  something. 
I  heard  thee  say  but  now ,  —  thou  lik'dst  not  that. 
When  Cassio  left  my  wife :  what  didst  not  like  ? 
And ,  when  I  told  thee ,  he  was  of  my  counsel 
In  my  whole  course  of  wooing ,  thou  criedst ,  '*  Indeed ! " 
And  didst  contract  and  purse  Ih^  bio^  vo%^^«t , 
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As  if  thou  then  hadst  shut  up  in  thy  brain 
Some  horrible  conceit.    If  thou  dost  love  me , 
Show  me  thy  thought. 

laffo.    My  lord,  you  know  I  love  you. 
Olh,  I  think,  thou  dost; 

And ,  —  for  f  know  thou  art  full  of  love  and  honesty , 
And  weigh'st  thy  words  before  thou  giv'st  them  breath ,  — 
Therefore ,  these  stops  of  thine  fright  me  the  more ; 
For  such  things ,  in  a  false  disloyal  knave , 
Are  tricks  of  custom ;  but  in  a  man  that  *s  just , 
They  are  close  delations ,  working  from  the  heart , 
That  passion  cannot  rule. 

lago.  For  Michael  Cassio , 

1  dare  be  sworn ,  I  think  that  he  is  honest. 
0th.    I  think  so  too. 

lago.  Men  should  be  what  they  seem ; 

Or,  those  that  be  not ,  would  they  might  seem  none ! 
0th,    Certain,  men  should  be  what  they  seem. 
Jago,    Why,  then,  I  think  Cassio 's  an  honest  man. 
0th.    Nay,  yet  there 's  more  in  this. 
1  pray  thee ,  speak  to  me  as  to  thy  thinkings , 
As  thou  dost  ruminate ;  and  give  thy  worst  of  thoughts 
The  worst  of  words. 

logo.  Good  my  lord,  pardon  me: 

Though  I  am  bound  to  every  act  of  duty , 
lam  not  bound  to  that  all  slaves  are  free  to. 
Utter  my  thoughts?    Why,  say,  they  are  vile  ana  false ,  — 
is  where 's  that  palace ,  whereinto  foul  things 
Sometimes  intrude  not?  who  has  a  breast  so  pure , 
But  some  uncleanly  apprehensions 
Keep  leets ,  and  law-days ,  and  in  session  sit 
With  meditations  lawful? 

0th,    Thou  dost  conspire  against  thy  friend ,  lago , 
If  thou  but  think'st  him  wrong'd ,  and  mak'st  his  ear 
A  stranger  to  thy  thoughts. 

logo.  1  do  beseech  you ,  — 

Ihoogbl,  perchance,  am  ricious  in  my  guess , 
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(As,  I  confess,  it  is  my  nature's  plague 

To  spy  into  abuses ,  and  oft  my  jealousy 

Shapes  faults  that  are  not)  —  that  your  wisdom  yet , 

From  one  that  so  imperfectly  conceits , 

Would  take  no  notice ;  nor  build  yourself  a  trouble 

Out  of  his  scattering  and  unsure  observance. 

It  were  not  for  your  quiet ,  nor  your  good , 

?(or  for  my  manhood ,  honesty,  or  wisdom. 

To  let  you  know  my  thoughts. 

0th.  What  dost  thou  mean  ? 

lago.    Good  name,  in  man,  and  woman,  dear  my  lord, 
Is  the  immediate  jewel  of  their  souls : 

Who  steals  my  purse ,  steals  trash;  'tis  something,  nothing; 
'T  was  mine ,  't  is  his ,  and  has  been  slave  to  thousands ; 
But  he ,  that  filches  from  me  my  good  name , 
Robs  me  of  that ,  which  not  enriches  him , 
And  makes  me  poor  indeed. 

0th.    By  heaven ,  I  *11  know  thy  thoughts. 

lago.    You  cannot,  if  my  heart  were  in  your  hand; 
Nor  shall  not,  whilst 't  is  in  my  custody. 

0th.    Ha! 

lago.  O!  beware,  my  lord,  of  jealousy; 

It  is  the  green-ey'd  monster,  which  doth  make 
The  meat  it  feeds  on :  that  cuckold  lives  in  bliss , 
Who ,  certain  of  his  fate ,  loves  not  his  wronger; 
But ,  O !  what  damned  minutes  tells  he  o'er , 
Who  dotes ,  yet  doubts ;  suspects ,  yet  strongly  loves ! 

0th.    O  misery! 

lago.    Poor,  and  content,  is  rich,  and  rich  enough ; 
But  riches,  fineless,  is  as  poor  as  winter, 
To  him  that  ever  fears  he  shall  be  poor.  — 
Good  heaven ,  the  souls  of  all  my  tribe  defend 
From  jealousy ! 

0th.  Why?  why  is  this? 

Think'st  thou,  I  'd  make  a  life  of  jealousy , 
To  follow  still  the  changes  of  the  moon 
Tr/Vib/re5J!i suspicions?    No:  tobeonceVii^QviSaX.^ 
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mce  to  benresolT'd.    Eichange  me  for  a  goat , 

len  I  shall  torn  the  bnsiDess  of  my  soul 

S3ch  exsofllicate  and  blown  sonnises , 

tchiDg  thy  inference.    T  is  not  to  make  me  jealous , 

say  —  mywifeisftir,  feeds  well,  loves  company , 

Tee  of  speech,  sings,  plays,  and  dances  well ; 

lere  Tirtne  is ,  these  are  more  yirtnous : 

r  from  mine  own  weak  merits  will  I  draw 

I  smaUest  fear ,  or  doubt  of  her  revolt ; 

' she  had  eyes',  and  chose  me:  no,  lago; 

I  see,  before  I  doabt;  whenldonbt,  prove; 

d,  on  the  proof,  there  is  no  more  but  this, 

ay  at  once  with  love ,  or  jealousy. 

laffo.    I  am  glad  of  it;  for  now  I  shall  have  reason 

show  the  love  and  duty  that  I  bear  you 

th  franker  spirit:  therefore,  as  I  am  bound, 

ceive  it  from  me.    I  speak  not  yet  of  proof. 

9k  to  your  wife ;  observe  her  well  with  Cassio : 

iar  your  eye  —  thus,  not  jealous,  nor  secure: 

ould  not  have  your  free  and  noble  nature , 

t  of  self-bounty,  beabus'd;  look  to 't. 

Qow  our  country  disposition  well : 

Venice  they  do  let  heaven  see  the  pranks 

ey  dare  not  show  their  husbands ;  their  best  conscience 

not  to  leave  *i  undone^  but  keep  't  unknown. 

0th.    Dost  thou  say  so  ? 

lago.  She  did  deceive  her  father,  marrying  you; 
d,  when  she  seem'd  to  shake ,  and  fear  your  looks , 
e  lov'd  them  most. 

0th.  And  so  she  did. 

lago.  Why,  goto,  then; 

ethat,  so  young,  could  give  out  such  a  seeming, 

seal  her  father's  eyes  up ,  close  as  oak ,  — 
!  thought ,  't  was  witchcraft.  —  But  I  am  much  to  blame ; 
mmbly  do  beseech  you  of  your  pardon , 
r  too  much  loving  you. 

^/>i'  I  am  bound  to  tbee  iot  es^tt . 
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logo.    I  see,  this  hath  a  little  dask'd  jour  spirits^ 

0th.    Not  a  jot,  Dotajot. 

logo.  Trust  me,  I  fear  it  has. 

I  hope,  joQ  will  consider  what  is  spoke 
Conies  from  my  love. —  Bat,  I  do  see  you  are  moT'd :  — 
I  am  to  pray  you ,  not  to  strain  my  speech 
To  grosser  issues,  nor  to  larger  reach. 
Than  to  suspicion. 

0th.    I  will  not. 

lago.  Should  you  do  so,  my  lord. 

My  speech  should  fall  into  such  file  success 
As  my  thoughts  aim  not  at.    Cassio  's  my  worthy  friend. 
My  lord,  I  see  you  are  mov'd. 

0th.  No,  not  much  mov*d. — 

I  do  not  think  but  Desdemona  's  honesL 

lago.    Long  live  she  so;  and  long  live  you  to  think  so  I 

0th.    And  yet,  how  nature  erring  from  itself , — 

logo.    Ay,  there 's  the  point :  —  as,  —  to  be  bold  with  yoi 
Not  to  affect  many  proposed  matches. 
Of  her  own  clime,  complexion,  and  degree, 
Whereto ,  we  see ,  in  all  things  nature  tends. 
Fob !  one  may  smell  in  such  a  will  most  rank , 
Foul  disproportion ,  thoughts  unnatural.  — 
But  pardon  me ;  I  do  not  in  position 
Distinctly  speak  of  her,  though  I  may  fear. 
Her  will ,  recoiling  to  her  better  judgment , 
May  fall  lo  match  you  with  her  country  forms. 
And  happily  repent. 

0th.  Farewell,  farewell. 

If  more  thou  dost  perceive ,  let  me  know  more ; 
Set  on  thy  wife  to  observe.    Leave  me ,  lago. 

lago.    My  lord,  I  take  my  leave.  iGo 

0th.    Why  did  I  marry?  —  This  honest  creature ,  doubtli 
Sees  and  knows  more ,  much  more,  than  he  unfolds. 

lago.    My  lord,  I  would,  I  might  entreat  your  honour 

iRettim 
To  scaa  this  thing  no  farther ;  \ea\e  \\ lo  v\m^. 


'] 


THE  MOOR  OF  VENICE.  53 

Although 't  is  fit  that  Cassio  haye  his  place , 
(For,  sore,  he  fills  it  up  with  great  ability) 
Tet  if  you  please  to  hold  him  off  a  while , 
You  shall  by  that  perceive  him  and  his  means : 
Note ,  if  your  lady  strain  his  entertainment 
With  any  strong  or  vehement  importunity ; 
Much  will  be  seen  in  that.    In  the  mean  time , 
Let  me  be  thought  too  busy  in  my  fears, 
( As  worthy  cause  I  have  to  fear  lam) 
And  hold  her  free ,  I  do  beseech  your  honour. 

0th,    Fear  not  my  government. 

lago,    I  once  more  take  my  leave.  [Exit, 

0th .    This  fellow  *%  of  exceeding  honesty , 
And  knows  all  qualities  with  a  learned  spirit 
Of  human  dealings :  if  I  do  prove  her  haggard , 
Though  that  her  jesses  were  my  dear  heart-strings , 
I  'd  whistle  her  off,  and  let  her  down  the  wind , 
To  prey  at  fortune.    Haply,  for  I  am  black, 
And  have  not  those  soft  parts  of  conversation 
That  chamberers  have ;  or,  for  I  am  declio'd 
Into  the  vale  of  years ;  —  yet  that 's  not  much:  — 
She 's  gone ;  I  am  abus'd ;  and  my  relief 
Must  be  to  loath  her.    O  curse  of  marriage ! 
That  we  can  call  these  delicate  creatures  ours , 
And  not  their  appetites.    I  had  rather  be  a  toad , 
And  live  upon  the  vapour  of  a  dungeon , 
Than  keep  a  corner  in  the  thing  I  love , 
For  others'  uses.    Yet,  't  is  the  plague  of  great  ones ; 
Prerogativ'd  are  they  less  than  the  base ; 
'T  is  destiny  unshunnable ,  like  death  : 
Even  then  this  forked  plague  is  fated  to  us , 
When  we  do  quicken.    Desdemona  comes : 

Enter  Desdemona  and  Emilia. 
Ifshe  be  false,  O!  then  heaven  mocks  itself. — 
1  'U  not  believe  it. 
Des.  How  now,  mydearOthe\\o\ 
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Vour  dinner  and  the  generous  islanders , 
By  you  invited ,  do  attend  your  presence. 

0th,    I  am  to  blame. 

Des,    Why  is  your  speech  so  faint?  are  you  not  well? 

0th,    I  have  a  pain  upon  my  forehead  here. 

Des,    Faith,  that 's  with  watching ;  't  will  away  again : 
Let  me  but  bind  it  hard ,  within  this  hour 
It  will  be  well. 

0th,  Your  napkin  is  too  little ;    [Lets  fall  her  Napkin. 

Let  it  alone.     Come,  I 'U  go  in  with  you. 

Des,    I  am  very  sorry  that  you  are  not  well. 

[Exeunt (}Tn,  andl^tLS. 

Emil.    1  am  glad  I  have  found  this  napkin. 
This  was  her  first  remembrance  from  the  Moor: 
My  wayward  husband  hath  a  hundred  times 
Woo'd  me  to  steal  it ;  but  she  so  loves  the  token , 
(For  he  conjur'd  her  she  should  ever  keep  it) 
That  she  reserves  it  evermore  about  her, 
To  kiss,  and  talk  to.    1 '11  have  the  work  ta'en  out, 
And  give 't  lago :  what  he  will  do  with  it , 
Heaven  knows,  not  I; 
I  nothing,  but  to  please  his  fantasy. 

Enter  Iago. 

lago.    How  now!  what  do  you  here  alone? 

Emil,    Do  not  you  chide ,  I  have  a  thing  for  you. 

Iago,    A  thing  for  me?  —  it  is  a  common  thing. 

Emil,    Ha? 

Iago.    To  have  a  foolish  wife. 

Emil,    0!  is  that  all?    What  will  you  give  me  now 
For  that  same  handkerchief? 

Iago,  What  handkerchief? 

Emil,    What  handkerchief! 
Why ,  that  the  Moor  first  gave  to  Desdemona ; 
That  which  so  often  you  did  bid  me  steal. 

Iago.    Hast  stolen  it  from  her? 

£mil,    JNo,  'faith:  sbe\et\lATOi^\ii\Wi^^««A\ 
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to  th' advantage,  I,  being  here,  took  Hup. 
here  it  is. 

'o.  A  good  wench;  give  it  me. 

ill.    What  will  you  do  with  \  that  you  have  been  so  earnest 
e  me  filch  it? 

-0.  Why,  what's  that  to  you"?       [SntOekingiL 

III,    If  it  be  not  for  some  purpose  of  import , 
me  again :  poor  lady !  she  '11  run  mad , 
she  shall  lack  it. 

-0.    Be  not  acknown  on  H ;  I  have  use  for  it. 
ave  me.  lExit  Emilia* 

Q  Cassio's  lodging  lose  this  napkin , 
t  him  find  it:  trifles,  light  as  air, 
the  jealous  confirmations  strong 
ofs  of  holy  writ.    This  may  do  something, 
oor  already  changes  with  my  poison : 
rous  conceits  are  in  their  natures  poisons , 
at  the  first  are  scarce  found  to  distaste ; 
th  a  little  act  upon  the  blood , 
ike  the  mines  of  sulphur.  —  I  did  say  so :  — 

Enter  Othello. 

where  he  comes !  Not  poppy,  nor  mandragora , 

the  drowsy  syrups  of  the  world , 
!ver  medicine  thee  to  that  sweet  sleep 
I  thou  ow'dst  yesterday. 

k.  Ha!  ha!  false  to  me?  tome? 

:o.    Why,  how  now,  general!  nomoreofthat« 
k.    Avaunt!  begone!  thou  hast  set  me  on  the  rack. — 
r ,  't  is  better  to  be  much  abus'd , 
)ut  to  know 't  a  little. 

fo.  How  now,  my  lord! 

h.    What  sense  had  I  of  her  stolen  hours  of  lust? 
t  not ,  thought  it  not ,  it  harm'd  not  me  : 

the  DBit  Djgbt  well,  was  free  and  merry  •, 
foot  Cassio '8  kisses  on  her  Jips : 
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He  that  is  robb*d ,  not  wanting  what  is  stolen , 
Let  him  not  know 't  and  he  's  not  robb'd  at  all. 

lago,    I  am  sorry  to  hear  this. 

0th,    1  had  been  happy ,  if  the  general  camp , 
Pioneers  and  all ,  had  tasted  her  sweet  body , 
So  I  had  nothing  known.    0!  now,  forever, 
Farewell  the  tranquil  mind ;  farewell  content : 
Farewell  the  plumed  troop ,  and  the  big  wars , 
That  make  ambition  virtue :  O,  farewell! 
Farewell  the  neighing  steed ,  and  the  shrill  trump , 
The  spirit-stirring  drum,  the  ear-piercing  fife, 
The  royal  banner ,  and  all  quality, 
Pride ,  pomp ,  and  circumstance  of  glorious  war ! 
AndO!  you  mortal  engines ,  whose  rude  throats 
Th'  immortal  Jove's  dread  clamours  counterfeit , 
Farewell !  Othello's  occupation  's  gone ! 

lago.    Is  it  possible?  —  My  lord ,  — 

0th,    Villain ,  be  sure  thou  prove  my  love  a  whore ; 
Be  sure  of  it :  give  me  the  ocular  proof, 

[Seising  him  fyy  the  Th 
Or ,  by  the  worth  of  mine  eternal  soul , 
Thou  hadst  been  better  have  b'een  born  a  dog, 
Than  answer  my  wak'd  wrath. 

lago,  Isitcome  to  this? 

Oih,    Make  me  to  see 't ;  or ,  at  the  least ,  so  prove  it , 
That  the  probation  bear  no  hinge ,  nor  loop , 
To  hang  a  doubt  on ,  or  woe  upon  thy  life ! 

lago.    My  noble  lord ,  — 

0th,    Ifthou  dost  slander  her,  and  torture  me , 
Never  pray  more :  abandon  all  remorse ; 
On  horror's  head  horrors  accumulate ; 
Do  deeds  to  make  heaven  weep ,  all  earth  amaz'd , 
For  nothing  canst  thou  to  damnation  add , 
Greater  than  that. 

lago,  0  grace!  O  heaven  defend  me ! 

Arejoaamaa?  have  you  a  soul ,  or  sense?  — 
God  be  wi 'jou;  take  mine  office .  —  O  ^teV^^^l^^ , 
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That  liv'st  to  make  thine  honesty  a  vice !  — 

0  monstrous  world !  Take  note ,  take  note ;  0  world ! 
To  be  direct  and  honest ,  is  not  safe.  — 

1  thank  you  for  this  profit ;  and ,  from  hence , 

I  '11  love  no  friend ,  since  love  breeds  snch  offence. 

0th,    Nay,  stay.  —  Thoa  shouldst  be  honest. 

lago,    I  should  be  wise ;  for  honesty 's  a  fool , 
And  loses  that  it  works  for. 

0th.  By  the  world, 

I  think  my  wife  be  honest ,  and  think  she  is  not ; 
I  think  that  thou  art  just ,  and  think  thou  art  not. 
I '11  have  some  proof :  her  name,  that  was  as  fresh 
As  Dian's  visage ,  is  now  begrim'd  and  black 
As  mine  own  face.    If  there  be  cords,  or  knives. 
Poison,  or  fire,  or  suffocating  streams, 
I  '11  not  endure  it.  —  Would  1  were  satisfied ! 

lago.    I  see ,  Sir ,  you  are  eaten  up  with  passion . 
I  do  repent  me  that  I  put  it  to  you. 
Too  would  be  satisfied? 

0th,  Would!  nay,  I  will. 

lago.    And  may;  but  how?  how  satisfied,  my  lord? 
Would  yon  the  supervision  grossly  gape  on  ? 
Behold  her  topp'd? 

0th,  Death  and  damnation !  0! 

lago.    It  were  a  tedious  difficulty,  I  think, 
To  bring  them  to  that  prospect.    Damn  them  then , 
If  ever  mortal  eyes  do  see  them  bolster. 
More  than  their  own !  What  then?  how  then? 
What  shall  I  say?  Where 's  satisfaction? 
It  is  impossible  you  should  see  this. 
Were  they  as  prime  as  goats ,  as  hot  as  monkeys , 
As  salt  as  wolves  in  pride,  and  fools  as  gross 
As  ignorance  made  drunk :  but  yet,  I  say. 
If  imputation ,  and  strong  circumstances , 
Which  lead  directly  to  the  door  of  truth , 
Will  give  you  satisfaction,  you  may  have il. 

ff/A,    Give  me  a  Jiviag  reason  she 's  dis\o^a\. 
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lago,    1  do  Dot  like  the  office ; 
But ,  sith  I  am  enter'd  id  this  cause  so  far , 
Prick'd  to 't  by  foolish  hoDesty  aod  love , 
1  will  go  00.    I  lay  with  Cassio  lately , 
ADd  beiog  troubled  with  a  ragiog  tooth , 
1  could  Dot  sleep. 

There  are  a  kind  of  meo  so  loose  of  soul, 
*  That  Id  their  sleeps  will  mutter  their  affairs : 
Que  of  this  kind  is  Cassio. 
Id  sleep  1  heard  him  say,  —  '* Sweet Desdemona ; 
Let  us  be  wary ,  let  us  hide  our  loves ! " 
And  thcD ,  Sir ,  would  he  gripe ,  aod  wriDg  my  hand , 
Cry,  —  ''0,  sweet  creature ! "  aod  theo  kiss  me  hard , 
As  if  he  plucked  up  kisses  by  the  roots , 
That  grew  upou  my  lips :  theo ,  laid  his  leg 
Over  my  thigh ,  aDd  sigh'd ,  and  kiss'd ;  and  then 
Cried ,  — ''  Cursed  fate,  that  gave  thee  to  the  Moor ! " 

0th,    0 monstrous!  moostrous! 

lago.  Nay,  this  was  but  his  dream. 

0th,    But  this  deuoted  a  foregooe  cooclusion : 
'T  is  a  shrewd  doubt,  though  it  be  but  a  dream. 

lago,    Aod  this  may  help  to  thicken  other  proofs , 
That  do  demonstrate  thinly. 

0th,  I  *11  tear  her  all  to  pieces. 

lago.    Nay ,  but  be  wise :  yet  we  see  nothing  done ; 
She  may  be  honest  yet.    Tell  me  but  this : 
Have  you  not  sometimes  seen  a  handkerchief, 
Spotted  with  strawberries ,  in  your  wife's  hand? 

0th,    1  gave  her  such  a  one :  't  was  my  first  gift. 

lago,    I  know  not  that ;  but  such  a  handkerchief, 
(I  am  sure  it  was  your  wife's)  did  I  to-day 
See  Cassio  wipe  his  beard  with. 

0th,  If  it  be  that,— 

lago.    If  it  be  that,  or  any  that  was  hers , 
It  speaks  against  her  with  the  other  proofs. 

Oth.    O,  that  the  s\ave  had  toTV^X\i^\i»»AVE^^V 
Ooe  is  too  poor ,  too  weak  Cot  qin  t«seii%^. 
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Now  do  I  see 't  is  true.  —  Look  here ,  lago ; 
All  my  fond  love  thof  do  I  blow  to  he«ven :  't  is  gone.  -> 
Arise ,  black  vcDgeance ,  from  thy  hollow  cell ! 
Yield  up ,  O  Loyc  !  thy  crowo  and  hearted  throne , 
To  tyrannous  hate!  swell,  bosom,  with  thy  fraught, 
For 't  is  of  aspics'  tongues ! 

logo.    Pray,  be  content. 

0th.  O,  blood,  lago,  blood! 

lago.    Patience,^!  say;  your  mind,  perhaps,  may  change. 

Otk,    Never,  lago.    Like  to  the  Pontick  sea , 
Whose  icy  current  and  compulsive  course 
Ne'er  feels  retiring  ebb ,  but  keeps  due  on 
To  the  Propontick ,  and  the  Hellespont : 
Even  so  my  bloody  thoughts ,  with  violent  pace , 
Shall  ne'er  look  back ,  ne'er  ebb  to  humble  love , 
Till  that  a  capable  and  wide  revenge 
Swallow  them  up.  —  Now ,  by  yond*  marble  heaven , 
In  the  due  reverence  of  a  sacred  vow  {Kneeling . 

I  here  engage  my  words. 

lago.  Do  not  rise  yet.  —  {Kneeling 

Witness ,  you  ever-burning  lights  above ! 
Ton  elements  that  clip  us  round  about! 
Witness ,  that  here  lago  doth  give  up 
The  execution  of  his  wit,  hands,  hearl. 
To  wrong'd  Othello's  service.    Let  him  command , 
And  to  obey  shall  be  in  me  remorse , 
What  bloody  work  soe'er. 

0th,  I  greet  thy  love , 

Not  with  vain  thanks ,  but  with  acceptance  bounteous , 
And  will  upon  the  instant  put  thee  to  't. 
Within  these  three  days  let  me  hear  thee  say. 
That  Cassio  's  not  alive. 

lago.    My  friend  is  dead :  H  is  done  at  your  request : 
But  let  her  live. 

0th,  Damn  her,  lewd  minx!   0,  damnheri 

Come,  go  with  me  spart;  I  will  withdraw , 
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To  furnish  me  with  some  swift  means  of  death 
For  the  fair  devil.    Now  art  thou  my  lieutenant. 

lago,    I  am  your  own  for  ever.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  IV, 

The  Same, 
^nfer  I>BSDEM0MA ,  Emilia,  and  Cloum, 

Des,    Do  you  know ,  sirrah ,  where  the  lieutenant  Cassio  lies? 

C/o.    I  dare  not  say,  he  lies  any  where."" 

Des.    Why,  man? 

C/o.  He  is  a  soldier;  and  for  one  to  say  a  soldier  lies^  is  stab- 
bing. 

Des.    Goto.    Where  lodges  he? 

Clo.    To  tell  you  where  he  lodges ,  is  to  tell  you  where  I  lie. 

Des.    Can  any  thing  be  maple  of  this  ? 

Clo.  I  know  not  where  he  lodges ;  and  for  me  to  devise  a  lod- 
ging ,  and  say ,  he  lies  here ,  or  he  lies  there ,  were  to  lie  in  mine 
own  throat. 

Des.    Can  you  inquire  him  out,  and  be  edified  by  report? 

Clo.  I  will  catechize  the  world  for  him ;  that  is ,  make  ques- 
tions ,  and  by  them  answer. 

Des.  Seek  him ;  bid  him  come  hither :  tell  him,  I  have  moved 
my  lord  in  his  behalf,  and  hope ,  all  will  be  well. 

Clo.  To  do  this  is  within  the  compass  of  man's  wit;  and 
therefore  I  will  attempt  the  doing  it.  [Exit 

Des.    Where  should  I  lose  that  handkerchief ,  Emilia? 

Emil.     I  know  not,  Madam. 

Des.    Believe  me ,  I  had  rather  have  lost  my  purse 
Full  of  cruzadoes ;  and  but  my  noble  Moor 
Is  true  of  mind,  and  made  of  no  such  baseness 
As  jealous  creatures  are ,  it  were  enough 
To  put  him  to  ill  thinking. 

Emil.  Is  he  not  jealous? 

Des.    Who?  he !  I  think  the  sun ,  where  he  was  bom. 
Drew  all  such  humours  from  him. 

^mt7.  Look.  ^  iRli^t^  b«  comes. 
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Enter  Othello. 

Des.    IwillnotleaTehimnow,  tillCassio 
Be  call'd  to  him.  —  How  is 't  with  you ,  my  lord? 

0th.    Well .  my  good  lady.'—  ijiside.]  0 ,  hardness  to  dis- 
semble !  — 
HowdoyoQ,  Desdemona? 

Des.  Well,  my  good  lord. 

0th,    Give  me  your  hand.    This  hand  is  moist ,  my  lady. 

Des.    It  yet  has  felt  DO  age,  nor  known  no  sorrow. 

0th.    This^rgoesfruitfalness,  and  liberal  heart. 
Hot,  hot  and  moist:  this  hand  of  yours  requires 
A  sequester  from  liberty ,  fasting  and  praying , 
Much  eastigation ,  eiercise  devout; 
For  here 's  a  young  and  sweating  devil  here , 
That  commonly  rebels.    'T  is  a  good  hand ; 
A  frank  one. 

Des.  Toumay,  indeed,  say  so; 

For 't  was  that  hand  that  gave  away  my  heart. 

0th.    k  liberal  hand :  the  hearts  of  old  gave  hands , 
Bat  our  new  heraldry  is  —  hands ,  not  hearts. 

Des    I  cannot  speak  of  this.    Come  now,  your  promise. 

0th.    What  promise ,  chuck? 

Des.     I  have  sent  to  bid  Cassio  come  speak  with  you. 

0th.    I  have  a  salt  and  sullen  rheum  offends  me. 
Leod  me  thy  handkerchief. 

Des.  Here,  my  lord. 

0th.    That  which  I  gave  you . 

Des.  I  have  it  not  about  me. 

0th.    Not? 

Des.  No ,  indeed ,  my  lord. 

0th.  That  is  a  fault. 

That  handkerchief 
Bid  an  Egyptian  to  my  mother  give ; 
She  was  a  charmer,  and  could  almost  read 
The  thoughts  of  people :  she  told  her ,  while  she  kept  it 
T  would  make  her  amiable,  and  subdue  my  father 
Entirely  to  her  Jove;  but  If  she  lost  it , 
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Or  made  a  gift  of  it,  my  father*s  eye 
Shoald  hold  her  loathed ,  aod  his  spirits  should  hunt 
After  new  fancies.    She,  dying,  gave  it  me; 
And  bid  me ,  when  my  fate  mroulct  have  me  wive. 
To  give  it  her.    1  did  so ;  and  take  heed  on  't : 
Make  it  a  darling  like  your  precious  eye ; 
To  lose  or  give 't  away,  were  such  perdition. 
As  nothing  else  could  match. 

Des,  Is 't  possible? 

0th.    'T  is  true:  there 's  magic  in  the  web  of  it. 
A  sibyl ,  that  had  numbered  in  the  world 
The  sun  to  course  two  hundred  compasses , 
In  her  prophetic  fury  sew'd  the  work ; 
The  worms  were  hallow'd  that  did  breed  the  silk , 
And  it  was  died  in  mummy,  which  the  skilful 
Conserv'd  of  maidens'  hearts. 

Des,  Indeed!  is H true? 

0th.    Most  veritable;  therefore  look  to't  well. 

Des.    Then,  would  to  heaven  that  I  had  never  seen  it  I 

0th.    Ha!  wherefore? 

Des,    Why  do  you  speak  so  startingly  and  rash  ? 

0th.    Is 't  lost?  is 't  gone?  speak,  is  it  out  o*  the  way  ? 

Des.    Heaven  bless  us ! 

0th.  Say  you? 

Des.    It  is  not  lost;  but  what  an  if  it  were? 

0th.    How? 

Des.    I  say,  it  is  not  lost. 

Otk.  '         Fetch 't,  let  me  see 't. 

Des.    Why ,  so  I  can ,  Sir ;  but  I  will  not  now. 
This  is  a  trick ,  to  put  me  from  my  suit : 
I  pray ,  let  Cassio  be  receiv'd  again. 

0th.    Fetch  me  that  handkerchief:  my  mind  misgives. 

Des.    Come,  come; 
You  '11  never  meet  a  more  sufficient  man. 

0th.    The  handkerchief,  — 

Des.  I  pray,  talk  me  of  Cassio. 

OlA,    The  baDdkcrcMct ,  — 
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Dei.  A  man  that,  all  bis  time, 

Halh  founded  his  good  fortunes  on  yonr  love ; 
Shar*d  dangers  with  you ;  — 

0th.    The  handlierchief ,  — 

Dei.    In  sooth,  you  are  to  blame. 

0th.    Away!  lEaUOrBULho. 

EmU.    Isnotthisman  jealoas? 

Dei.    I  ne'er  saw  this  before. 
Sare,  there 's  some  wonder  in  this  handlterchief : 
I  am  most  unhappy  in  the  loss  of  it. 

Emil.    'T  is  not  a  year  or  two  shows  us  a  man : 
Tliey  are  all  but  stomachs,  and  we  all  but  food ; 
They  eat  us  hungerly ,  and  when  they  are  full , 
They  belch  us. 

Enter  Iago  and  Cassio. 

Look  you!  Cassio,  and  my  husband. 

lago.    There  is  no  other  way ;  't  is  she  must  do 't : 
And,  lo,  the  happiness !  go,  and  importune  her. 

Det.    How  now ,  good  Cassio !  what 's  the  news  with  you? 

Coi.    Madam,  my  former  suit.    I  do  beseech  you , 
That  by  your  virtuous  means  I  may  again 
Exist,  and  be  a  member  of  tiis  love , 
Whom  I,  with  all  the  oflQce  of  my  heart. 
Entirely  honour:  I  would  not  be  delay'd. 
If  my  o£fence  be  of  such  mortal  kind , 
That  nor  my  service  past ,  nor  present  sorrows , 
Nor  purposed  merit  in  futurity , 
Can  ransom  me  inXo  his  love  again, 
Bm  to  know  so  must  be  my  benefit; 
So  shall  I  clothe  me  in  a  forc'd  content, 
Aod  shut  myself  up  in  some  other  course, 
I'd  fortune's  alms. 

Dei.  Alas!  thrice-gentle  Cassio, 

^y  advocation  is  not  now  in  tune ; 
^y  lord  is  not  my  lord ;  nor  should  I  know  him , 
^erihe  in  favour,  asinhnmovx^  alter'd. 
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So  help  me  every  spirit  saactified , 

As  I  have  spokeo  for  you  all  my  best. 

And  stood  withio  the  blank  of  his  displeasure , 

For  my  free  speech.    You  must  a  while  be  patient  : 

What  1  can  do,  I  will ;  and  more  I  will , 

Than  for  myself  I  dare :  let  that  suffice  you. 

lago.    Is  my  lord  angry? 

EmiL  He  went  hence  but  now ; 

And,  certainly,  in  strange  unquietness. 

lago.    Can  he  be  angry?  I  have  seen  the  cannon, 
When  it  hath  blown  his  ranks  into  the  air. 
And,  like  the  devil ,  from  his  very  arm 
PufiTd  his  own  brother;  —  and  can  he  be  angry? 
Something  of  moment ,  then :  I  will  go  meet  him. 
There 's  matter  in  't,  indeed ,  if  he  be  angry. 

Des.    I  pr'ythee,  do  so.  [j^j?zf  Iago.]  —  Something, 
of  state,  — 
Either  from  Venice ,  or  some  unhatch'd  practice , 
Made  demonstrable  here  in  Cyprus  to  him ,  — 
Hath  puddled  his  clear  spirit ;  and ,  in  such  cases , 
Men's  natures  wrangle  with  inferior  things , 
Though  great  ones  are  their  object.    'T  is  even  so ; 
For  let  our  finger  ache ,  and  it  indues 
Our  other  healthful  members  ev'n  to  that  sense 
Of  pain  ^  nay ,  we  must  think ,  men  are  not  gods ; 
Nor  of  them  look  for  such  observances 
As  fit  the  bridal.  —  Beshrew  me  much ,  Emilia , 
I  was  (unhandsome  warrior  as  I  am) 
Arraigning  his  unkindness  with  my  soul ; 
But  now  I  find ,  I  had  suborn'd  the  witness  • 
And  he 's  indicted  falsely. 

EmiL    Pray  heaven,  it  be  state  matters ,  as  yoa  think, 
And  no  conception ,  nor  no  jealous  toy. 
Concerning  you. 

Des.    Alas,  the  day!    I  never  gave  him  cause. 

JSmil,    But  jealous  souVs  nv\\\  wot  b«  aaswer'd  so ;     ' 
Tbej  are  Dot  ever  jealous  Cot  V\i^  <^x)i:&^  > 
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Bat  jealous  for  they  are  jealous :  't  is  a  monster , 
Begot  upon  itself,  born  on  itself. 

Det.    Heaven  keep  that  monster  from  Othello's  mind ! 

EmiL    Lady,  amen. 

Des.    I  will  go  seek  him.  —  Cassio,  walk  hereabout : 
If  I  do  find  him  fit ,  I  'U  move  your  suit , 
And  seek  to  effect  it  to  my  uttermost. 

Cos.    I  humbly  thank  your  ladyship. 

[Exeunt  Dksdehoma  and  Emilia. 

Enter  Bianca. 

Bian.    Save  you,  friend  Cassio ! 

Cas,  What  make  you  from  home  ? 

low  is  it  with  you,  my  most  fair  Bianca? 
r faith,  sweet  love,  I  was  coming  to  your  house. 

Bian.    And  I  was  going  to  your  lodging ,  Cassio. 
What!  keep  a  week  away?  seven  days  and  nights? 
Eight  score  eight  hours?  and  lovers'  absent  hours , 
More  tedious  than  the  dial  eight  score  times? 

0  weary  reckoning! 

Cos,  Pardon  me,  Bianca; 

1  have  this  while  with  leaden  thoughts  been  press'd ; 
But  I  shall ,  in  a  more  continuate  time , 

Strike  off  this  score  of  absence.    Sweet  Bianca , 

[Giving  her  Desdemoiia's  Handkerehi^. 
lake  me  this  work  out. 

Bian.  O,  Cassio?  whence  came  this? 

This  is  some  token  from  a  newer  friend  * 
1o  the  felt  absence ,  now ,  I  feel  a  cause. 
Isitcometothis?    Well,  well. 

Cos,  Goto,  woman! 

"throw  your  vile  guesses  in  the  devil's  teeth , 
^om  whence  you  have  them.    You  are  jealous  now , 
"Huit  this  is  from  some  mistress  some  remembrance : 
^0,  in  good  troth,  Bianca. 

Bian.  Why,  whose  is  it? 

Cof.    I  know  not,  sweet:  IfounditiQin^  cVittis^^ct. 
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I  like  the  work  well ;  ere  it  be  demanded , 
(As  like  enough  it  will)  I  'd  have  it  copied : 
Take  it,  and  do 't;  and  leave  me  for  this  time. 

Bian,    Leave  you!  wherefore? 

Cos.    1  do  attend  here  on  the  general , 
And  think  it  no  addition ,  nor  my  wish , 
To  have  him  see  me  woman'd. 

Bian,  Why,  I  pray  yon? 

Cos,    Not  that  I  love  you  not. 

Bian,  But  that  you  do  not  love  me. 

I  pray  you ,  bring  me  on  the  way  a  little ; 
And  say ,  if  I  shall  see  you  soon  at  night. 

Cos,    *T  is  but  a  little  way ,  that  I  can  bring  you , 
For  I  attend  here ;  but  I  '11  see  you  soon. 

Bian,    'T  is  very  good :  I  must  be  circumstanc'd.       [Exnmt, 

ACT  IV.     SCENE  I. 

The  Same. 
Enter  Othello  and  Iago. 

lago ,    Will  you  think  so  ? 

0th.  Think  so,  Iago? 

Iago,  What! 

To  kiss  in  private  ? 

Otli,  An  unauthorized  kiss. 

Iago,    Or  to  be  naked  with  her  friend  abed , 
An  hour,  or  more,  not  meaning  any  harm? 

Otli,    Naked  abed,  Iago,  and  not  mean  harm ? 
It  is  hypocrisy  against  the  devil : 
They  that  mean  virtuously ,  and  yet  do  so , 
The  devil  their  virtue  tempts,  and  they  tempt  heaven. 

Iago,    If  they  do  nothing ,  '  t  is  a  venial  slip : 
Butif  I  give  my  wife  a  handkerchief,  — 

Otli,    What  then? 

Iago,    Why,  then 'tis  hers,  my  lord;  and,  being  hers, 
She  may,  1  think,  bestowal  on  aix^mMi. 
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0th.    SheisprottdmBofherboooiirtoo: 
May  she  gWe  Uiat? 

logo.    Her  honour  is  an  essence  that 's  not  seen ; 
They  hare  it  Tery  oft,  that  have  it  not : 
tot,  for  the  handkerchier,  — 

0th.    Byhearen,  I  would  most  gladly  hare  forgot  it. 
Thonsaidst,  —  01  it  conies  o'er  my  memory , 
As  doth  the  raren  o'er  the  infected  house , 
Boding  to  all ,  —  he  had  my  handkerchief. 

logo.    Ay,  what  of  that? 

0th.  That 's  not  so  good ,  now. 

logo.    What,  ifl  had  said,  I  had  seen  him  do  yon  wrong? 
Or  heard  him  say ,  —  as  knaves  be  such  abroad , 
Who  haying ,  by  their  own  importunate  suit , 
\  Or  voluntary  dotage  of  some  mistress , 
Convinced  or  supplied  them ,  cannot  choose 
But  they  must  blab  — 

0th.  Hath  he  said  any  thing? 

logo.    He  hath,  my  lord;  but  be  you  well  assur'd , 
No  more  than  he  '11  unswear. 

Oih.  What  hath  he  said? 

lago.    'Faith ,  that  he  did ,  —  I  know  not  what  he  did. 

0th.    What?  what? 

logo.    Lie  — 

0th.  With  her? 

logo.  With  her,  on  her;  what  you  will 

0th.  Lie  with  her!  lie  on  her!  —  We  say,  lie  on  her,  when 
%  belie  her.  Lie  with  her!  that 's  fulsome.  —  Handkerchief, 
--confessions,  —  handkerchief.  —  To  confess,  and  be  hanged 
for  his  labour.  —  First,  to  be  hanged,  and  then  to  confess :  —  I 
tremble  at  it.  Nature  would  not  invest  herself  in  such  shadowing 
passion,  without  some  instruction.  It  is  not  words,  that  shako 
methus:  —  Pish!  —  Noses,  ears,  and  lips.  —  Is  it  possible? 
--Confess!  —  Handkerchief!  —  0  devil!  — 

[Falls  in  a  TVonce. 

lago.     Workoa, 
^rmedJciDe,  work  I    TiiDs  credulous  fools  ate  cvi^V; 
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And  many  m^orthy  and  chaste  dames ,  even  thus , 

All  guiltless ,  meet  reproach.  —  What ,  ho !  my  lord ! 

Enter  Cassio. 
My  lord,  I  say!    Othello!  —  How  now,  Cassio! 

Cos.    What 's  the  matter? 

fago.    My  lord  is  fallen  into  an  epilepsy  : 
This  is  his  second  fit;  he  had  one  yesterday. 

Cos,    Ruh  him  about  the  temples. 

lago.  No,  forbear. 

The  lethargy  must  have  his  quiet  course , 
If  not,  he  foams  at  mouth ;  and,  by  and  by, 
Breaks  out  to  savage  madness.    Look,  bestirs: 
Do  you  withdraw  yourself  a  little  while. 
He  will  recover  straight :  when  he  is  gone , 
I  would  on  great  occasion  speak  with  you.  —  [Exit  Cass 

How  is  it ,  general?  have  you  not  hurt  your  head? 

0th.    Dost  thou  mock  me  ? 

lago,  I  mock  you!  no,  by  heaven. 

Would  you  would  bear  your  fortunes  like  a  man. 

0th,    A  horned  man 's  a  monster,  and  a  beast. 

lago.    There 's  many  a  beast ,  then ,  in  a  populous  city , 
And  many  a  civil  monster. 

0th.    Did  he  confess  it? 

lago.  Good  Sir,  be  a  man; 

Think,  every  bearded  fellow ,  that 's  but  yok'd ,    . 
May  draw  with  you :  there 's  millions  now  alive , 
That  nightly  lie  in  those  unproper  beds , 
Which  they  dare  swear  peculiar :  your  case  is  better. 
0!  'tis  the  spite  of  hell,  the  fiend 's  arch-mock , 
To  lip  a  wanton  in  a  secure  couch , 
And  to  suppose  her  chaste.    No,  let  me  know; 
And,  knowing  what  I  am ,  I  know  what  she  shall  be. 

0th.    0 !  thou  art  wise ;  't  is  certain. 

lago.    Stand  you  awhile  apart ; 
CooSae  yourself  but  in  a  paUenlWsV, 
WbiJst  you  were  here ,  o'erwYielmftA  m^  ^ci\«  ^^V , 
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(A  passion  most  unsoiting  such  a  man) 

Cassio  came  hither :  I  shifted  him  away , 

And  laid  good  'scuse  opoo  your  ecstasy ; 

Bade  him  anoo  return ,  and  here  speak  with  me ; 

The  which  he  promis'd.    But  encave  yourself, 

And  mark  the  fleers ,  the  gibes ,  and  notable  scorns , 

That  dwell  in  every  region  of  his  face ; 

For  I  will  make  him  tell  the  tale  anew, 

Where,  how,  how  oft,  how  long  ago,  and  when 

He  hath ,  and  is  again  to  cope  your  wife  : 

I  say,  but  mark  his  gesture. — Marry,  patience; 

Or  I  shall  say ,  you  are  all  in  all  in  spleen , 

iod  nothing  of  a  man. 

0  th,  Dost  thou  hear,  lago? 

I  will  be  found  most  cunning  in  my  patience; 
l«C  (dost  thou  hear?)  most  bloody. 

lago .  That 's  not  amiss ; 

Bat  yet  keep  time  in  all.    Will  you  withdraw?   [Othello  retires. 
Now  will  I  question  Cassio  of  Bianca , 
A  housewife ,  that  by  selling  her  desires , 
Bays  herself  bread  and  clothes :  it  is  a  creature , 
Tliat  dotes  on  Cassio ,  as 't  is  the  strumpet's  plague, 
To  beguile  many ,  and  be  beguil'd  by  one. 
He,  when  he  hears  of  her,  cannot  refrain 
From  the  excess  of  laughter :  —  here  he  comes.  — 

Re-enter  Cassio. 
is  he  shall  smile ,  Othello  shall  go  mad ; 
ind  his  unbookish  jealousy  must  construe 
Poor  Cassio's  smiles ,  gestures,  and  light  behaviour 
Qoite  in  the  wrong.  —  How  do  you  now ,  lieutenant? 

Cos.    The  worser ,  that  you  give  me  the  addition , 
Whose  want  even  kills  me. 

lago.    Ply  Desdemona  well ,  and  you  are  sure  on 't. 
How ,  if  this  suit  lay  in  Bianca's  power ,  [Speaking  lower. 

How  qmclily  should  you  speed  ? 
^^'  Alas,  pooTca\l\tt\ 
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0th.    Look,  bow  he  laughs  already!  [Ani$. 

logo.    I  never  knew  woman  loye  man  so. 

Cos.    Alas,  poor  rogue!    I  think,  i' faith,  sheloTesme. 

0th,    Now  he  denies  it  faintly,  and  laughs  it  out.         [Adit* 

lago.    Do  you  hear,  Cassio? 

0th.  Now  he  importunes  him 

To  tell  it  o'er.    Goto;  well  said,  well  said.  [Atiit, 

lago.    She  gives  it  out,  that  you  shall  marry  her : 
Do  you  intend  it? 

Cos.  Ha ,  ha ,  ha  I 

0th.    Do  you  triumph ,  Roman?  do  you  triumph?       [ilriife. 

Cat.  I  marry  her!  —  what!  a  customer?  I  pr'ythee,  bnr 
some  charity  to  my  wit;  do  not  think  it  so  unwholesome.  Hi, 
ha,  ha! 

0th.    So,  so,  so,  so.    They  laugh  that  win.  [Adk* 

lago.    'Faith,  the  cry  goes,  that  you  shall  marry  her. — 

Cat.    Pr'ythee,  say  true. 

lago.    I  am  a  very  villain  else. 

0th.    Have  you  scored  me?    Well.  [Atiik* 

Cat.  This  is  the  monkey's  own  giving  out :  she  is  persuaded  1 
will  marry  her,  out  of  her  own  love  and  flattery,  not  out  ofnj 
promise. 

0th.    lago  beckons  me :  now  he  begins  the  story.        \A^i*' 

Cat.  She  was  here  even  now ;  she  haunts  me  in  every  {dace. 
I  was,  the  other  day,  talking  on  the  sea-bank  with  certain  Yene- 
tians,  and  thither  comes  this  bauble ;  and,  by  this  hand,  sh< 
falls  me  thus  about  my  neck ;  — 

0th.  Crying,  0  dear  Cassio!  as  it  were:  his  gesture  imports 
it.  [^itdf. 

Cat.  So  hangs,  and  lolls,  and  weeps  upon  me;  so  halM} 
and  pulls  me:  ha,  ha,  ha!  — 

0th.  Now  he  tells ,  how  she  plucked  him  to  my  chamber. 
0  J  I  see  that  nose  of  yours ,  but  not  that  dog  I  shall  throw  it  to. 

Cas,     Well,  Iinustlca\eYiwcomv«Kt. 
fagro.    Before  me  I  lookN»bwfis\i^t^^^*- 
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Enter  Biamca. 


Cos,  'T  is  such  another  fitchew!  marry,  a  perfamed  one.  — 
What  do  you  mean  by  this  hanntiDg  of  me? 

Bian*  Let  the  devil  and  his  dam  haunt  you !  What  did  you 
mean  by  that  same  handkerchief,  you  gave  me  even  now?  I  was  a 
fioefool  to  lake  it.  I  must  take  out  the  work?—  A  likely  piece 
of  work,  that  you  should  find  it  in  your  chamber,  and  know  not 
who  left  it  there.  This  is  some  minx's  token ,  and  I  must  take  out 
the  work?  There,  give  it  your  hobby-horse:  wheresoever  you 
had  it,  I  '11  take  out  no  work  on 't. 

Cos.    How  now,  my  sweet  Bianca !  how  now,  how  now! 

0th.    By  heaven ,  that  should  be  my  handkerchief!      [Aside. 

Bian.  An  you  '11  come  to  supper  to-night,  you  may:  an  you 
till  not,  come  when  you  are  next  prepared  for.  [Exit. 

lago.    After  her,  after  her. 

Cos.    'Faith ,  I  must;  she  '11  rail  in  the  street  else. 

Jago.    Will  you  sup  there? 

Cat.    'Faith ,  I  intend  so. 

lago.  Well,  I  may  chance  to  see  you,  for  I  would  very. fain 
speak  with  you. 

Cas.    Pr'ythee,  come;  will  you? 

lago.    Goto;  say  no  more.  [Exit  Zk%%io. 

0th.  [Advancing,^    How  shall  I  murder  him ,  lago? 

lago.    Did  you  perceive  how  he  laughed  at  his  vice? 

Oih.    0,  lago! 

lago.    And  did  you  see  the  handkerchief? 

Oih.    Was  that  mine? 

lago.  Yours ,  by  this  hand :  and  to  see  how  he  prizes  the 
foolish  woman  your  wife !  she  gave  it  him ,  and  he  hath  given  it  liis 
whore. 

0th.  I  would  have  him  nine  years  a  killing.  —  A  fine  woman  1 
t  fair  woman !  a  sweet  woman ! 

lago.    Nay,  you  must  forget  that. 

0th.  Ay,  let  her  rot,  and  perish,  and  be  damned  to-night, 
for  she  shall  not  live.  No,  my  heart  is  turned  to  sIquq;  l^tukA 
%  3od  It  harts  my  band.     O I  the  world  halVi  nol  tt^  s^^^Vw  ^\^v- 
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ture:  she  might  lie  by  an  emperor's  side,  and  command  him 
tasks. 

lago.    Nay,  that 's  not  your  way. 

0th.  Bang  her !  I  do  but  say  what  she  is.  —  So  delicate  with 
her  needle!  —  An  admirable  musician!  0!  she  will  sing  the 
savageness  out  of  a  bear.  —  Of  so  high  and  plenteous  wit  and  in- 
vention !  — 

Jago.    She  *s  the  worse  for  all  this. 

0th,  0!  a  thousand  thousand  times.  And  then,  of  so  gentle 
a  condition. 

lago.    Ay,  too  gentle. 

0th,  Nay ,  that 's  certain :  —  but  yet  the  pity  of  it ,  lago !  — 
0,  lago!  the  pity  of  it,  lago! 

lago.  If  you  are  so  fond  over  her  iniquity ,  give  her  patent  to 
offend ;  for  if  it  touch  not  you ,  it  comes  near  nobody. 

0th,    I  will  chop  her  into  messes.  —  Cuckold  me  ! 

lago,    O  t  't  is  foul  in  her. 

0th,    With  mine  officer! 

lago.    That 's  fouler. 

0th,  Get  me  some  poison ,  lago ;  this  night :  _  1 1]  not  ex- 
postulate with  her,  lest  her  body  and  beauty  unprovide  my  mind 
again.-—  This  night,  lago. 

lago.  Do  it  not  with  poison ,  strangle  her  in  her  bed ,  even 
the  bed  she  hath  contaminated. 

0th,    Good,  good:  thejustice  of  it  pleases;  very  good. 

lago.  And  for  Cassio ,  let  me  be  his  undertaker.  Yon  shall 
hear  more  by  midnight.  [A  Trumpet  toiihin, 

0th,    Excellent  good.  —  What  trumpet  is  that  same? 

lago.    Something  from  Tenice,  sure.    'T  is  Lodovico , 
Come  from  the  duke ;  and,  see,  your  wife  is  with  him. 

^'n^er  Lodovico^  Dbsdbhona,  and  Attendants, 

Lod,    'Save  you,  worthy  general ! 

0th.  With  all  my  heart,  Sir. 

Lod.    The  duke  and  senators  of  Yeniee  greet  yon. 


nt^ 


Dt:: 


THE  MOOR  OF  VENICE.  73 

Oik,    I  kiss  the  iostrament  of  their  pleasures. 

[Opens  the  Packet  t  and  reads, 

De$.    And  what's  the  news,  good  cousin  Lodovico? 

logo,    I  am  very  glad  to  see  yon ,  signior: 
Wekome  to  Cyprus. 

Lod,    I  thank  you.    How  does  lieutenant  Cassio  ? 

logo.    Lives,  Sir. 

Des,    Cousin,  there 's  fallen  between  him  and  my  lord 
An  unkind  breach,  but  you  shall  make  all  well. 

0th.    Are  you  sure  of  that  ? 

Des.    My  lord? 

Otk.  ** This  fail  you  not  to  do ,  as  you  wUl "  — 

[Reading, 

Lod,    He  did  not  call;  he 's  busy  in  the  paper, 
b  there  division  'twixt  my  lord  and  Cassio? 

Des,    A  most  unhappy  one :  I  would  do  much 
To  atone  them ,  for  the  love  I  bear  to  Cassio. 

Otk,    Fire  and  brimstone ! 

Des.  My  lord? 

0th.  Are  you  wise? 

Des,    What r  is  he  angry? 

Lod.  Maybe,  the  letter  mov'd him ; 

For,  as  I  think ,  they  do  command  Jbim  home , 
Deputing  Cassio  in  his  government. 

Des.    fty  my  troth,  I  am  glad  on  H.. 

0th.  Indeed. 

Desk  My  lord? 

0th.    I  am  gfad  to  see  you  mad. 

Des.^  How,  sweet  Othello? 

0th.    Devill  [Stnkingher. 

Des,  I  have  not  deserved  this. 

Lod,    My  lord,  this  would  not  be  believ'd  in  Venice , 
Plough  I  should  swear  I  saw  it.    'T  is  very  much ; 
Mike  her  amends,  she  weeps. 

0th,  0  devil ,  devtti 

/b^    If Ibtf/ ibe  earth  could  teem  with  woman's  tears , 
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Each  drop  she  falls  would  prove  a  crocodile.  — 
Out  of  my  sight! 

Des.  I  will  not  stay  to  offend  you.  [C 

Lod,    Truly  an  obedient  lady.  — 
I  do  beseech  your  lordship ,  call  her  back. 

Otk.    Mistress! 

Des.  My  lord? 

0th.  What  would  you  with  her , 

Lod.    Who,  I,  my  lord? 

0th.    Ay ;  you  did  mhh ,  that  I  would  make  her  turn : 
Sir ,  she  can  turn ,  and  turn ,  and  yet  go  on , 
And  turn  again ;  and  she  can  weep ,  Sir ,  weep ; 
And  she  's  obedient,  as  you  say,  —  obedient,  — 
Very  obedient.  —  Proceed  you  in  your  tears.  — 
Concerning  this ,  Sir ,  —  0  well-painted  passion ! 
I  am  commanded  home.  —  Get  you  away ; 
I  '11  send  for  you  anon.  —  Sir,  I  obey  the  mandate , 
And  will  return  to  Venice.  —  Hence !  avaunt ! 

[Exit  Dbsdbi 
Cassio  shall  have  my  place.    And,  —  Sir,  to-night, 
I  do  entreat  that  we  may  sup  together : 
You  are  wekome ,  Sir ,  to  Cyprus.  —  Goats  and  monkeys  I 

I 

Lod.    Is  this  the  noble  Moor  whom  our  full  senate 
Call  all-in-all  sufficient?  —  This  the  noble  nature 
Whom  passion  could  not  shake?  whose  solid  virtue 
The  shot  of  accident ,  nor  dart  of  chance , 
Could  neither  graze ,  nor  pierce? 

logo.  He  is  much  chang'd. 

Lod,    Are  his  wits  safe?  is  he  not  light  of  brain? 

lago.    He 's  that  he  is :  I  may  not  breathe  my  censure 
What  he  might  be ,  —  if,  what  he  might,  he  is  not,  ~ 
I  would  to  heaven,  he  were. 

Lod.  What!  strike  his  wife? 

fag'o.    'Faith ,  that  was  nol  so  \j^W\  ^^v^wJN!i\>is«*  > 
That  stroke  would  prove  iVie^oisX. 
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Or  did  the  letters  work  upon  his  blood , 
And  oew-create  this  fault? 

lago,  Alas,  alas! 

It  is  not  honesty  in  me ,  to  speak 
What  I  have  seen  and  known .    You  shall  observe  him ; 
And  his  own  courses  will  denote  him  so , 
That  I  may  save  my  speech.    Do  but  go  after , 
And  mark  how  he  continues. 

Lod.    I  am  sorry,  that  I  am  deceived  in  him.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  II. 

A  Room  in  the  Castle. 

Enter  Othbllo  and  Emilia. 

0th.    You  have  seen  nothing  then? 

Emil.    Nor  ever  heard ;  nor  ever  did  suspect. 

0th.    Yes,  you  have  seen  Cassio  and  her  together. 

Emil.    But  then  I  saw  no  harm ;  and  then  I  heard 
£ach  syllable  that  breath  made  up  between  them. 

0th.    What!  did  they  never  whisper? 

Emil.  Never,  my  lord. 

0th.    Nor  send  you  out  o'  the  way? 

Emil.  Never. 

0th.    To  fetch  her  fan,  her  gloves,  her  mask,  nornothiDg? 

Emil.    Never,  my  lord. 

0th.  That  *s  strange. 

Emit.    I  durst,  my  lord,  to  wager  she  is  honest, 
Uy  down  my  soul  at  stake :  if  you  think  other. 
Remove  your  thought ;  it  doth  abuse  your  bosom. 
If  any  wretch  have  put  this  in  your  head , 
let  heaven  requite  it  with  the  serpent's  curse, 
for  if  she  be  not  honest,  chaste ,  and  true , 
There 's  no  man  happy ;  the  purest  of  their  wives 
Is  foul  as  slander. 

0th.  Bid  her  come  hither :  —  go.  — 

[Exit  Emilia, 
She  says  enough;  —  yet  sbe  's  a  simple  bawd , 
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That  cannot  say  as  much.    This  is  a  subtle  whore , 

A  closet-Iock-aDd-key  of  villainous  secrets : 

And  yet  she  '11  kneel,  and  pray ;  I  have  seen  her  do  *U 

Re-enter  Emilia  ,  with  Dbsdbmona. 

Des.    My  lord,  what  is  your  will? 

0th,  Pray,  chuck,  come  hither. 

Des.    What  is  your  pleasure  ? 

0th,  Let  me  see  your  eyes : 

Look  in  my  face. 

Des.  What  horrible  fancy 's  this? 

0th.    Some  of  your  function,  mistress;  [JoEmilu. 

Leave  procreants  alone ,  and  shut  the  door ; 
Cough,  or  cry  hem,  if  any  body  come: 
Your  mystery,  your  mystery;  —  nay,  despatch.     [ExttEmWi. 

Des.    Upon  my  knees,  what  doth  your  speech  import? 
I  understand  a  fury  in  your  words , 
But  not  the  words. 

0th.    Why,  what  art  thou? 

Des.  Your  wife,  my  lord;  yourtrne 

And  loyal  wife. 

0th.  Come,  swear  it,  damn  thyself ; 

Lest,  being  like  one  of  heaven,  the  devils  themselves 
Should  fear  to  seize  thee :  therefore,  be  double-damn'd ; 
Swear  thou  art  honest. 

Des.  Heaven  doth  truly  know  it. 

0th.    Heaven  truly  knows ,  that  thou  art  false  as  hell. 

Des.    To  whom,  my  lord?  with  whom?  How  am  I  false? 

0th.    0  Desdemona !  —  away ,  away ,  away ! 

Des,    Alas ,  the  heavy  day !  —  Why  do  you  weep? 
Am  I  the  occasion  of  these  tears ,  my  lord? 
If,  haply,  you  my  father  do  suspect 
An  instrument  of  this  your  calling  back , 
Lay  not  your  blame  on  me :  if  you  have  lost  him , 
Why ,  I  have  lost  him  too, 

0th,  '      Had  it  pleas'd  heaven 

To  tij  me  with  afiQiction ;  had  he  rain'd 
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All  kinds  of  sores,  and  shames,  on  my  bare  head ; 

Steep'd  me  in  poverty  to  the  very  lips; 

Given  to  captivity  me  and  my  utmost  hopes ; 

I  should  have  fomid  in  some  part  of  my  soul 

A  drop  of  patience:  hot,  alas!  to  make  me 

A  fixed  figure ,  for  the  time  of  scorn 

To  point  his  slow  unmoving  finger  at ; 

Tet  could  I  bear  that  too;  well,  very  well: 

Bat  there ,  where  I  have  garner'd  up  my  heart , 

Where  eiUier  I  must  live ,  or  bear  no  life , 

The  fountain  from  the  which  my  current  runs , 

Or  else  dries  up ;  to  be  discarded  thence , 

Or  keep  it  as  a  cistern ,  for  foul  toads 

To  knot  and  gender  in !  —  turn  thy  complexion  there , 

Patience ,  thou  young  and  rose-lipp'd  cherubin ; 

Ay,  there,  look  grim  as  hell ! 

Des.    I  hope,  my  noble  lord  esteems  me  honest. 

0th*    0 !  ay ;  as  summer  flies  are  in  the  shambles , 
That  quicken  even  with  blowing.    0  thou  weed  1 
Who  art  so  lovely  fair,  and  smell'st  so  sweet. 
That  the  sense  aches  at  thee ,  would  thou  hadst  ne'er  been  born ! 

Det.    Alas !  what  ignorant  sin  have  I  committed? 

0th,    Was  this  fair  paper ,  this  most  goodly  book, 
Made  to  write  whore  upon ?    What  committed? 
Committed!  —  0  thou  public  commoner! 
I  should  make  very  forges  of  my  cheeks , 
That  would  to  cinders  burn  up  modesty. 
Bid  I  but  speak  thy  deeds.  —  What  committed? 
Heaven  stops  the  nose  at  it ,  and  the  moon  winks : 
The  bawdy  wind ,  that  kisses  all  it  meets , 
Ishush'd  within  the  hollow  mine  of  earth , 
And  will  not  hear  it.    What  committed?  — 
Impudent  strumpet! 

J)es.  By  heaven  you  do  me  wrong. 

0th.    Are  not  you  a  strumpet ? 

DeM,  No ,  as  I  am  a  Christian. 

K  to  preserve  this  yessel  for  mj  lord , 
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From  any  Other ,  foul,  unlawful,  touch, 
Be  not  to  be  a  strumpet,  I  am  none. 

0th,    What,  not  a  whore? 

Des.  No ,  as  I  shall  be  saved. 

0th.    Is  it  possible? 

Des.    0 ,  heaven  forgive  us ! 

0th.  I  cry  you  mercy,  then? 

I  took  you  for  that  cunning  whore  of  Venice, 
That  married  with  Othello.  —  You ,  mistress , 

Re-enter  Emilia. 
That  have  the  office  opposite  to  Saint  Peter, 
And  keep  the  gate  of  hell ;  you ,  you ,  ay ,  you : 
We  have  done  our  course ;  there  's  money  for  your  pains. 
I  pray  you ,  turn  the  key ,  and  keep  our  counsel.  [E< 

Emil.    Alas!  what  does  this  gentleman  conceive? 
How  do  you,  Madam?  how  do  you,  my  good  lady? 

Des.    'Faith,  half  asleep. 

Emil,    Good  Madam,  what 's  the  matter  with  my  lord? 

Des.    With  whom? 

Emil,  Why,  with  my  lord.  Madam. 

Des,    Who  is  thy  lord? 

Emil.  He  that  is  yours ,  sweet  lady. 

Des,    I  have  none :  do  not  talk  to  me ,  Emilia: 
I  cannot  weep ;  nor  answer  have  I  none , 
But  what  should  go  by  water.    Pr'ythee ,  to-night 
Lay  on  my  bed  my  wedding  sheets ,  —  remember ;  — 
And  call  thy  husband  hither. 

Emil.  Here  is  a  change ,  indeed!       [Ei 

Des.    'T  is  meet  I  should  be  us'd  so,  very  meet. 
How  have  I  been  behav'd ,  that  he  might  stick 
The  small  'st  opinion  on  my  least  misuse? 

Re-enter  Emilia  ,  vnth  Llgo. 
/affo.    What  is  your  pleasure ,  Madam?    How  is  it  withy 
J^es.    1  cannot  tell.    Those ,  iWl  ^^  ^.^^<(^^^'QL\l^\^^^^ 
Do  it  with  gentle  means ,  aad  eas^  \a&^*. 
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He  might hiYe  chid  me  so;  for,  ingoodfailhy 
I  am  a  child  to  chiding. 

lago.  What 's  the  matter,  lady? 

Emil.    Alas,  lago,  my  lord  hath  so  bewhor'd  her, 
Thrown  such  despite  and  heayy  terms  upon  her , 
As  tme  hearts  cannot  bear. 

Des.    Am  I  that  name,  lago? 

lago.  What  name,  foirlady? 

Des.    Such  as,  she  says,  my  lord  did  say  I  was. 

EmiL    He  calFd  her  whore :  a  beggar  in  his  drink , 
Could  not  have  laid  such  terms  upon  his  callat. 

Iago»    Why  did  he  so  ? 

Des,    Idonotltnow;  I  am  sure,  I  am  nonesuch. 

lago.    Do  not  weep,  do  not  weep.    Alas  the  day! 

Emil.    Has  she  forsook  so  many  noble  matches. 
Her  father ,  and  her  country ,  and  her  friends , 
To  be  call'd  whore?  would  it  not  make  one  weep? 

Des,    It  is  my  wretched  fortune. 

lago,  Beshrew  him  for  it ! 

How  comes  this  trick  upon  him? 

Des.  Nay,  heaven  doth  know. 

Emii,    Iwillbehang'd,  ifsome  eternal  villain, 
Some  busy  and  insinuating  rogue. 
Some  cogging,  cozening  slave ,  to  get  some  office , 
flaye  not  devis'd  this  slander ;  I  '11  be  haog'd  else. 

lago.    Fie !  there  is  no  such  man :  it  is  impossible. 

Des,    If  any  such  there  be ,  heaven  pardon  him ! 

EmiL    A  halter  pardon  him ,  and  hell  gnaw  his  bones ! 
Why  should  he  call  her,  whore?  who  keeps  her  company? 
What  place?  what  time?  what  form?  what  likelihood? 
The  Moor 's  abus'd  by  some  most  villainous  knave , 
Some  base  notorious  knave ,  some  scurvy  fellow.  — 
0,  heaven !  that  such  companions  thou  'dst  unfold, 
And  put  in  every  honest  hand  a  whip , 
To  lash  the  rascals  naked  through  the  world , 
htn  from  the  east  to  the  west ! 

logo.  Speak  within  doof . 
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EmtL    0,  6e  upon  them!  some  such  squire  he  was, 
That  turn'd  your  wit  the  seamy  side  without , 
And  made  you  to  suspect  me  with  the  Moor. 

lago.    You  are  a  fool ;  go  to. 

Des.  Ogoodlago! 

What  shall  I  do  to  win  my  lord  again? 
Good  friend,  go  to  him;  for^  by  this  light  of  heaven, 
I  know  not  how  I  lost  him.    Here  I  kneel :  — 
If  e'er  my  will  did  trespass  'gainst  his  love , 
Either  in  discourse  of  thought ,  or  actual  deed ; 
Or  that  mine  eyes ,  mine  ears,  or  any  sense. 
Delighted  them  in  any  other  form; 
Or  that  I  do  not  yet ,  and  ever  did , 
And  ever  will,  —  though  he  do  shake  me  off 
To  beggarly  divorcement,  ^  love  him  dearly. 
Comfort  forswear  me !  Unkindness  may  do  much ; 
And  his  unkindness  may  defeat  my  life , 
But  never  taint  my  love.    I  cannot  say  whore ; 
It  does  abhor  me ,  now  I  speak  the  word; 
Tp  do  the  act  that  might  the  addition  earn , 
Not  the  world's  mass  of  vanity  could  make  me. 

lago.    I  pray  you,  be  content;  't  is  but  his  humour : 
The  business  of  the  state  does  him  offence, 
And  he  does  chide  with  you. 

Des.  If 't  were  no  other,  — 

lago.    'T  is  but  so,  I  warrant.  [TVui 

HariL,  how  these  instruments  summon  to  supper! 
The  messengers  of  Venice  stay  the  meat. 
Go  in,  and  weep  not;  all  things  shall  be  well. 

[Exetmt  Desdbmotux  andEi 

Enter  Rodbrigo. 
How  now,  Roderigo! 

Rod.    I  do  not  find  that  thou  deal'st  justly  with  me. 
la^o.    What  in  the  contrary  ? 

^od.    Every  day  Ihou  datT  si  m^  ^\\\i  «sa»  ^««fv^^  ^  ^'^ 
rather,  as  it  seems  to  me  uov ,  Ve^v'^^  ^^^""^  ""^^  ^  ^^^ 
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than  supplies!  me  with  the  least  advantage  of  hope.  I  will,  in- 
deed, DO  longer  endure  it;  nor  am  I  yet  persuaded^  to  put  up  in 
peace  what  already  I  have  foolishly  suffered. 

lago.    Will  you  hear  me ,  Roderigo? 

Rod,  'Faith,  I  have  heard  too  much;  for  your  words,  and 
performances,  are  no  kin  together. 

Jago.    You  charge  me  most  uqjustly. 

Rod,  With  nought  but  truth.  I  have  wasted  myself  out  of 
my  means:  the  jewels  you  have  had  from  me,  to  deliver  to  Des- 
demona,  would  half  have  corrupted  avotarist:  you  have  told  me, 
she  has  received  them,  and  returned  me  expectations  and  comforts 
of  sadden  respect  and  acquaintance ;  but  I  find  none. 

lago.    Well;  goto;  very  well. 

Rod.  Very  well!  go  to!  I  cannot  go  to,  man;  nor  H  is  not 
very  well:  by  this  hand,  I  say,  it  is  very  scurvy;  and  begin  to 
find  myself  fobbed  in  it. 

lago.    Very  well. 

Rod,  I  tell  you ,  't  is  not  very  well.  I  will  make  myself  known 
toDesdemona:  if  she  will  return  me  my  jewels,  I  will  give  over 
my  suit,  and  repeat  my  unlawful  solicitation;  if  not,  assure 
yourself,  I  will  seek  satisfaction  of  you. 

Jago,    You  have  said  now. 

Rod.  Ay,  and  I  have  said  nothing,  but  what  I  protest  intend- 
ment of  doing. 

logo.  Why,  now  I  see  there  *s  mettle  in  thee ;  and  even,  from 
this  instant,  do  build  on  thee  a  better  opinion  than  ever  before. 
Give  me  thy  hand,  Roderigo:  thou  hast  taken  against  me  a  most 
JQst  exception;  but,  yet,  I  protest,  I  have  dealt  most  directly  in 
thy  affair. 

Rod.    It  hath  not  appeared. 

lago.  I  grant ,  indeed,  it  hath  not  appeared ,  and  your  suspi- 
cion is  not  without  wit  and  judgment.  Rut,  Roderigo,  if  thou 
hast  that  within  thee  indeed,  which  I  have  greater  reason  to  be- 
lieve now  than  ever, —  I  mean,  purpose,  courage,  and  valour, — 
this  Dight  show  it:  if  thou  the  next  night  following  enjoyest  not 
Desdemona,  take  me  from  this  world  with  treacherj  ^  «kU<dL^%m^ 
tDgjnes  for  my  life. 
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Rod.    Well,  what  is  it?  is  it  within  reason ,  and  compass? 

lago.  Sir,  there  is  especial  commission  come  from  Venice, 
to  depute  Cassio  in  Othello's  place. 

Rod.  Is  that  true?  why,  then  Othello  and  Desdemona  return 
again  to  Venice. 

laffo.  0 ,  no !  he  goes  into  Mauritania ,  and  takes  away  with 
him  the  fair  Desdemona ,  unless  his  abode  be  lingered  here  by 
some  accident;  wherein  none  can  be  so  determinate,  as  the  re- 
moving of  Cassio. 

Rod,    How  do  you  mean  removing  of  him  ? 

lago.  Why,  by  making  him  uncapable  of  Othello's  place; 
knocking  out  his  brains. 

Rod.    And  that  you  would  have  me  do? 

lago.  Ay;  if  you  dare  do  yourself  a  profit,  atid  a  right.  He 
sups  to-night  with  a  harlotry,  and  thither  will  I  go  to  him:  he 
knows  not  yet  of  his  honourable  fortune.  If  you  will  watch  his 
going  thence ,  (which  I  will  fashion  to  fall  out  between  twelwe  and 
one) you  may  take  him  at  your  pleasure:  I  will  be  near  to  second 
your  attempt,  and  he  shall  fall  between  us.  Come,  stand  not 
amazed  at  it,  but  go  along  with  me;  I  will  show  you  such  a  ne- 
cessity in  his  death ,  that  you  shall  think  yourself  bound  to  pot  it 
on  him.  It  is  now  high  supper-time,  and  the  night  grows  to 
waste:  about  it. 

Rod.    I  will  hear  farther  reason  for  this. 

lago.    And  you  shall  be  satisfied.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE  111. 
Another  Room  in  the  Castle. 
Enter  Otrello ,  Lodovico,  Desdbmona,  Emilia,  and  Attenr     \ 
dants,  \ 

Lod.    I  do  beseech  you,  Sir,  trouble  yourself  no  farther. 
0th.    0 !  pardon  me ;  't  will  do  me  good  to  walk. 
Lod.    Madam ,  good  night;  I  humbly  thank  your  ladyship. 
Des,    Your  honour  is  most  welcome. 
0th.  Will  you  walk,  Sir?- 

O!^  Pesdemona ,  — 
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Des,  My  lord? 

0th.    Get  yoa  to  bed  oo  the  iDstant;  I  will  be  returned  forth- 
with.   Dismiss  your  attendant  there :  look,  it  be  done. 

Des,    I  will,  my  lord. 

[Exeunt  OTRELLOt  Lodoyico,  and  Attendants. 

Emil,    How  goes  it  now?  he  looks  gentler  than  he  did. 

Des,    He  says,  he  will  return  incontinent; 
Hehaih  commanded  me  to  go  to  bed, 
And  bade  me  to  dismiss  you. 

Emil,  Dismiss  me ! 

Des.    It  was  his  bidding;  therefore,  good  Emilia,  .    . 

Give  me  my  nightly  wearing ,  and  adieu : 
We  must  not  now  displease  him. 

Emil.    I  would  you  had  never  seen  him. 

Des.  So  woHld  not  I :  my  love  doth  so  approve  him , 
That  even  his  stubbornness,  his  checks,  and  frowns, — 
Pr'ythee,  unpin  me,  —  have  grace  and  favour  in  them. 

Emil.    I  have  laid  those  sheets  you  bade  me  on  the  bed. 

Des.    All 's  one. — Good  father !  how  foolish  are  our  minds ! — 
If  I  do  die  before  thee,  pr'ythee,  shroud  me 
lo  one  of  those  same  sheets. 

Emil.  Come,  come,  you  talk. 

Des.    My  mother  had  a  maid  call'd  Barbara : 
She  was  in  love ;  and  he  she  lov'd  prov'd  mad , 
And  did  forsake  her:  she  had  a  song  of —  willow , 
Aq  old  thing 't  was ,  but  it  expressed  her  fortune, 
And  she  died  singing  it:  that  song,  to-night. 
Will  not  go  from  my  mind ;  I  have  much  to  do , 
Bat  to  go  hang  my  head  all  at  one  side , 
And  sing  it  like  poor  Barbara.    Pr'ythee ,  despatch. 

Emil.    Shall  I  go  fetch  your  night-gown? 

Des.  No »  unpin  me  here.  — 

This  LodoviCo  is  a  proper  man. 

Emil.    A  very  handsome  man. 

Des.    He  speaks  well. 

Emil.    I  know  a  lady  in  Tenice  would  have  \?&WtdYivc^\^^\.V(^ 
Pslesilaefora  touch  of  bis  aether  W^. 
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Des.     The  poor  soul  sat  sighing  bjf  a  sycamore  tree , 

[Singing. 
Sing  all  a  green  willow; 
Her  hand  on  her  bosom ,  her  head  on  her  knee , 

Sing  willow,  willow,  willow: 
Thejresh  streams  ran  by  her ,  and  mtarmun^d  Iter  mooiti; 

Sing  willow y  willow,  willow: 
Her  salt  tears  fell Jrom  her ,  and  sq/fen*d  the  stones  ; 

Lay  by  these.  — 

Sing  willow,  willow,  willow^ 

Pr'ythee ,  hie  thee :  he  '11  come  anon.  — 

Sing  all  a  green  willow  must  be  my  garland* 
Let  nobody  blame  him ,  his  scorn  I  approve ,  — 

Nay,  that '^s  not  neit.  —  Hark!  who  is  it  that  knocks? 

Emit.    It  is  the  wind. 

Des.    IcalVd  my  love ,  false  love  ;  but  what  said  he  thent 
Sing  willow,  willow,  willow: 
If  I  court  mo  women ,  you  'II  couch  with  me  men. 
So,  get  thee  gone;  goodnight.    Mine  eyes  do  itefa ; 
Doth  that  bode  weeping? 

Emil.  *T  is  neither  here  nor  there. 

Des.    I  have  heard  it  said  so.  —  O ,  these  men ,  these  men  ^— 
Dost  thon  in  conscience  think ,  —  tell  me ,  Emilia ,  — 
That  there  be  women  do  abuse  their  husbands 
In  such  gross  kind? 

EmiL  There  be  some  such,  no  question. 

Des,    WouM'st  thou  do  such  a  deed  for  all  the  world? 

Emil,    Why,  would  not  you? 

Des,  No,  by  this  heayenly  Mght 

Emil,    Nor  I  neither  by  this  heavenly  light : 
I  might  do  *i  as  well  i'  the  dark. 

Des,    Would'st  thou  do  such  a  deed  for  all  the  world? 

Emil,    The  world  is  a  huge  thing:  't  is  a  great  price 
For  a  small  vice. 

I^es.  In  troth ,  I  l\imW\iou^^\i\dL^'^^\.« 
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Emil,  In  troth,  I  think  I  shduld,  and  undo  't,  when  I  had 
done.  Harry,  I  would  not  do  such  a  thing  for  a  joint-ring,  nor 
for  measures  of  lawn ,  nor  for  gowns ,  petticoats ,  nor  caps ,  nor 
any  petty  eihibition;  but,  for  the  whole  world,  —  why,  who 
would  not  make  her  husband  a  cuckold ,  to  make  him  a  monarch? 
I  should  Tenture  purgatory  for 't. 

Des.  Beshrew  me ,  if  I  would  do  such  a  wrong  for  the  whole 
world. 

Etntl,  Why,  the  wrong  is  but  a  wrong  i*  the  world;  and, 
hanng  the  world  for  your  labour ,  H  is  a  wrong  in  your  own  world, 
and  you  might  quickly  make  it  right. 

Des»    I  do  not  think  there  is  any  such  woman. 

Emil,    Tes ,  a  dozen ;  aad  as  many 
To  the  vantage ,  as  would  store  the  world  they  play'd  for. 
But,  I  do  think,  it  is  their  husbands' faults. 
If  wives  do  fall.    Say ,  that  they  slack  their  duties. 
And  pour  our  treasures  into  foreign  laps ; 
Or  eke  break  out  in  peevish  jealousies , 
Throwing  restraint  upon  us ;  or,  say,  they  strike  us » 
Or  scant  our  former  having  in  despite , 
Why,  we  have  galls;  and,^  though  we  have  some  grace , 
Tet  have  we  some  revenge.    Let  husbands  know , 
Their  wives  have  sense  like  them :  they  see ,  and  smeH , 
And  have  their  palates ,  both  for  sweet  and  sour  ^ 
As  husbands  have.    What  is  it  that  they  do , 
When  they  change  us  for  others?  Isitsport?* 
I  think ,  it  is ;  and  doth  affection  breed  it? 
I  think,  it  doth.    Is '^t  frailty^  that  thus  errs? 
It  is  so  too :  and  have  not  we  affections , 
Desires  for  sport,  and  frailty,  as  men  have? 
Then,  let  them  use  us  well ;  else ;  let  them  know , 
The  ills  we  do ,  their  ills  instruct  us  so. 

Des.    Good  night ,  good  night :  heaven  me  such  uses  send , 
Not  to  pick  bad  from  bad ,  but  by  bad  mend  I 

[ExeunU 
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ACT  V.     SCENE  I. 
A  Street. 
Enter  Iago  and  Roderigo. 
lago.    Here ,  stand  behind  this  bulk ;  straight  will  he  comi 
Wear  thy  good  rapier  bare ,  and  put  it  home. 
Quick,  quick;  fear  nothing;  I '11  be  at  thy  elbow. 
It  makes  us ,  or  it  mars  us ;  think  on  that ,' 
And  fix  most  firm  thy  resolution. 

Rod.    Be  near  at  hand ;  I  may  miscarry  in 't. 

Iago.    Here,  at  thy  hand:  behold,  and  take  thy  stand. 

[Retires  to  a  little  dutn 
Rod,    I  have  no  great  devotion  to  the  deed ; 
And  yet  he  has  given  me  satisfying  reasons.  — 
'T  is  but  a  man  gone :  —  forth ,  my  sword ;  he  dies. 

[Goes  to  his  tta 
Iago.    I  have  rubb*d  this  young  quat  almost  to  the  sense. 
And  he  grows  angry.    Now ,  whether  he  kill  Cassio , 
Or  Cassio  him ,  or  each  do  kill  the  other , 
Every  way  makes  my  game :  live  Roderigo , 
,  He  calls  me  to  a  restitution  large 
Of  gold ,  and  jewels ,  that  I  bobb'd  from  him , 
As  gifts  to  Desdemona ; 
It  must  not  be :  if  Cassio  do  remain , 
He  hath  a  daily  beauty  in  his  life , 
That  makes  me  ugly ;  and,  besides,  the  Moor 
May  unfold  me  to  him :  there  stand  I  in  much  peril. 
No ,  he  must  die :  —  be  't  so ;  I  hear  him  coming. 

Enter  Cassio. 

Rod.    I  know  his  gait;  H  is  he.  —  Villain ,  thoadiest. 

[Rushing  outy  and  making  a  pau  at  Cabi 
Cas,    That  thrust  bad  beeu  to\w%  twwft^  \\A^«,d  ^ 
But  that  my  coat  is  better  iVian  l\io\i\ji^iV?X*. 
/  wiU  make  proof  of  thine.  \praii)8 ,  oafiA  v)wmd»^w 
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BiKl,  O!  I  am  slain. 

[Iago  nuhu  frcm  hii  past,  cuts  Gawio  behind  in 
the  Leg  t  and  exit, 
Cos.  I  am  mAiai'd  fof  e?er.  —  Light,  ho!  marder!  mnrder! 

[FalU. 
Enter  Othello  ,  at  a  distance. 
0th,    The  Toice  of  Cassio.  —  lago  keeps  his  word. 
Rod.    O,  TiUaiDthatlaml 
0th,  It  is  e*ea  so. 

Cos,'  O,  help!  ho!  light!  a  surgeon! 
0th,    'T  is  he.  —  O  brave  lago !  honest,  and  just , 
Hut  hast  such  noble  sense  of  thy  friend's  wrong ; 
rhoo  teachest  me.  ~  Minion ,  your  dear  lies  dead, 
bid  your  unblest  fate  hies :  —  strumpet ,  I  come ! 
?orth  of  my  heart  those  charms ,  thine  eyes ,  are  blotted; 
Qiy  hed ,  lust-stain'd ,  shall  wiih  lust*s  blood  be  spotted. 

[Exit  Othkuo. 

Enter  Lodoyico  and  Gratiano  ,  at  a  distance, 

Cos,    What,  ho!  no  watch?  no  passage?  murder!  murder! 

Gra,    T  is  some  mischance ;  the  cry  is  yery  direful. 

Cos.    O,  help! 

Lod.  Hark! 

Rod,  O  wretched  villain ! 

Lod,    Two  or  three  groan.  —  It  is  a  heavy  night : 
^ese  may  be  counterfeits ;  let 's  think 't  unsafe 
0  come  in  to  the  cry  without  more  help. 

Rod.    No  body  come?  then  shall  I  bleed  to  death. 

Enter  Ijlgo,  with  a  Light. 
Lod.    Hark! 

Gra,    Here  's  one  comes  in  his  shirt,  with  light  and  weapons. 
lago.     Who  's  there?  whose  noise  is  this,   that  cries  on 

'  murder? 
Lod.    We  do  not  know. 

lago.  Did  not  you  hear  8i  tri*l 

^kr.    Mere,  jbere!  for beaYen*ss9kt^ht\^va!t. 


88  OTHELLO, 

lago.  Whit 's  the  matter? 

Gra,    this  is  Othello's  ancient,  as  I  take  it. 

Lod.    The  same  indeed;  a  yery  valiant  fellow. 

lago.    What  are  yon  here ,  that  cry  so  grievoasly  ? 

Cos.    lago?  O!  lamspoird;  undone  by  villains: 
Give  me  some  help. 

lago.    Ome,  lieutenant!  what  villains  have  done  this? 

Cas.    I  think  that  one  of  them  is  hereabout , 
And  cannot  make  away. 

lago,  O  treacherous  villains !  — 

What  are  you  there?  come  in ,  and  give  some  help. 

[To  LoDOYico  and  Gratiaho^ 

Rod,    O,  help  me!  here. 

Cas,    That's  one  of  them. 

lago,  0  murderous  slave !  Ovillaio! 

[Llgo  stabs  RoDBRieo. 

Rod,    0  damn'd  lago !  O  inhuman  dog !  — 

lago.     Kill  men  i'  the  dark!  —  Where  be  these  bloodf 
thieves?  — 
How  silent  is  this  town!  —  Ho!  murder!  murder! 
What  may  you  be?  are  you  of  good ,  or  evil? 

Lod,    As  you  shall  prove  us ,  praise  us. 

lago,    SigniorLodovico? 

Lod,    He,  Sir. 

lago.    I  cry  you  mercy.    Here 's  Cassio  hurt  by  villains. 

Gra,    Cassio? 

lago.    How  is  it ,  brother? 

Cas.    My  leg  is  cut  in  two. 

lago.  Marry,  heaven  forbid ! — 

Light,  gentlemen;  1 11  bind  ft  with  my  shirt. 

Enter  Bianca. 

Bian.    What  is  the  matter,  ho?  who  is 't  that  cry'd? 
fagro.    Who  is 't  thai  cr^' A\ 
Bian.     O  my  dear  Cassio  \  m^  s^^^vC*^«tfi\ 
O  Cassio,  Cassio,  Cassio  I  ^ 
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lago.    0  notable  strumpet!  —  Cassio,  may  you  saspect 
Who  they  should  be ,  that  ha?e  thus  maugled  you? 

Cat.    No. 

Gra.    I  am  sorry ,  to  find  you  thus :  I  have  been  to  seek  you. 

lago.    Lend  me  a  garter:  —  so.  —  O,  for  a  chair, 
To  bear  him  easily  hence ! 

Bian.    Alas !  he  faints.  —  O  Cassio !  Cassio !  Cassio ! 

lago.    Gentlemen  all ,  I  do  suspect  this  trash 
To  be  a  party  in  this  injury.  — 
Patience  a  while ,  good  Cassio.  —  Come ,  come. 
Lend  me  a  light.  —  Know  we  this  face ,  or  no? 
Alas!  my  friend,  and  my  dear  countryman , 
Roderigo?no:  —  yes,  sure.    O heaven!  Roderigo. 

Gra.    What,  of  Venice? 

lago.    Even  he,  Sir;  did  you  know  him? 

Gra,  Know  him?  ay. 

lago,    SigniorGratiano?  I  cry  you  gentle  pardon : 
These  bloody  accidents  must  excuse  my  manners , 
That  so  neglected  you. 

Gra,  I  am  glad  to  see  you. 

lago.    How  do  you,  Cassia?  —  0,  a  chair,  a  chair! 

Gra.    Roderigo ! 

lago.    He,  he,  't  is  be. — O !  that  *s  well  said ;  —  the  chair.  — 

lA  Chair  brought  in. 
Some  good  man  bear  him  carefully  from  hence ; 
I  '11  fetch  the  general's  surgeon.  —  For  you ,  mistress, 

[To  BlANCA. 

Save  you  your  labour.  —  He  that  Ties  slain  here,  Cassio , 
Was  my  dear  friend.    What  malice  was  between  y ou  ? 

Cos,    None  in  the  world;  nor  do  I  know  the  man. 

Jago,    What,  look  you  pale?  —  0,  bear  him  out  o*  the  air.  — 
[Cassio  and  Rod.  are  borne  off,. 
Stay  you ,  good  gentlemen^  —  Look  you  pale,  mistress?. 
Do  you  perceive  the  gaslness  of  her  eye?  — 
Nay,  an  you  stir :  —  we  shall  hear  more  anon.  — 
behold  her  well;  Ipcayjou,  iook  upon  hen  *. 
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Do  you  see,  geotlemen?  nay,  guiltiDess  will  speak , 
Thougb  tongues  were  out  of  use. 

Enter  Emilia. 

Emil,    Alas !  what 's  the  matter?  what 's  the  matter,  hu 

lago.    Cassio  hath  here  been  set  on  in  the  dark 
By  Roderigo,  and  fellows  that  are  scap'd : 
He 's  almost  slain ,  and  Roderigo  dead. 

Emil.    Alas,  good  gentleman !  alas,  good  Cassio! 

lago.    This  is  the  fruit  of  whoring —  Pr*ythee ,  Emilii 
Go  know  of  Cassio  where  he  supp'd  to-night.  — 
"What!  do  you  shake  at  that? 

Bian,    He  supp'd  at  my  house ;  but  I  therefore  shake  n 

lago,    O!  did  he  so?  I  charge  you,  go  with  me. 

Emil.    O,  fie  upon  thee,  strumpet! 

Bian,    1  am  no  strumpet ;  but  of  life  as  honest. 
As  you  that  thus  abuse  me. 

Emil.  As  I?  fie  upon  thee ! 

lago.    Kind  gentlemen ,  let 's  go  see  poor  Cassio  dress 
Come ,  mistress,  you  must  tell 's  another  tale.  — 
Emilia ,  run  you  to  the  citadel , 

And  tell  my  lord  and  lady  what  hath  happ'd 

Will  you  go  on ,  I  pray?  —  This  is  the  night , 

That  either  makes  me ,  or  fordoes  me  quite.  [E 

SCENE  II. 
A  Bedchamber. 
Dbsobmona  in  bed  asleep.    A  Light  burning. 
Enter  OtMello. 
0th.    It  is  the  cause ,  it  is  the  cause ,  my  soul ,  — 
Let  me  not  name  it  to  you ,  you  chaste  stars !  — 
It  is  the  cause.  —  Yet  I  '11  not  shed  her  blood ; 
Nor  scar  that  whiter  skin  of  hers  than  snow , 
Aod  smooth  as  monumenlai  aX&WsVox. 
Tet  she  must  die ,  else  she  *\V beXta^  m^t^ tqr^. 
Put  out  the  light ,  and  then  —  p^t  o\iV  v\i^\\^x1 
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If  I  queocb  thee ,  thoa  flaming  minister , 

I  can  again  thy  former  light  restore , 

Should  I  repent  me ;  but  once  put  out  thy  light, 

Thou  cunning'st  pattern  of  excelling  nature, 

1  know  not  where  is  that  Promethean  heat , 

That  can  thy  light  relume.    When  I  have  pluck'd  thy  rose , 

I  cannot  give  it  irital  growth  again , 

It  needs  must  wither :  —  I  'U  smell  it  on  the  tree.  — 

[Kissing  her. 

0  balmy  breath ,  that  dost  almost  persuade 

Justice  to  break  her  sword !  —  One  more ,  one  more.  — 
Be  thus  when  thou  art  dead ,  and  I  will  kill  thee , 
And  love  thee  after.  —  One  more ,  and  this  the  last : 
So  sweet  was  ne'er  so  fatal.    I  must  weep , 
But  they  are  cruel  tears :  this  sorrow  *s  heavenly ; 
It  strikes ,  where  it  doth  love.  —  She  wakes  — 

Des.    Who's  there?    Othello? 

0th.  Ay,  Desdemona. 

Des.    Will  you  come  to  bed ,  my  lord? 

0th.    Have  you  pray'd  to-night,  Desdemona? 

Des.  Ay,  my  lord. 

0th.    If  you  bethink  yourself  of  any  crime , 
Uoreconcil'd  as  yet  to  heaven  and  grace , 
Solicit  for  it  straight. 

Des.    Alas,  my  lord!  what  may  you  mean  by  that? 

0th.    Well,  doit,  and  be  brief;  I  will  walk  by: 

1  would  not  kill  thy  unprepared  spirit; 

No,  —  heaven  forefend  —  I  would  not  kill  thy  soul. 

Des.    Talk  you  of  killing? 

0th.  Ay,  I  do. 

Des.  Then  ^paven 

&Ye  mercy  on  me !  ^ 

0th.  Amen,  with  all  my  heart! 

Des.    Ifyousayso,  I  hope  you  will  not  kill  me. 

0th.    Humph! 

J>af.    Andj^etlfearjou;  for  you  are  (atal  vYien , 
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Wheo  your  eyes  roll  SO.    Why  I  should  fear,  I  know  not, 
Since  guiltiness  I  know  not;  bat  yet,  I  feel  I  fear. 

Otk.    Think  on  thy  sins. 

Des,  They  are  loves  I  bear  to  yon. 

0th.    Ay,  and  for  that  thou  diest. 

Des.    That  death's  unnatural,  that  kills  for  loving. — 
Alas !  why  gnaw  you  so  your  nether  lip  t 
Some  bloody  passion  shakes  your  very  frame : 
These  are  portents;  but  yet,  I  hope,  I  hope. 
They  do  not  point  on  me. 

0th.  Peace,  and  be  still! 

De$.    I  will  so.    What 's  the  matter? 

0th.    That  handkerchief ,  which  I  so  lov'd ,  and  gave  thee, 
Thou  gav'st  to  Cassio. 

Des.  No,  by  my  life  and  soul ! 

Send  for  the  man ,  and  ask  him. 

0th.  Sweet  soul,  take  heed, 

Take  heed  of  perjury ;  thou  'rt  on  thy  death-bed. 

Des,    Ay,  but  not  yet  to  die. 

0th.  Yes,  presently: 

Therefore ,  confess  thee  freely  of  thy  sin ; 
For  to  deny  each  article  with  oath. 
Cannot  remove ,  nor  choke,  the  strong  conception , 
Than  I  do  groan  withal.    Thou  art  to  die. 

Des.    Then,  Lord,  have  mercy  on  me ! 

0th.  I  say,  amen. 

Des,    And  have  yon  mercy  too !  —  I  never  did 
Offend  you  in  my  life ;  never  lov'd  Cassio , 
But  with  such  general  warranty  of  heaven 
As  I  might  love :  I  never  gave  him  token. 

0th,    B|^aven,  I  saw  my  handkerchief  in 's  hand. 
0  perjur'd  wflnau !  thou  dost  stone  my  heart , 
And  mak*st  me  call,  what  I  intend  to  do , 
A  murder ,  which  I  thought  a  sacrifice : 
/Mir  the  handkerchief. 


I  never  gaye  it  hiib.  —  Send  for  him  hither ; 
Let  him  coDfess  a  truth. 

0th.  He  hath  confessed. 

Des.    What,  my  lord? 

Otk,    That  he  hath  —  ns'd  thee. 

Des,  Hov?  QDlawfully? 

0th.    Ay. 

Des,  He  will  not  say  so. 

Qth.  No ,  his  mouth  19  stopped ; 

Honest  lago  hath  ta'en  order  for 't. 

Des,    Mf  fear  interprets  then.  —  What!  is  he  dead? 

0th.    Had  all  his  hairs  been  lives,  my  great  revenge 
Had  stomach  for  them  all. 

Des.    Alas!  heisbetray'd.  and  1  undone. 

Otk.    Out,  strumpet!    Weep'sttbouforbim  tomyface? 

Des.    0!  banish  me,  my  lord,  but  kill  me  not. 

0th.    D)wn,  strumpet! 

Des.    Kill  me  to-morrow;  let  me  live  to-night. 

0th,    Niy,  if  you  strive,  — 

Des.  But  half  an  hour. 

0th.  Being  done, 

There  is  no  pause. 

Des.  But  while  I  say  one  prayer. 

0th.    It  s  too  late.  iHe  smothers  her. 

Des.    OLord,  Lord,  Lord! 

Emil,  Ifi^ithin.]  My  lord,  my  lord!  what  ho!  my  lord,  my 
lord! 

0th.    Wlat  noise  is  this?  —  Not  dead!  not  yet  quite  dead? 
I,  that  am  cnei,  am  yet  merciftd ; 
1  would  not  hive  thee  linger  in  thy  pain.  — 
So,  so! 

Emtl,  {JFthin.}  What  ho!  my  lord,  my  lord! 

0th.  Who 's  there? 

Emil.  [JFihin,']  O,  good  my  lord!    I  would  speak  a  word 
with  you. 

0th.    Yes;—  'tis  Emilia,  —  By  and  by.  —  She's  dead. 
Tis  like  she  cones  to  spesk  of  Cassio's  dealYi; 
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The  noise  was  high.  —  Ha!  no  more  moving? 

Still  as  the  grave.  —  Shall  she  come  in?    Were 't  good? 

I  think  she  stirs  again :  —  no.  —  What 's  the  best? 

If  she  come  in ,  she  '11  sare  speak  to  my  wife : 

My  wife !  my  wife !  what  wife?  —  I  have  no  wife : 

O,  insupportable,  O  heavy  hour! 

Methinks  it  should  be  now  a  huge  eclipse 

Of  sun  and  moon ,  and  that  th'  affrighted  globe 

Should  yawn  at  alteration. 

Emil.  [Within,']  I  do  beseech  you ,  I  may  speak  with  you. 
0,  good  my  lord! 

0th,    I  had  forgot  thee.    0!  come  in,  Emilia. — 
Soft,  —  by  and  by :  —  let  me  the  curtains  draw.  — 
Where  art  thou?    What 's  the  matter  with  thee  now? 

[Unlocks  the  Door. 

Enter  Emilia. 

Emil,    O ,  good  my  lord !  yonder  *s  foul  murder  done. 

0th,    What!  now? 

Emit.  But  now,  my  lord! 

0th,    It  is  the  very  error  of  the  moon ; 
She  comes  more  near  the  earth  than  she  was  wont , 
And  makes  men  mad. 

Emil,    Cassio,  my  lord,  has  kill'd  a  young  Yeneian , 
Caird  Roderigo. 

0th.  Roderigo  kill'd ! 

And  Cassio  kill'd? 

Emil,  No;  Cassio  is  not  kiird. 

Oih.    Not  Cassio  kill'd  ?    Then  murder 's  out  of  une , 
And  sweet  revenge  grows  harsh. 

Des.    0,  falsely,  falsely  murdered ! 

Emil,  Alas!  wlatcryisthat? 

0th.    That!  what? 

Emil,    Out,  and  alas!  that  was  my  lady's  voice:  — 
Help!    Help,  ho!  help!  —  Olady,  speak  again! 
Sweet  Desdemona !    O,  sweet  mistress ,  speak! 

/^es.    A  guiltless  death  I  die. 


xufi  nuuji  OF  vj£x«Ai;ii;.  yo 

•  » 

J^jfit/.  0!  niio  hath  done 

This  deed? 

Det,         Nobody;  I  myself;  farewell: 
Commeod  me  to  my  kind  lord.    0  farewell !  [Dies, 

0th,    Why,  how  should  she  be  murder'd? 

EmiL  Alas,  who  knows? 

Otk.    You  heard  her  say  herself ,  it  was  not  1. 

EmU.    She  said  so ;  I  must  needs  report  a  truth. 

0th,    She 's  like  a  liar  gone  to  burning  hell : 
Twaslthatkill'dher. 

Emil,  O!  the  more  angel  she , 

And  yon  the  blacker  devil. 

0th,    She  tum*d  to  folly ,  and  she  was  a  whore , 

EtniL    Thou  dost  belie  her,  and  thou  art  a  devil. 

0th,    She  was  false  as  water. 

EmU,  Thou  art  rash  as  fire ,  to  say 

That  she  was  false :  0!  she  was  heavenly  true. 

0th,    Cassiodidtopber;  ask  thy  husband  else. 
O !    I  were  damn*d  beneath  all  depth  in  hell , 
But  that  I  did  proceed  upon  just  grounds 
To  this  extremity.    Thy  husband  knew  it  all. 

Emil,    My  husband? 

0th.    Thy  husband. 

Emil,    Thatshe  was  false  to  wedlock? 

0th,    Ay,  withCassio.    Nay,  had  she  been  true , 
If  heaven  would  make  me  such  another  world 
Of  one  entire  and  perfect  chrysolite , 
I  'd  not  have  sold  her  for  it. 

Emil,    My  husband? 

0th,  Ay,  't  was  he  that  told  me  first : 

An  honest  man  he  is ,  and  hates  the  slime 
That  sticks  on  filthy  deeds. 

Emil  My  husband? 

0th,    What  needs  this  iteration ,  woman?  I  say,  thy  husband. 

Emil,    0  mistress !  villainy  hath  made  mocks  with  love.  — 
My  husband  say,  thatshe  was  false? 

0th,  He,  ^om&A*, 
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I  say,  thy  husband:  dost  understaad  the  word? 
My  friend,  thy  husband,  honest,  honest  lago. 

Emil.    If  he  say  so,  may  his  pernicious  soul 
Rot  half  a  grain  a  day !  he  lies  to  the  heart : 
She  was  too  fond  of  her  most  filthy  bargain. 

0th.    Ha! 

Emil.  Do  thy  worst: 

This  deed  of  thine  is  no  more  worthy  hea?en , 
*  Than  thou  wast  worthy  her. 

0th.  Peace!  you  were  best.    > 

Emil.    Thou  hast  not  half  the  power  to  do  me  harm , 
As  I  have  to  be  hurt.    Ogull!  Odolt! 
As  ignorant  as  dirt !  thou  hast  done  a  deed ,  — 
I  care  not  for  thy  sword ;  I  '11  make  thee  known , 
Though  I  lost  twenty  lives. —  Help!  help,  ho!  help! 
The  Moor  has  kill'd  my  mistress!    Murder!  murder! 

^Ttfer  MoMTANO ,  Gratiano,  andliLGrO. 

Mon.    What  is  the  matter? —  How  now,  general! 

Emil.    0 !  are  you  come ,  lago?  you  have  done  well , 
That  men  must  lay  their  murders  on  your  neck. 

Gra.    What  is  the  matter? 

Emil,    Disprove  this  villain,  if  thou  be 'st  a  man: 
He  says ,  thou  told'st  him  that  his  wife  was  false. 
I  know ,  thou  didst  not ,  thou  'rt  not  such  a  villain. 
Speak ,  for  my  heart  is  full. 

lago.    Itoldhim  what  I  thought;  and  told  no  more 
Than  what  he  found  himself  was  apt  and  true. 

Emil.    But  did  you  ever  tell  him,  she  was  false? 

lago.    I  did. 

Emil.    You  told  a  lie ;  an  odious ,  damned  lie ; 
Upon  my  soul ,  a  lie ;  a  wicked  lie.  — 
She  false  with  Cassio !  —  Did  you  say  with  Cassio? 

lago.    With  Cassio,  mistress.    Goto,  charm  your  tongue. 

Emil.    I  will  not  charm  my  tongue ;  I  am  boubd  to  speak. 
My  mistress  here  lies  murdered  in  her  bed. 

/^U.    0  heavens  forfend ! 
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EmiL    And  your  reports  haye  set  the  nmrder  on. 

0th.    Nay,  stare  oot,  masters:  it  is  true,  indeed. 

Gra.    T  is  a  strange  truth. 

Man,    0  monstrous  act ! 

Efnil.  Villainy!  villainy!  villainy! 

I  think  upon 't ,  —  I  think ,  —  I  smell 't :  —  O  villainy ! 
I  thought  so  then :  —  I  '11  kill  myself  for  grief.  — 

0  villainy,  villainy! 

lago.    What!  are  you  mad?    I  charge  you,  get  you  home. 

EmiL    Good  gentlemen ,  let  me  have  leave  to  speak : 
T  is  proper  I  obey  him ,  but  not  now.  — 
PerchaDce,  lago,  I  will  ne'er  go  home. 

0th.    0!  O!  O!  [Falling  on  the  Bed. 

EmiL  Nay ,  lay  thee  down  and  roar , 

For  thou  hast  kill'd  the  sweetest  innocent , 
That  e'er  did  lift  up  eye.- 

0th,  O!  she  was  foul.—  [Rising. 

1  scarce  did  know  you ,  uncle :  there  lies  your  niece , 
Whose  breath ,  indeed ,  these  hands  have  newly  stopp'd. 
I  know,  this  act  shows  terrible  and  grim. 

Gra.    Poor  Desdemona !  I  am  glad  thy  father 's  dead. 
Thy  match  was  mortal  to  him ,  and  pure  grief 
Shore  his  old  thread  in  twain :  did  he  live  now, 
This  sight  would  make  him  do  a  desperate  turn , 
Tea ,  curse  his  better  angel  from  his  side , 
And  fall  to  reprobation. 

0th.    'TIS  pitiful;  but  yet  lago  knows , 
That  she  with  Cassio  hath  the  act  of  shame 
A  thousand  times  committed :  Cassio  confess'd  it ; 
And  she  did  gratify  his  amorous  works 
With  that  recognizance  and  pledge  of  love 
VHiich  I  first  gave  her.    I  saw  it  in  his  hand ; 
It  was  a  handkerchief,  an  antique  token 
My  father  gave  my  mother. 

EmiL    0  heaven!  O  heavenly  powers ! 

lago.  Come,  hold  your  peace. 

EmiL     T  will  oat,  't  will  out :  —  1  hold  m^  ^Wit^  ^  ^Vt'l  \tfi\ 
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No ,  I  will  speak  as  liberal  as  the  north. 
Letheayen,  and  men,  and  devils,  let  them  all. 
All ,  all ,  cry  shame  against  me ,  yet  I  '11  speak. 

lago.    Be  wise,  and  get  you  home. 

EnUL  I  will  not. 

[Llgo  offers  to  stab  his  fF\ 

Gra.  Fie! 

Your  sword  upon  a  woman  ? 

Emil.    O  thou  dull  Moor !  that  handkerchief  thou  speak'st 
I  found  by  fortune ,  and  did  give  my  husband ; 
For  often ,  with  a  solemn  earnestness , 
(More  than,  indeed,  belong'd  to  such  a  trifle) 
He  begg'd  of  me  to  steal  it. 

lago.  Villainous  whore ! 

-   Emit.    She  give  it  Cassio !  no,  alas!  I  found  it. 
And  I  did  give 't  my  husband. 

lago.  Filth,  thouliest. 

Emil,    By  heaven,  1  do  not;  I  do  not,  gentlemen. 
O  murderous  coicomb !  what  should  such  a  fool 
Do  with  so  good  a  woman  ?      [Iago  stabs  Emilia  ,  then  rtms  o 

0th,  Are  there  no  stones  in  heaven , 

But  what  serve  for  the  thunder?  —  Precious  villain ! 

Gra,    The  woman  falls :  sure,  he  has  kill'd  his  wife. 

Emil,    Ay,  ay.    0,  lay  me  by  my  mistress' side ! 

Gra,    He  's  gone ,  but  his  wife 's  kill'd. 

Mon,    'T  is  a  notorious  villain.    Take  you  this  weapon , 
Which  I  have  here  recoyer'd  from  the  Moor. 
Come ,  guard  the  door  without :  let  him  not  pass , 
But  kill  him  rather.    I  '11  after  that  same  villain , 
For 't  is  a  damned  slave.  [Exeunt  Montano  and  Gratiai 

0th,  I  am  not  valiant  neither , 

But  every  puny  whipster  gets  my  sword. 
But  why  should  honour  outlive  honesty? 
Let  it  go  all. 

Emil.        What  did  thy  song  bode ,  lady? 
Hark,  canst  thou  hear  me?    I  will  play  the  swan , 
Aad  dieinxnusic :  —  ff^'illow ,  loittou)  ^  willow*  — 
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Moor,  she  was  chaste ;  she  lov'd  thee ,  cruel  Moor: 

So  come  my  soul  to  bliss ,  as  I  speak  true ; 

So  speaking  as  I  think ,  I  die ,  —  I  die.  [Dies, 

0th,  I  have  another  weapon  in  this  chamber , 
It  is  a  sword  of  Spain ,  the  ice-brook's  temper.  — 
0!  here  it  is.  —  Uncle ,  I  must  come  forth. 

Gra.  [fFithin.]    If  thou  attempt  it,  it  will  cost  thee  dear : 
Thou  hast  no  weapon ,  and  perforce  must  suffer. 

0th,    Look  in  upon  me ,  then ,  and  speak  to  me , 
Or,  naked  as  I  am,  I  will  assault  thee. 

Re-enter  Gratiai^o. 

Gra,    What  is  the  matter? 

0th,  Behold!  I  have  a  weapon ; 

A  better  never  did  itself  sustain 
Upon  a  soldier's  thigh :  I  have  seen  the  day , 
That,  with  this  little  arm ,  and  this  good  sword , 
I  have  made  my  way  through  more  impediments 
Than  twenty  times  your  stop.  —  But,  O  vain  boast! 
Who  can  control  his  fate?  't  is  not  so  now.  — 
Be  not  afraid ,  though  you  do  see  me  weapon'd ; 
Here  is  my  journey's  end ,  here  is  my  butt , 
And  very  sea-mark  of  my  utmost  sail. 
Bo  you  go  back  dismay'd?  't  is  a  lost  fear ; 
Man  but  a  rush  against  Othello's  breast. 
And  he  retires.  —  Where  should  Othello  go?  — 
Now ,  how  dost  thou  look  now?    0  ill-starr'd  wench  * 
Pale  as  thy  smock !  when  we  shall  meet  at  compt. 
This  look  of  thine  will  hurl  my  soul  from  heaven , 

And  fiends  will  snatch  at  it.    Cold,  cold,  my  girl; 

£Yen  like  thy  chastity.  —  O ,  cursed  slave !  — 

Whip  me,  ye  devils, 

from  the  possession  of  this  heavenly  sight ! 

Blov  me  about  in  winds  I  roast  me  in  sulphur ! 

Wash  me  in  steep-down  gulfs  of  liquid  fire ! 

^H^emonal  Desdemoaa!  dead?  O!  O!  01 
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Enter  LoDOYico  y  Montano,  Cassio,  and  Officers,  tm'MUeo, 
prisoner, 

Lod,    Where  is  this  rash  and  most  unfortnnate  man? 

0th.    That 's  he ,  that  was  Othello :  here  I  am. 

Lod,    Where  is  that  viper?  bring  the  villain  forth. 

Otii,    I  look  down  towards  his  feet ;  —  but  that 's  a  fable : 
If  that  thou  be'st  a  devil ,  I  cannot  kill  thee. 

[Othbllo  wounds  Um, 

Lod,    Wrench  his  sword  from  him. 

lago,  I  bleed,  Sir;  butnotkill'd. 

0th,    I  am  not  sorry  neither:  I'd  have  thee  live; 
For,  in  my  sense,  't  is  happiness  to  die. 

Lod,    O  thou  Othello !  that  wert  once  so  good , 
Fall'n  in  the  practice  of  a  damned  slave , 
What  shall  be  said  to  thee  ? 

0th,  Why,  anything: 

An  honourable  murderer ,  if  you  will ; 
For  nought  I  did  in  bate ,  but  all  in  honour. 

Lod,    This  wretch  hath  part  confess'd  his  villainy. 
Did  you  and  he  consent  in  Cassio's  death? 

0th,    Ay. 

Cas,    Dear  general,  I  never  gave  you  cause. 

0th,    1  do  believe  it ,  and  I  ask  you  pardon. 
Will  you ,  I  pray ,  demand  that  demi-devil , 
Why  he  hath  thus  ensnar'd  my  soul  and  body  ? 

lago.    Demand  me  nothing:  what  you  know,  you  know. 
From  this  time  forth  I  never  will  speak  word. 

Lod,    What!  not  to  pray? 

Gra.  Torments  will  ope  your  lips* 

0th,    Well,  thou  dost  best. 

Lod,    Sir,  you  shall  understand  what  hath  befaU'D , 
Which,  as  I  think,  you  know  not.    Here  is  a  letter , 
Found  in  the  pocket  of  the  slain  Roderigo ; 
And  here  another :  the  one  of  them  imports 
The  death  of  Cassio  tobevui^eilo^Y 
^y  Boderigo, 

Oth,     O  villain! 
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Cos,  Most  heathenish ,  and  most  gross ! 

Lod.    Naw,  here  ^s  another  discontented  paper , 
Found  in  his  pocket  too ;  and  this ,  it  seems , 
Roderigo  meant  to  have  sent  this  damned  villain ; 
But  that,  belike,  lago  in  the  interim 
Came  in  and  satisfied  him. 

0th,  0,  the  pernicious  caitiff !  — 

How  came  you,  Cassio,  by  that  handkerchief , 
That  was  my  wife's? 

Com.  I  found  it  in  my  chamber ; 

And  he  himself  confessed ,  but  even  now , 
That  there  he  dropped  it ,  for  a  special  purpose , 
Which  wrought  to  his  desire. 

0th.  Ofool!  fool!  fool! 

Cos,    There ts,  besides,  in  Roderigo's letter, 
How  he  upbraids  lago ,  that  he  made  him 
Brave  me  upon  the  watch ;  whereon  it  came 
That  I  was  cast :  and  even  but  now  he  spake , 
After  long  seeming  dead ,  —  lago  hurt  him , 
lago  set  him  on. 

Lod,    You  must  forsake  this  room ,  and  go  with  us : 
Tour  power  and  your  command  is  taken  off, 
And  Cassio  rules  in  Cyprus.    For  this  slave , 
If  there  be  any  cunning  cruelty , 
That  can  torment  him  much ,  and  hold  him  long , 
It  shall  be  his.    You  shall  close  prisoner  rest , 
Till  that  the  nature  of  your  fault  be  known 
To  the  Yenetian  state.  —  Come ;  bring  him  away. 

0th.    Soft  you;  a  word  or  two,  before  you  go. 
I  have  done  the  state  some  service,  and  they  know  it ; 
No  more  of  that.  —  I  pray  you ,  in  your  letters , 
When  you  shall  these  unlucky  deeds  relate , 
Speak  of  me  as  I  am ;  nothing  extenuate , 
Kor  set  down  aught  in  malice :  then,  must  you  speak 
Ofonethatlov'd,  not  wisely,  but  too  well: 
Ofone  not  easily  jealous,  but,  being  wrought , 
Verp}ej'djn  the  extreme;  of  one ,  whose  hand, 
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Like  the  base  Indian ,  threw  a  pearl  away , 

Richer  than  all  his  tribe ;  of  one,  whose  subdued  eyes , 

Albeit  unused  to  the  melting  mood , 

Drop  tears  as  fast  as  the  Arabian  trees 

Their  medicinal  gum .    Set  you  down  this ; 

And  say,  besides,  that  in  Aleppo  once, 

Where  a  malignant  and  a  turban'd  Turk 

Beat  a  Venetian ,  and  traduc'd  the  state, 

I  took  by  the  throat  the  circumcised  dog, 

And  smote  him  —  thus.  [Stabs  kirn 

Lod,    O  bloody  period ! 

Gra,  AH  that 's  spoke  is  raarr'd. 

0th,    I  kiss'd  thee ,  ere  I  kill'd  thee :  —  no  way  but  tbfs, 

[FalUngtqfonl^EBliWMi 
Killing  myself ,  to  die  upon  a  kiss.  [1 

Cos,    This  did  I  fear ,  but  thought  he  had  do  weapon , 
For  he  was  great  of  heart. 

Lod,  O  Spartan  dog! 

More  fell  than  anguish ,  hunger,  or  the  sea. 
Look  on  the  tragic  loading  of  this  bed ;  [To  L 

This  is  thy  work :  the  object  poisons  sight ; 
Let  it  be  hid,  —  Gratiano ,  keep  the  house , 
And  seize  upon  the  fortunes  of  the  Moor, 
For  they  succeed  on  you.  —  To  you ,  lord  governor , 
Remains  the  censure  of  this  hellish  villain ; 
The  time,  the  place,  the  torture:  —  O,  enforce  it! 
Myself  will  straight  aboard,  and  to  the  state 
This  heavy  act  with  heavy  heart  relate.  [Exe 
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ACT  I.     SCENE  I. 
AlexaDdria.    A  Room  io  Cleopatra's  Palace. 
Enter  Demetrius  and  Philo. 
Hi.    Nay^  but  this  dotage  of  our  general's 
lows  the  measare :  those  his  goodly  eyes , 
o'er  the  files  and  musters  of  the  war 
%ioVd}ike  plated  Mars,  now  bend,  nowturik 
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The  office  and  devotion  of  their  view 

Upon  a  tawny  front :  his  captain's  heart , 

Which  in  the  scuffles  of  great  fights  hath  burst 

The  buckles  on  his  breast ,  reneges  ail  temper, 

And  is  become  the  bellows ,  and  the  fan , 

To  cool  a  gipsy's  lust.    Look,  where  they  come. 

Flourish,    Enter  XvTO^T  and  Cleopatra,  ttnth  their  Trains 

Eunuchs  fanning  her. 
Take  but  good  note ,  and  you  shall  see  in  him 
The  triple  pillar  of  the  world  Iransform'd 
Into  a  strumpet's  fool :  behold  and  see. 

Cleo.    If  it  be  love  indeed ,  tell  me  how  much. 

Ant,    There 's  beggary  in  the  love  that  can  be  reckoned. 

Cleo,    I  '11  set  a  bourn  how  far  to  be  belov'd. 

Jnt.    Then  must  thou  needs  Gnd  out  new  heaven,  new  earth. 

Enter  an  Attendant, 

Att,    News,  my  good  lord,  from  Rome. 

Ant,  Grates  me :  —  the  sum. 

Cleo,    Nay,  hear  them,  Antony: 
Fulvia,  perchance,  is  angry;  or,  who  knows 
If  the  scaree-bearded  Caesar  have  not  sent 
His  powerful  mandate  to  you ,  '  *  Do  this ,  or  this ; 
Take  in  that  kingdom ,  and  enfranchise  that; 
Perform 't ,  or  else  we  damn  thee." 

Ant,  How,  my  love! 

Cleo,    Perchance ,  —  nay ,  and  most  like ,  — 
You  must  not  stay  here  longer ;  your  dismission 
Is  come  from  Csesar;  therefore  hear  it,  Antony.  — 
Where 's  Fulvia's  process ?   Caesar's ,  I  would  say?  —  Both?  — 
Call  in  the  messengers.  —  As  I  am  Egypt's  queen , 
Thou  blushest ,  Antony,  and  that  blood  of  thine 
Is  Caesar's  homager ;  else  so  thy  cheek  pays  shame , 
When  shrill-tongu'd  Fulvia  scolds.  —  The  messengers  t 

Ant,    Let  Rome  in  Tyber  melt ,  and  the  wide  arch 
0//iieraDg'd  empire  fall  I  liwfcV5iiri«^%R.'i. 
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Kiogdoms  are  clay :  our  dangy  earth  alike 

Feeds  beast  as  man :  the  nobleness  of  life 

Is  to  do  thus ;  when  such  a  mutual  pair ,  [Embracing, 

ADd  such  a  twain  can  do  't ,  in  which  I  bind , 

Oopain  of  punishment,  the  world  to  weet^ 

We  stand  up  peerless. 

Cleo,  Excellent  falsehood  \ 

Why  did  he  marry  Fulyia ,  and  not  love  her?  — 
I  'il  seem  the  fool  I  am  not ;  Antony 
Will  be  himself. 

Ant,  But  stirr*d  by  Cleopatra.  — 

Now,  for  the  love  of  Love ,  and  her  soft  hours , 
Let 's  not  confound  the  time  with  conference  harsh : 
There  *s  not  a  minute  of  our  lives  should  stretch 
Without  some  pleasure  now.    What  sport  to-night? 

Cleo,    Hear  the  ambassadors. 

Ant,  Fie,  wrangling  queen ! 

Whom  every  thing  becomes ,  to  chide ,  to  laugh , 
To  weep ;  whose  every  passion  fully  strives 
To  make  itself,  in  thee ,  fair  and  admired. 
No  messenger;  but  thine,  and  all  alone. 
To-night  we  '11  wander  through  the  streets ,  and  note 
The  qualities  of  people.    Come,  my  queen; 
Last  night  you  did  desire  it.  —  Speak  not  to  us. 

[Exeunt  kniT,  and  Cleov*  with  their  Train, 

Dent,    Is  Caesar  with  Antonius  priz'd  so  slight? 

Phi,    Sir,  sometimes,  when  he  is  not  Antony, 
He  comes  too  short  of  that  great  property 
Which  still  should  go  with  Antony. 

Dem,  I  am  full  sorry, 

That  he  approves  the  common  liar,  who 
Thus  speaks  of  him  at  Rome ;  but  I  will  hope 
Of  better  deeds  to-morrow*    Rest  you  happy. 

[Exeunt, 
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SCENE     II. 

The  Same.    Another  Room. 
j^n^erCuARMiAN,  Iras,  Alexas,  and  a  Soothsayer. 

Char,  Lord  Alexas »  sweet  Alexas,  most  any  thing  Alexas, 
almost  most  absolute  Alexas ,  where  's  the  soothsayer  that  you 
praised  so  to  the  queen?  O!  that  I  knew  this  husband,  which 
you  say,  must  charge  his  horns  with  garlands  I 

Alex.     Soothsayer ! 

Sooth.     Your  will? 

Char.    Is  this  the  man?  —  Is  *t  you ,  Sir,  that  know  things? 

Sooth.    In  nature's  infinite  book  of  secrecy , 
A  little  I  can  read. 

Alex.  Show  him  your  hand. 

Enter  Enobarbus. 

Eno.  Bring  in  the  banquet  quickly ;  wine  enough,  Cleopa- 
tra's health  to  drink. 

Char.    Good  Sir,  give  me  good  fortune. 

Sooth,    1  make  not ,  but  foresee. 

Char.    Pray,  then,  foresee  me  one. 

Sooth.    You  shall  be  yet  far  fairer  than  you  are. 

Char.*    He  means  ^  in  flesh. 

Iras.    No,  you  shall  paint  when  you  are  old. 

Char.    Wrinkles  forbid ! 

Alex.    Vex  not  his  prescience;  be  attentive. 

Char.     Hush! 

Sooth.    You  shall  be  more  beloving,  than  belov'd. 

Char,    I  had  rather  heat  my  liver  with  drinking. 

Alex.    Nay,  hear  him. 

Char,  Good  now,  some  excellent  fortune.  Let  me  be  mar- 
ried to  three  kings  in  a  forenoon,  and  widow  them  all:  let  ne 
have  a  child  at  fifty,  to  whom  Herod  of  Jewry  may  do  homage: 
find  me  to  marry  me  with  Octavius  Cssar,  and  companion  ma 
with  my  mistress. 
Sooth.  Yon  shall  oulVwe  0[ift\aid>i  '^V^im^wsi  ^W4^« 
CAar.    O  excellenl  \  1  love  \oiv%\\l^ Y^^vvw  VJsiWi^^^. 
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Sooth.    You  have  seen,  and  proved  a  fairer  former  fortune » 
Thao  that  which  is  to  approach. 

Char.  Then,  helike,  my  children  shall  have  no  names. 
Pr'ythee,  how  many  boys  and  wenches  must  I  have? 

Sooth.    If  every  of  your  wishes  had  a  womb , 
And  fertile  every  wish ,  a  million. 

Char,    Out,  fool!  I  forgive  thee  for  a  witch. 

/Ilex.  You  think,  none  but  your  sheets  are  privy  to  your 
wishes* 

Char,    Nay,  come;  tell  Iras  hers. 

Alex,    We  '11  know  all  our  fortunes. 

Eno.  Mine,  and  most  of  our  fortunes,  to-night,  shall  be, 
drank  to  bed. 

Iras,    There  *s  a  palm  presages  chastity ,  if  nothing  else. 

Char.    Even  as  the  overflowing  Nilus  presageth  famine. 

Iras,    Go,  you  wild  bedfellow ,  you  cannot  soothsay. 

Char.  Nay,  if  an  oily  palm  be  not  a  fruitful  prognostication, 
UaDnot  scratch  mine  ear.  —  Pr'ythee,  tell  her  but  aworky-day 
fortune. 

Soqth.     Your  fortunes  are  alike. 

Iras.    But  how?  but  how?  give  me  particulars. 

Sooth.    I  have  said. 

Iras.    Am  I  not  an  inch  of  fortune  better  than  she? 

Char.  Well ,  if  you  were  but  an  inch  of  fortune  better  than  I, 
Where  would  you  choose  it? 

Iras.    Not  in  my  husband's  nose. 

Char,  Our  worser  thoughts  heavens  mend !  Alexas^  —  come, 
his  fortune^  his  fortune.  —  O !  let  him  marry  a  woman  that  cannot 
go,  sweet  Isis,  I  beseech  thee:  and  let  her  die  too ,  and  give  him 
a  worse;  and  let  worse  follow  worse,  till  the  worst  of  all  follow 
bim  laughing  to  his  grave,  fifty-fold  a  cuckold.  Good  Isis,  hear 
me  this  prayer,  though  thou  deny  me  a  matter  of  more  weight, 
good  IsiS;  I  beseech  thee ! 

Iras,    Amen.    Dear  goddess ,  hear  that  prayer  of  the  people ; 
for,  as  it  is  a  heart-breakiog  to  see  a  handsome  man  loose-wived^ 
so  it  is  a  deadly  sorrow  to  behold  a  foul  kna\e\w\c\itV^i\^^^*.  ^«^^s- 
fore,  dear  Isis,  keep  decorum  ^  and  fortune  \i\m«LCtQ\^\^^V- 
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Char.    Amen. 

Alex,    Lo,  DOW !  if  it  lay  ia  their  haDds  to  make  me  a  cuckold, 
they  would  make  themselves  whofes,  jbut  they  'd  do 't. 
Eno.    Hush!  here  comes  Antony. 
Char,  Not  he,  the  queen. 

Enter  C1.B0PATRA. 
Cleo .    Saw  you  my  lord  ? 
Eno,    No,  lady. 
Cleo,    Was  he  not  here? 
Char,    No,  Madam. 

Cleo,    He  was  disposed  to  mirth ;  but  on  the  sudden , 
A  Roman  thought  hath  struck  him.  —  Enobarbus ,  — 
Eno,    Madam. 

Cleo.    Seek  him ,  and  bring  him  hither.    Where  's  Alexas  ? 
Alex,    Here ,  at  your  service.  —  My  lord  approaches. 

Enter  Antont  ,  with  a  Messenger  and  Attendants, 

Cleo,    We  will  not  look  upon  him :  go  with  us. 

[Exeunt  Cleopatra,  Enobarbus,  Alexas,  Iras, 
Charmian  ,  Soothsayer  and  Attendants, 

Mess,    Fulvia ,  thy  wife ,  first  came  into  the  field. 

Ant,    Against  my  brother  Lucius  ? 

Mess,     Ay : 
But  soon  that  war  had  end ,  and  the  time's  state 
Made  friends  of  them ,  jointing  their  force  'gainst  Cajsar ; 
Whose  better  issue  in  the  war ,  from  Italy 
Upon  the  first  encounter  drave  them. 

Ant,  Well,  what  worst? 

Mess,    The  nature  of  bad  news  infects  the  teller. 

Ant,    When  it  concerns  the  fool ,  or  coward.  —  On : 
Things ,  that  are  past ,  are  done ,  with  me.  —  'T  is  thus ; 
Who  tells  me  true ,  though  in  his  tale  lie  death , 
I  hear  him  as  he  flatter 'd. 

Mess,  Lkbienus 

(This  is  stiff  aews)  hath  with  his  Parthian  force 
Extended  AsitL  from  Euphrates; 
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His  conquering  banner  shook  from  Syria 
XoLydia,  and  to  Ionia:  whilst  — 

Ant,    Antony ,  thon  would'st  say ,  — 

Mett.    O,  my  lord! 

Ant,    Speak  to  me  home ,  mince  not  the  general  tongue ; 
Name  Cleopatra  as  she  is  cali'd  in  Borne ; 
Rail  thou  in  Fulvia*s  phrase ,  and  taunt  my  faults 
With  such  ftiU  licence ,  as  both  truth  and  malice 
Have  power  to  utter.    O !  then  we  bring  forth  weeds , 
When  our  quick  winds  lie  still ;  and  our  ills  told  us ; 
Is  as  our  earing.    Fare  thee  well  awhile. 

Mess*    At  your  noble  pleasure.  [Exit, 

Ant.    From  Sicyon  how  the  news?  Speak  there. 

1  Att.    The  man  from  Sicyon.  —  Is  there  such  an  one? 

%  Att,    He  stays  upon  your  will. 

Ant.  Let  him  appear.  — 

These  strong  Egyptian  fetters  I  must  break, 

Enter  another  Messenger, 

Or  lose  myself  in  dotage.  —  What  are  you? 

%  Mess.    FulYia  thy  wife  is  dead. 

ArU.  Where  died  she? 

9  Mess,    In  Sicyon : 
Her  length  of  sickness ,  with  what  else  more  serious 
Importeth  thee  to  know ,  this  bears.  [Giving  a  Letter. 

Ant,  Forbear  me.  — 

[Exit  Messenger, 
There 's  a  great  spirit  gone.    Thus  did  I  desire  it : 
What  our  contempts  do  often  hurl  from  us , 
We  wish  it  ours  again ;  the  present  pleasure , 
By  revolution  lowering ,  does  become 
The  opposite  of  itself :  she  's  good ,  being  gone ; 
The  hand  could  pluck  her  back ,  that  shov'd  her  on. 
I  must  from  this  enchanting  queen  break  off; 
Ten  thousand  harms,  more  than  the  ills  I  know , 
M/  idleaess  doth  batch.  —  How  now  I  Enob wWsX 
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Enter  Enobarbus. 

Eno,    What 's  your  pleasure ,  Sir? 

Ant.    I  must  with  haste  from  hence.  , 

Eno.  Why,  then,  we  kill  all  our  women.  We  see  how 
mortal  an  unkindness  is  to  them :  if  they  suffer  our  departure, 
death  's  the  word. 

Ant.    I  must  be  gone. 

Eno,  Under  a  compelling  occasion ,  let  women  die :  it  were 
pity  to  cast  them  away  for  nothing;  though,  between  them  and  a 
great  cause,  they  should  be  esteemed  nothing.  Cleopatra,  catch- 
ing but  the  least  noise  of  this ,  dies  instantly :  I  have  seen  her  die 
twenty  times  upon  far  poorer  moment.  I  do  think ,  there  is  mettle 
in  death,  which  commits  some  loving  act  upon  her,  she  hath 
such  a  celerity  in  dying. 

Ant.    She  is  cunning  past  man's  thought. 

Eno.  Alack,  Sir!  no;  her  passions  are  made  of  nothing  but 
the  finest  part  of  pure  love.  We  cannot  call  her  winds  and  waters, 
sighs  and  tears ;  they  are  greater  storms  and  tempests  than  al- 
manacs can  report:  this  cannot  be  cunning  in  her;  if  it  be,  she 
makes  a  shower  of  rain  as  well  as  Jove. 

Ant.    Would  I  had  never  seen  her ! 

Eno.  O ,  Sir !  you  had  then  left  unseen  a  wonderful  piece  of 
work ,  which  not  to  have  been  blessed  withal  would  have  discre- 
dited your  travel. 

Ant.    Fulvia  is  dead. 

Eno.     Sir? 

Ant.    Fulvia  is  dead. 

Eno.    Fulvia ! 

Ant.    Dead. 

Eno.  Why,  Sir,  give  the  gods  a  tliankful  sacrifice.  When 
it  pleaseth  their  deities  to  take  the  wife  of  a  man  from  him,  it 
shows  to  man  the  tailors  of  the  earth :  comforting  therein ,  that 
when  old  robes  are  worn  out,  there  are  members  to  make  new. 
If  there  were  no  more  women  but  Fulvia,  then  had  you  indeed  a 
cut,  and  the  case  to  be  lamented:  this  grief  is  crowned  with  con- 
solation; your  old  smock  brings  forth  a  new  petticoat;  and,  in- 
deed,  the  tears  live  in  an  odIoq  ,  tYLal  sYioxiV^  ^kV^\  ^\a&  ^<csrt^^ . 
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j4nt.    The  bosioess  she  hath  broached  io  the  state , 
Cannot  endure  my  absence. 

Eno.  And  the  business  you  have  broached  here  cannot  be 
withou  yon;  especially  that  of  Cleopatra's,  which  wholly  depends 
on  your  abode. 

^nt.    No  more  light  answers.    Let  our  officers 
Have  notice  what  we  purpose.    I  shall  break 
The  cause  of  our  expedience  to  the  queen , 
And  get  her  love  to  part :  for  not  alone 
The  death  of  Fulvia ,  with  more  urgent  touches , 
Bo  strongly  speak  to  us ,  but  the  letters ,  too , 
Of  many  our  contriving  friends  in  Rome 
Petition  ns  at  home.    Seilus  Pompeius 
Hath  given  the  dare  to  Caesar ,  and  commands 
The  empire  of  the  sea :  our  slippery  people 
(Whose  love  is  never  link'd  to  the  deserver , 
Till  his  deserts  are  past)  begin  to  throw 
Pompey  the  great ,  and  all  his  dignities , 
Upon  his  son :  who ,  high  in  name  and  power , 
Higher  than  both  in  blood  and  life ,  stands  up 
For  the  main  soldier ;  whose  quality ,  going  on , 
The  sides  o'  the  world  may  danger.    Much  is  breeding , 
Which,  like  the  courser's  hair ,  hath  yet  but  life , 
And  not  a  serpent's  poison.     Say ,  our  pleasure , 
To  such  whose  place  is  under  us ,  requires 
Our  quick  remove  from  hence. 

Eno.  I  shall  do  it.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE  in. 

J^nfer Cleopatra ,  Charmiai?,  Iras,  an^ALEXAs. 

Cleo.    Where  is  he? 

Char,  I  did  not  see  him  since. 

Cleo,     See  where  he  is ,  who  *s  with  him ,  what  he  does : 
I  did  not  send  you.  —  If  you  find  him  sad , 
Say,  I  am  dancing;  if  in  mirth,  report 
ThAil  am  sudden  sick:  quick,  andrelum.  \]E;xi^k\7s^« 
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Char,    Madam ,  methinks ,  if  you  did  love  him  dearly , 
You  do  not  hold  the  method  to  euforce 
The  like  from  him. 

Cleo.  What  should  I  do ,  I  do  not? 

Char,    In  each  thing  give  him  way ,  cross  him  in  nothing. 

Cleo,    Thou  teachest,  like  a  fool ,  the  way  to  lose  him. 

Char,    Tempt  him  not  so  too  far ;  I  wish ,  forbear : 
In  time  we  hate  that  which  we  often  fear. 

Enter  Antony. 
But  here  comes  Antony. 

Cleo.  I  am  sick,  and  sullen. 

Ant.    I  am  sorry  to  give  breathing  to  my  purpose ,  — 

Cleo,    Help  me  away ,  dear  Charmian ,  I  shall  fall : 
It  cannot  be  thus  long ,  the  sides  of  nature 
Will  not  sustain  it. 

Ant,  Now ,  my  dearest  queen ,  — 

Cleo,    Pray  you,  stand  farther  from  me. 

Ant,  What 's  the  matter  *i 

Cleo,    I  know ,  by  that  same  eye ,  there 's  some  good  news. 
What  says  the  married  woman?  —  You  may  go : 
Would ,  she  had  never  given  you  leave  to  come ! 
Let  her  not  say ,  *t  is  I  that  keep  you  here , 
I  have  no  power  upon  you ;  hers  you  are. 

Ant,    The  gods  best  know ,  — 

Cleo,  O !  never  was  there  queen 

So  mightily  betrayed ;  yet  at  the  first 
I  saw  the  treasons  planted. 

Ant,  Cleopatra,  — 

Cleo,    Why  should  I  think ,  you  can  be  mine ,  and  true , 
Though  you  in  swearing  shake  the  throned  gods, 
Who  have  been  false  to  Fulvia  ?    Riotous  madness , 
To  be  entangled  with  those  mouth-made  vows , 
Which  break  themselves  in  swearing ! 

Ant,  Most  sweet  queen ,  — 

Cleo,    Nay,  pray  you,  seek  no  colour  for  your  going, 
But  bid  farewell,  and  go:  wlienyo\is\ife^sVA^\\i^^ 


ANTONr    AND    CLEOPATRA.  H 

Then  was  the  time  for  words ;  no  going  then : 
Eternity  was  in  our  lips ,  and  eyes ; 
Bliss  in  oor  brows'  bent ;  none  our  parts  so  poor . 
Bat  was  a  race  of  heaven :  they  are  so  still , 
Or  tlioa ,  the  greatest  soldier  of  the  world  ^ 
irt  tam'd  the  greatest  liar. 

jhU,  How  now,  lady! 

Cleo,    I  would,  I  had  thy  inches ;  thou  shouId*st  know, 
There  were  a  heart  in  Egypt. 

Ant,  Hear  me,  queen. 

The  strong  necessity  of  time  commands 
Our  services  a  while ,  but  my  full  heart 
Remains  in  use  with  you.    Our  Italy 
Shines  o'er  with  civil  swords :  Sextus  Pompeius 
Hakes  his  approaches  to  the  port  of  Rome : 
Equality  of  two  domestic  powers 

Breeds  scrupulous  faction.    The  hated ,  grown  to  strength , 
Are  newly  grown  to  love :  the  condemn'd  Pompey , 
Rich  in  his  father's  honour ,  creeps  apace 
Into  the  hearts  of  such  as  have  not  thriv'd 
Upon  the  present  state  ^  whose  numbers  threaten ; 
And  quietness,  grown  sick  of  rest,  would  purge 
By  any  desperate  change.    My  more  particular , 
And  that  which  most  with  you  should  safe  my  going, 
Is  Fulvia's  death. 

Cleo.    Though  age  from  folly  could  not  give  me  freedom , 
It  does  from  childishness.  —  Can  Fulvia  die? 

Ant.    She 's  dead ,  my  queen. 
Look  here,  and,  at  thy  sovereign  leisure^  read 
The  garboils  she  awak'd ;  at  the  last,  best. 
See ,  when ,  and  where  she  died. 

Cleo.  0  most  false  love ! 

Where  be  the  sacred  vials  thou  should'st  Gil 
With  sorrowful  water?    Now  I  see,  I  see. 
In  Fulvia's  death ,  how  mine  receiv'd  shall  be. 

Ant.    Quarrel  no  more ,  but  be  prepar'd  to  kuoNv 
The  purposes  I  bear;  which  are,  or  cease, 
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As  yon  shall  give  the  advice :  by  the  fire 
That  quickens  Nilus'  slime ,  I  go  from  hence , 
Thy  soldier,  servant;  making  peace,  or\var. 
As  thou  affect'st. 

Cleo.  Cut  my  lace,  Charmian,  come.  — 

But  let  it  be.  —  I  am  quickly  ill ,  and  well , 
So  Antony  loves. 

j4nt.  My  precious  queen ,  forbear; 

And  give  true  evidence  to  his  love ,  which  stands 
An  honourable  trial. 

Cleo.  So  Fulvia  told  me. 

I  pr'ythee ,  turn  aside ,  and  weep  for  her ; 
Then  bid  adieu  to  me ,  and  say ,  the  tears 
Belong  to  Egypt :  good  now,  play  one  scene 
Of  excellent  dissembling ;  and  let  it  look 
Like  perfect  honour. 

Ant,  You  '11  heat  my  blood :  no  more. 

Cleo,    You  can  do  better  yet ,  but  this  is  meetly. 

Ant,    Now ,  by  my  sword ,  — 

Cleo.  And  target.  —  Still  he  men 

But  this  is  not  the  best.    Look,  pr'ythee,  Charmian, 
How  this  Herculean  Roman  does  become 
The  carriage  of  his  chafe. 

Ant,    I '11  leave  you ,  lady. 

Cleo.  Courteous  lord ,  one  word. 

Sir ,  you  and  I  must  part ,  —  but  that 's  not  it : 
Sir ,  you  and  I  have  lov'd ,  —  but  there  's  not  it ; 
That  you  know  well :  something  it  is  I  would ,  — 
O !  my  oblivion  is  a  very  Antony , 
And  I  am  all  forgotten. 

Ant,  But  that  your  royalty 

Holds  idleness  your  subject ,  I  should  take  you 
For  idleness  itself. 

Cleo.  'T  is  sweating  labour 

To  bear  such  idleness  so  near  the  heart. 
As  Cleopatra  this.    But,  Sir  forgive  me ; 
Slace  my  becomings  kill  me ,  ^hew  lli«^  do  not 

^* 
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Eye  well  to  you :  your  honour  calls  you  hence ; 
Therefore ,  be  deaf  to  my  unpiUed  folly , 
And  all  the  gods  go  with  you !  upon  your  sword 
Sit  laurel'd  victory ,  and  smooth  success 
Be  strew'd  before  your  feet ! 

Ant.  Let  us  go.    Come ; 

Our  separation  so  abides,  and  flies , 

That  thou ,  residing  here ,  go'st  yet  with  me , 

And!,  hence  fleeting,  here  remain  with  thee. 

Away !  lExeunU 

SCENE  IV. 

Rome.    An  Apartment  in  Caesar's  House, 
j^nter  OcTAYius  CiESAR ,  Lbpidus,  arid  Attendants. 

Cms.    You  may  see,  Lepidus,  and  henceforth  know , 
It  is  not  Caesar's  natural  vice  to  hate 
One  great  competitor.    From  Alexandria 
This  is  the  news:,  he  fishes,  drinlis,  and  wastes 
The  lamps  of  night  in  revel ;  is  not  more  manlilie 
Than  Cleopatra ,  nor  the  queen  of  Ptolemy 
More  womanly  than  he :  hardly  gave  audience ,  or 
Voachsafd  to  think  he  had  partners :  you  shall  find  there 
A.  man,  who  is  the  abstract  of  all  faults 
That  all  men  follow. 

Lep.  I  must  not  think ,  there  are 

EtUs  enow  to  darken  all  his  goodness : 
His  faults,  in  him,  seem  as  the  spots  of  heaven , 
More  fiery  by  night's  blackness ;  hereditary , 
Bather  than  purchas'd ;  what  he  cannot  change , 
1^  what  he  chooses. 

Cms.    You  are  too  indulgent.    Let  us  grant,  it  is  not 
^iss  to  tumble  on  the  bed  of  Ptolemy ; 
To  give  a  kingdom  for  a  mirth ;  to  sit 
And  keep  the  turn  of  tippling  vnth  a  slave ; 
To  reel  the  streets  at  noon ,  and  stand  the  buffet 
^ith  knaves  that  smell  of  sweat  .*  say ,  this  becomes  VAm  ^ 


14  ANTONY    AND    CLEOPATRA. 

(As  his  composure  must  be  rare  indeed , 

Whom  these  things  cannot  blemish)  yet  must  Antony 

No  way  excuse  his  foils ,  when  we  do  bear 

So  great  weight  in  his  lightness.    If  he  fiird 

His  vacancy  with  his  voluptuousness , 

Full  surfeits ,  and  the  dryness  of  his  bones, 

Call  on  him  for 't ;  but,  to  confound  such  time , 

That  drums  him  from  his  sport;  and  speaks  as  loud 

As  his  own  state ,  and  ours ,  —  't  is  to  be  chid 

As  we  rate  boys ;  who ,  being  mature  in  knowledge , 

Pawn  their  experience  to  their  present  pleasure , 

And  so  rebel  to  judgment. 

Enter  a  Messenger, 

Lep,  Here  's  more  news. 

Mess,    Thy  biddings  have  been  done ;  and  every  hour , 
Most  noble  Caesar ,  shalt  thou  have  report 
How  \  is  abroad.    Pompey  is  strong  at  sea ; 
And  it  appears ,  he  is  beloved  of  those 
That  only  have  fear'd  Caesar :  to  the  ports 
The  discontents  repair,  and  men's  reports 
Give  him  much  wrong'd. 

Cass,         ^  I  should  have  known  no  less. 

It  hath  been  taught  us  from  the  primal  state , 
That  he ,  which  is ,  was  wish'd ,  until  he  were ; 
And  the  ebb'd  man  ne'er  lov'd ,  till  ne'er  worth  love , 
Comes  fear'd  by  being  lack'd.    This  common  body , 
Like  to  a  vagabond  flag  upon  the  stream , 
Goes  to,  and  back,  lackeying  the  varying  tide , 
To  rot  itself  with  motion. 

Mess,  Cssar,  I  bring  thee  word, 

Menecrates  and  Menas ,  famous  pirates , 
Make  the  sea  serve  them ;  which  they  ear  and  wound 
With  keels  of  every  kind :  many  hot  inroads 
They  make  in  Italy ;  the  borders  maritime 
Lad  blood  to  think  on 't ,  and  flush  youth  revolt : 


[ 


AliTONY    AND    CLEOPATRA.  15 

Ko  vessel  can  peep  forth ,  but 't  is  as  soon 

Taken  as  seen ;  for  Pompey's  name  strikes  more , 

Than  could  bis  war  resisted. 

CiBS.  Antony, 

Leave  thy  lascivious  wassails.    When  thou  once 

Wast  beaten  from  Modena ,  where  thou  slew'st 

Hirtius and Pansa ,  consuls,  at  thy  heel 

Did  famine  follow ;  whom  thou  fought'st  against , 

Though  daintily  brought  up>  with  patience  more 

Than  savages  could  suffer :  thou  didst  drink 

The  stale  of  horses ,  and  the  gilded  puddle , 

Which  beasts  would  cough  at :  thy  palate  then  did  deign 

The  roughest  berry  on  the  rudest  hedge ; 

Tea,  like  the  stag,  when  snow  the  pasture  sheets. 

The  barks  of  trees  thou  browsed'st :  on  the  Alps 

It  is  reported ,  thou  didst  eat  strange  flesh , 
Which  some  did  die  to  look  on ;  and  all  this 
(It  wounds  thine  honour,  that  I  speak  it  now) 
Was  borne  so  like  a  soldier,  that  thy  cheek 
So  much  as  lank'd  not. 

Lep,  T  is  pity  of  him. 

CcBs,    Let  his  shames  quickly 
Drive  him  to  Home.     *T  is  time  we  twain 
Did  show  ourselves  i'  the  field ;  and ,  to  that  end , 
Assemble  we  immediate  council :  Pompey 
Thrives  in  our  idleness. 

Lep,  To-morrow,  Caesar, 

I  shall  be  furnish'd  to  inform  you  rightly 
Both  what  by  sea  and  land  I  can  be  able , 
To  front  this  present  time. 

CcBs,  Till  which  encounter , 

It  is  my  business  too.    Farewell. 

Lep,    Farewell,  my  lord.    What  you  shall  know  mean  time 
Of  sUrs  abroad ,  I  shall  beseech  you ,  Sir  ^ 
To  let  me  be  partaker. 

CcBs.    Doubt  not,  Sir;  I  knew  it  for  my  bond. 
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SCENE    V. 

Alexandria.    A  Room  in  the  Palace. 

Enter ChEOfATKA,  Charmian,  Iras,  an(/MARorAN. 

Cleo,    Charmian ,  — 

Char.    Madam. 

Cleo.    Ha,  ha!  — 
Give  me  to  drink  mandragora. 

Char.  Why,  Madam? 

Cleo.    That  I  might  sleep  out  this  great  gap  of  time , 
My  Antony  is  away. 

Char.  You  think  of  him  too  much. 

Cleo.    O,  'tis  treason! 

Char.  Madam,  I  trust,  not  so. 

Cleo.    Thou,  eunuch,  Mardian  — 

Mar.  What 's  your  highness*  pleasure? 

Cleo.    Not  now  to  hear  thee  sing :  I  take  no  pleasure 
In  aught  an  eunuch  has.    'T  is  well  for  thee , 
That,  being  unseminar'd ,  thy  freer  thoughts 
May  not  fly  forth  of  Egypt.    Hast  thou  affections? 

Mar.    Yes,  gracious  Madam. 

Cleo.    Indeed? 

Mar.    Not  in  deed,  Madam;  for  I  can  do  nothing. 
But  what  in  deed  is  honest  to  be  done ; 
Yet  have  I  fierce  affections ,  and  think 
What  Venus  did  with  Mars. 

Cleo.  O.,  Charmian! 

Where  think'st  thou  he  is  now?  Stands  he ,  or  sits  he? 
Or  does  he  walk?  or  is  he  on  his  horse? 
O  happy  horse  to  bear  the  weight  of  Antony ! 
Do  bravely ,  horse ,  for  wot'st  thou  whom  thou  mov'st? 
The  demi- Atlas  of  this  earth ,  the  arm 
And  burgonet  of  men.  —  He 's  speaking  now , 
Or  murmuring ,  "Where 's  my  serpent  of  old  Nile?  " 
For  so  be  calls  me.    Now  I  feed  myself 
With  most  delicious  poison :  —  think  on  me , 
That  am  with  Phoebus'  amorous  pvucYiesbUck, 
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And  wrinkled  deep  in  time  ?    Broad-fronted  Cssar , 
When  thon  vast  here  above  the  ground ,  I  was 
A  morsel  for  a  monarch ;  and  great  Pompey 
Would  stand ,  and  make  his  eyes  grow  in  my  brow : 
There  would  be  anchor  his  aspect ,  and  die 
With  looking  on  bis  life. 

Enter  Albxas. 
Alex.  Sovereign  of  Egypt,  hail! 

Cleo,    How  much  unlike  art  thou  Bfark  Antony ; 
Tet,  coming  from  him ,  that  great  medicine  hath 
With  his  tinct  gilded  thee.  — 
Bow  goes  it  with  my  brave  Mark  Antony? 

Aiex.    Last  thing  be  did ,  dear  queen, 
He  kiss'd ,  —  the  last  of  many  doubled  kisses ,  — 
This  orient  pearl :  —  bis  speech  sticks  in  my  heart. 
Cleo.    Mine  ear  must  pluck  it  thence. 
Alex,  Good  friend,  quoth  be, 

Say,  *'  the  firm  Roman  to  great  Egypt  sends 
Tlds  treasure  of  an  oyster ;  at  whose  foot , 
To  mend  the  petty  present ,  I  will  piece 
Her  opulent  throne  with  kingdoms :  all  the  east ," 
Say  thou,  **  shall  call  her  mistress/'    So  he  nodded. 
And  soberly  did  mount  an  arm-gaunt  steed , 
Who  oeigh'd  so  high ,  that  what  I  would  have  spoke 
Was  beastly  dumb'd  by  him. 

Cleo.  What!  was  he  sad,  or  merry? 

Alex,    Like  to  the  time  o'  the  year  between  the  extremes 
Of  hot  and  cold :  he  was  nor  sad,  nor  merry. 

Cleo.    O  well-divided  disposition !  —  Note  him , 
Note  him ,  good  Charmian ,  't  is  the  man ;  but  note  him : 
He  was  not  sad ,  for  he  would  shine  on  those 
That  make  their  looks  by  his :  he  was  not  merry , 
Which  s^em'd  to  tell  them ,  his  remembrance  lay 
In  Egypt  with  his  joy ;  but  between  both : 
0  heavenly  mingle !  —  Be  'st  thou  sad ,  or  merry , 
Ihe  violence  of  either  thee  becomes , 
^  does  U  no  man  else.  —  Met'st  thou  my  postal 
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Mex.    Ay,  Madam,  twenty  several  messengers. 
Why  do  you  send  so  thick? 

Cleo.  Who  's  born  that  day 

When  I  forget  to  send  to  Antony , 
Shall  die  a  beggar.  —  Ink  and  paper ,  Charmian.  — 
Welcome ,  my  good  Alexas.  —  Did  I ,  Charmian , 
Ever  love  Caesar  so? 

Char.  O,  that  brave  Caesar ! 

Cleo,    Be  chok'd  with  such  another  emphasis ! 
Say,  the  brave  Antony. 

Char,  The  valiant  Caesar ! 

Cleo,    By  Isis ,  I  will  give  thee  bloody  teeth , 
If  thou  with  Caesar  paragon  again 
My  man  of  men. 

Char,  By  your  most  gracious  pardon , 

I  sing  but  after  you. 

Cleo,  My  sallad  days , 

When  I  was  green  in  judgment :  ^-  cold  in  blood, 
To  say  as  I  said  then !  —  But  come ,  away ; 
Get  me  ink  and  paper : 
He  shall  have  every  day  a  several  greeting, 
Or  I  'U  unpeople  Egypt.  [Exeun 

ACT  II.     SCENE  I. 
Messina.    A  Boom  in  Pompbt's  House. 
Enter  VoMFEY,  Mbnecratbs,  andMxsAs. 
Pom,    If  the  great  gods  be  just,  they  shall  assist 
The  deeds  of  justest  men. 

Mene,  Know,  worthy Pompey , 

That  what  they  do  delay ,  they  not  deny. 

Pom.    Whiles  we  are  suitors  to  their  throne ,  decays 
The  thing  we  sue  for. 

Mene,  We,  ignorant  of  ourselves, 

Beg  often  our  own  harms ,  which  the  wise  powers 
Deny  us  for  our  good ;  so  find  we  profit, 
Bf  losing  oi our  prayers. 
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Pom.  I  shall  do  veil : 

Hie  people  love  me ,  and  the  sea  is  mine ; 
My  powers  are  crescent,  and  my  auguring  hope 
Says,  it  inll  come  to  the  full.    Mark  Antony 
In  Egypt  sits  at  dinner,  and  will  make 
No  wars  without  doors :  Caesar  gets  money ,  where 
He  loses  hearts :  Lepidus  flatters  both , 
Of  both  is  flatter'd ;  but  he  neither  loves , 
Nor  either  cares  for  him. 

Men.  Caesar  and  Lepidus 

Are  in  the  field :  a  mighty  strength  they  curry. 
Pom.    Where  have  you  this?  'tis  false. 
Men.  From  Silvius ,  Sir. 

Pom.    He  dreams:  I  know,  they  are  in  Rome  together , 
Looking  for  Antony.    But  all  the  charms  of  love , 
Salt  Cleopatra ,  soften  thy  wand  lip ! 
Let  witchcraft  join  with  beauty ,  lust  with  both : 
Tie  up  the  libertine  in  a  field  of  feasts , 
Keep  his  brain  fuming ;  Epicurean  cooks , 
Sharpen  with  cloyless  sauce  his  appetite , 
That  sleep  and  feeding  may  prorogue  his  honour , 
Even  tiU  a  Lethe'd  dulness.  —  How  now ,  Yarrius ! 

Enter  Yarrius. 

Far.    This  is  most  certain ,  (hat  I  shall  deliver. 
Mark  Antony  is  every  hour  in  Rome 
Expected;  since  he  went  from  Egypt,  'tis 
A  space  for  farther  travel. 

Pom.  I  could  have  given  less  matter 

Abetter  ear.  —  Menas ,  I  did  not  think , 
This  amorous  surfeiter  would  have  don'd  his  helm 
For  such  a  petty  war :  his  soldiership 
Is  twice  the  other  twain .  But  let  us  rear 
Hie  higher  our  opinion,  that  our  stirring 
Cm  from  the  lap  of  Egypt's  widow  pluck 
The  ne'er  lust-wearied  Antony. 

Mau  I  caoDOt  hope , 
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Cssar  and  Antony  shall  well  greet  together : 
His  wife  that 's  dead  did  trespasses  to  Caesar ; 
His  brother  warr'd  upon  him ,  although ,  I  think , 
Not  moy'd  by  Antony. 

Pom.  I  know  not,  Menas, 

Bow  lesser  enmities  may  give  way  to  greater. 
Were 't  not  that  we  stand  up  against  them  all , 
'T  were  pregnant  they  should  square  between  themselves ; 
For  they  have  entertained  cause  enough 
To  draw  their  swords :  but  how  the  fear  of  us 
May  cement  their  divisiotis»  and  bind  up 
The  petty  difference ,  we  yet  not  know. 
Be  it  as  our  gods  will  have 't !    It  only  stands 
Our  lives  upon ,  to  use  our  strongest  hands. 
Come,  Menas.  [Exea 

SCENE  II. 

Rome.    A  Boom  in  the  House  of  Lepidus. 

Enter  EkoBarbus  omf  Lbpidus. 

Lep,    GoodEnobarbus,  t  is  a  worthy  deed , 
And  shall  become  you  well ,  to  entreat  your  captain 
To  soft  and  gentle  speech. 

Eno,  I  shall  entreat  him 

To  answer  like  himself:  if  Cssar  move  him , 
Let  Antony  look  over  Cssar's  head , 
And  speak  as  loud  as  Mars.    By  Jupiter , 
Were  I  the  wearer  of  Antonius'  beard , 
I  would  not  shave 't  to~day. 

Lep,  'T  is  not  a  time 

For  private  stomaching. 

Eno.  Every  time 

Serves  for  the  matter  that  is  then  bom  in  U. 

Lep.    But  small  to  greater  matters  must  give  way. 

Eno.    Not  if  the  small  come  first. 

Ze/f.  \  owT  %^^^^^  v&  passion : 
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nj  you ,  stir  do  embers  up.    Here  comes 
)le  Antony. 

Enter  Ai^tont  and  Ybi^tidids. 
•.  And  yonder,  Caesar. 

Enter  Casar,  and  Agrippa. 
.    If  we  compose  well  here,  toParthia: 
m,  Yentidius. 

I  do  not  know, 
is;  ask  Agrippa. 

Noble  (Hends, 
lich  combined  us  was  most  great ,  and  let  not 
r  action  rend  us.    What 's  amiss , 
l)e  gently  beard :  wben  we  debate 
nal  difference  loud ,  we  do  commit 
'  in  healing  wounds.    Then,  noble  partners , 
ther ,  for  I  earnestly  beseech) 
you  the  sourest  points  with  sweetest  terms , 
-stness  grow  to  Uie  matter. 

'T  is  spoken  well. 
9e  before  our  armies ,  and  to  fight , 
d  do  thus. 
r.    Welcome  to  Rome. 

Thank  you. 
r.    Sit. 
^.     Sit,  Sir. 
r.    Nay,  then  — 

^    I  learn,  you  take  things  ill ,  which  are  not  so ; 
ting,  concern  you  not. 

f.  I  must  be  laugh'd  at , 

for  nothing,  or  a  little,  I 
say  myself  offended ;  and  with  you 
i'Uie  world:  more  laugh'd  at,  that  I  should 
ame  you  derogately ,  when  to  sound  your  name 
ODcem'd  me. 

^  My  being  in  Egypt ,  C»s«x^ 

ras'itojroaf 


^KV 
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Cas.    No  more  than  my  residing  here  at  Rome 
Might  be  to  you  in  Egypt :  yet ,  if  you  there 
Did  practise  on  my  state ,  your  being  in  Egypt 
Might  be  my  question. 

Ant.  How  intend  you,  practised? 

Cws.    You  may  be  pleas'd  to  catch  at  mine  intent, 
By  what  did  here  befal  me.    Your  wife,  and  brother, 
Made  wars  upon  me ,  and  their  contestation 
Was  theme  for  you ;  you  were  the  word  of  war. 

Ant    You  do  mistake  your  business :  my  brother  never 
Did  urge  me  in  his  act:  I  did  enquire  it; 
And  have  my  learning  from  some  true  reports , 
That  drew  their  swords  with  you.    Did  he  not  rather 
Discredit  my  authority  with  yours ; 
And  make  the  wars  alike  against  my  stomach , 
Haying  alike  your  cause  ?    Of  this  my  letters 
Before  did  satisfy  you.    If  you  '11  patch  a  quarrel , 
As  matter  whole  you  have  to  make  it  with, 
It  must  not  be  with  this. 

CcBs.  You  praise  yourself 

By  laying  defects  of  judgment  to  me ;  but 
You  patch'd  up  your  excuses. 

Ant,  Not  so,  not  so; 

I  know  you  could  not  lack ,  I  am  certain  on  't, 
Very  necessity  of  this  thought ,  that  I , 
Your  partner  in  the  cause  'gainst  which  he  fought , 
Could  not  with  graceful  eyes  attend  those  wars 
Which  fronted  mine  own  peace.    As  for  my  wife , 
I  would  you  had  her  spirit  in  such  another : 
The  third  o'  the  world  is  yours ,  which  with  a  snaffle 
You  may  pace  easy ,  but  not  such  a  wife. 

Eno.    Would  we  had  all  such  wives ,  that  the  men  m\% 
to  wars  with  the  women ! 

Ant.    So  much  uncurbable ,  her  garboils ,  Cssar , 
Made  out  of  her  impatience ,  (which  not  wanted 
Shrewdness  of  policy  too)  1  gmV\n%  ^wiV.^ 
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you  too  much  disquiet:  for  that,  youinust  ♦ 

say,  I  could  not  help  it. 
CcBs,  I  wrote  to  you , 

len  rioting  in  Alexandria ;  you 
1  pocket  up  my  letters ,  and  with  taunts 
1  gibe  my  missive  out  of  audience. 
Ant.  Sir, 

fell  upon  me ,  ere  admitted :  then 
ree  kings  I  had  newly  feasted ,  and  did  want 
what  I  was  i'  the  morning ;  but ,  next  day , 
)ld  him  of  myself ,  which  was  as  much 
to  haye  ask'd  hjm  pardon.    Let  this  fellow 
nothing  of  our  strife ;  i  f  we  con  tend , 
It  of  our  question  wipe  him. 
CcBs,  You  have  broken 

le  article  of  your  oath ,  which  you  shall  never 
ive  tongue  to  charge  me  with. 
hep.  Soft,  Cssar. 

Ant,    No ,  Lepidus ,  let  him  speak : 
le  honour's  sacred  which  he  talks  on  now , 
ipposing  that  I  lack'd  it.    But  on,  Cssar; 
le  article  of  my  oath. 

Cces,    To  lend  me  arms  and  aid  when  I  requir'd  them , 
le  which  you  both  denied. 
Ant,  Neglected,  rather; 

id  then ,  when  poison'd  hours  had  bound  me  up 
om  mine  own  knowledge.    As  nearly  as  I  may , 
1  play  the  penitent  to  you ;  but  mine  honesty 
all  not  make  poor  my  greatness ,  nor  my  power 
ork  without  it.    Truth  is,  thatFuIvia, 
have  me  out  of  Egypt ,  made  wars  here ; 
r  which  myself,  the  ignorant  motive ,  do 
far  ask  pardon ,  as  befits  mine  honour 
stoop  in  such  a  case. 

Lep,  '  T  is  noble  spoken. 

Mec,    If  it  might  please  you ,  to  enforce  no  farther 
e  griefs  between  ye :  to  forget  them  quite , 
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Were  to  remember  that  the  present  need 
Speaks  to  atone  you. 

Lep.  Worthily  spoken ,  Mecsnas. 

Eno.  Or,  if  you  borrow  one  another's  love  for  the  instant, 
you  may,  when  you  hear  no  more  words  of  Pompey,  return  if 
again :  you  shall  have  time  to  wrangle  in ,  when  you  have  nothing 
else  to  do. 

Ant.    Thou  art  a  soldier  only:  speak  no  more. 

Eno.    That  truth  should  be  silent ,  I  had  almost  forgot. 

Ant,    You  wrong  this  presence;  therefore,  speak  no  more. 

Eno,    Go  to  then;  your  considerate  stone. 

Cm.    I  do  not  much  dislike  the  matter ,  but 
The  manner  of  his  speech ;  for  it  cannot  be , 
We  shall  remain  in  friendship ,  our  conditions 
So  differing  in  their  acts.    Yet,  if  I  knew 
What  hoop  should  hold  us  staunch ,  from  edge  to  edge 
O'  the  world  I  would  pursue  it. 

Agr.  Give  me  leave,  Cesar, — 

CiBs.    Speak,  Agrippa. 

Agr.    Thou  hast  a  sister  by  the  mother's  side , 
Admir'd  Octavia :  great  Mark  Antony 
Is  now  a  widower. 

Cass.  Say  not  so,  Agrippa: 

If  Cleopatra  heard  you ,  your  reproof 
Were  well  deserv'd  of  rashness. 

Ant.    I  am  not  married ,  Caesar :  let  me  hear 
Agrippa  farther  speak. 

Agr.    To  hold  you  in  perpetual  amity , 
To  make  you  brothers ,  and  to  knit  your  hearts 
With  an  unslipping  knot,  take  Antony 
Octavia  to  his  wife ;  whose  beauty  claims 
No  worse  a  husband  than  the  best  of  men , 
Whose  virtue  and  whose  general  graces  speak 
That  which  none  else  can  utter.    By  this  marriage , 
All  little  jealousies ,  which  now  seem  great , 
And  all  great  fears ,  which  now  import  their  dangers , 
Would  thea  be  nothing :  tTQtbs  "wouXdiY^^  \x\«i&  ^ 
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Where  now  half  tales  be  truths :  her  love  to  both ' 
Would,  each  to  other,  and  allloYes  to  both , 
Dnw  after  her.    Pardon  what  I  have  spoke , 
For  'tis  a  studied ,  not  a  present  thought , 
By  duty  ruminated. 

Ant.  WUl  Cssar  speak? 

CiBs.    Not  till  he  hears  how  An  tony  is  touch'd 
With  what  is  spoke  already. 

Ant.  What  power  is  in  Agrippa , 

Ifl  would  say,  "Agrippa,  be  it  so," 
To  make  this  good? 

Cws.  The  power  of  Cssar,  and 

His  power  unto  Octavia. 

Ant.  Bfay  I  never 

To  this  good  purpose ,  that  so  fairly  shows , 
Bream  of  impediment !  —  Let  me  have  thy  hand  : 
Farther  this  act  of  grace ,  and  from  this  hour 
The  heart  of  brothers  govern  in  our  loves , 
Aad  sway  our  great  designs ! 

C€Bs,  There  is  my  hand. 

A  8ister  I  bequeath  you ,  whom  no  brother 
Bid  ever  love  so  dearly :  let  her  live 
Tojoin  our  kingdoms,  and  our  hearts ;  and  never 
Fly  off  our  loves  again ! 

Lep.  Happily,  amen. 

Ant.    I  did  not  think  to  draw  my  sword  'gainst  Pompey ; 
For  he  hath  laid  strange  courtesies ,  and  great , 
Of  late  upon  me :  I  must  thank  him  only , 
Lest  my  remembrance  suffer  ill  report ; 
At  heel  of  that,  defy  him. 

Lep.  Time  calls  upon  us : 

Of  as  must  Pompey  presently  be  sought. 
Or  else  he  seeks  out  us. 

Ant.  Where  lies  he? 

Cobs.    About  the  Mount  Misenum. 

/int.  What 's  his  stren^h 

Bylaod? 
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Cass.    Great ,  and  increasing ;  but  by  sea 
He  is  an  absolute  master. 

Ant.  So  is  the  fame. 

Would  we  bad  spoke  together !  Haste  we  for  it ; 
Yet,  ere  we  put  ourselves  in  arms ,  despatch  we 
The  business  we  have  talk'd  of. 

CcBs.  With  most  gladness ; 

And  do  invite  you  to  my  sister's  view, 
Whither  straight  I  'U  lead  you. 

Ant.  Let  us,  Lepidus, 

Not  lack  your  company. 

Lep.  Noble  Antony , 

Not  sickness  should  detain  me. 

\Flourish.    Exeunt  Ci«sAR,  Antony,  and  Lepidus. 

Mec.    Welcome  from  Egypt ,  Sir. 

Eno.    Half  the  heart  of  Caesar,  worthy  Mecsnas !»  my  ho- 
nourable friend,  Agrlppa!  — 

Agr.    Good  Enobarbus ! 

Mec.    We  have  cause  to  be  glad,  that  matters  are  so  well  di- 
gested.   You  stay'd  well  by  it  in  Egypt. 

Eno.    Ay,  Sir;  we  did  sleep  day  out  of  countenance,  and 
made  the  night  light  with  drinking. 

Mec.    Eight  wild  boars  roasted  whole  at  a  breakfast,  and  but 
twelve  persons  there;  is  this  true? 

Eno.    This  was  but  as  a  fly  by  an  eagle :  we  had  much  more 
monstrous  matter  of  feast,  which  worthily  deserved  noting. 

Mec.    She 's  a  most  triumphant  lady,  if  report  be  square  to 
her. 

Eno.    When  she  first  met  Mark  Antony^  she  pursed  up  his 
heart ,  upon  the  river  of  Cydnus. 

Agr,    There  she  appeared  indeed,  or  my  reporter  devised 
well  for  her. 

Eno.    I  will  tell  you. 
The  barge  she  sat  in,  like  a  burnished  throne , 
Burn'd  on  the  water :  the  poop  was  beaten  gold ; 
Purple  the  sails ,  and  so  perfumed ,  that 
Tbe  wiads  were  Jove-sick  with  them :  IV\^  ow^^w^^vVvw; 
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Which  to  the  tnne  of  flutes  kept  stroke,  and  made 

The  water,  which  they  beat,  to  follow  faster, 

As  amorous  of  their  strokes.    For  her  own  person , 

Ubeggar*d  ali  description :  she  did  lie 

Id  her  payilion ,  (cloth  of  gold ,  of  tissue) 

O'er-picturing  that  Venus ,  where  we  see , 

The  fancy  out- work  nature :  on  each  side  her , 

Stood  pretty  dimpled  boys ,  like  smiling  Cupids , 

With  diverse-colour'd  fans ,  whose  wind  did  seem 

To  glow  the  delicate  cheeks  which  they  did  cool, 

And  what  they  undid ,  did. 

A^.  0,  rare  for  Antony! 

^0.    Her  gentlewomen,  like  the  Nereides, 

So  many  mermaids ,  tended  her  i'  the  eyes , 

And  made  their  bends  adornings :  at  the  helm 

A  seeming  mermaid  steers ;  the  silken  tackle 

Swell  with  the  touches  of  those  flower-soft  hands, 

That  yarely  frame  the  office.    From  the  barge 
A  strange  invisible  perfume  hits  the  sense 
Of  the  adjacent  wharfs.    The  city  cast 
Her  people  out  upon  her ;  and  Antony, 
Enthron'd  i'  the  market-place ,  did  sit  alone. 
Whistling  to  the  air;  which,  but  for  vacancy. 
Had  gone  to  gaze  on  Cleopatra  too , 
And  made  a  gap  in  nature. 

Agr.  Rare  Egyptian ! 

Eno,    Upon  her  landing  Antony  sent  to  her , 
Invited*her  to  supper :  she  replied , 
It  should  be  better  he  became  her  guest , 
Which  she  entreated.    Our  courteous  Antony, 
Whom  ne'er  the  word  of  •*  No  "  woman  heard  speak , 
Being  barber'd  ten  times  o'er,  goes  to  the  feast; 
And  for  his  ordinary  pays  his  heart 
For  what  his  eyes  eat  only. 

Agr,  Royal  wench ! 

She  made  great  Cssar  lay  his  sword  to  bed ; 
He  plough  'd  ber,  and  she  cropp'd . 
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Bno.  I  saw  her  once 

Hop  forty  paces  through  the  public  street ; 
And  ha?ing  lost  her  breath,  she  spoke,  and  panted. 
That  she  did  make  defect,  perfection , 
And,  breathless  y  power  breathe  forth. 

Jtfite.    Now  Antony  must  leave  her  utterly. 

£mo.    Nerer;  he  will  not. 
Age  eannd  wither  her ,  nor  custom  stale  *^ 

Her  infinite  Tariety:  other  women  cloy 
The  appetites  they  feed ,  but  she  makes  hungry. 
Where  mosi  she  satisfies :  for  vilest  things 
Become  themselYes  in  her ,  that  the  holy  priests 
Heat  her  when  she  is  riggish. 

Jtfec.    If  beauty,  wisdom,  modesty »  can  settle 
The  heart  of  Antony,  Octariais 
▲  blessed  lottery  to  him. 

Jgr.  Let  us  go.  — 

CroodEnobarbus,  make  yourself  my  guest. 
Whilst  you  abide  here. 

£»•«  Humbly,  Sir,  I  thank  you.       lExeunt, 

SCENE  lU. 

The  Same.    A  Room  in  Cssaji's  House. 

fiMir  Cjksar,  AsTOKt,  Octatia  between  them;  AttendanU. 

^^-    The  world,  and  my  great  office ,  will  sometimes 
Divide  me  ftom  your  bosom. 

(>^«  All  which  time. 

Before  the  gods  my  knee  shaU  bow  my  prayers 
T^lhemloryou* 

^*^-  Goodnight.  Sir.^MyOcUm, 

Bead  not  my  blmishes  in  the  world's  report: 
Ihavenoikepimys^inare,  but  that  to  eome 

ShaUattbedoMbytherale.    Goodnight,  dearlady 

G«od  nighty  $ir« 

fW«     t(vMda\|^U  \EjecMMi^attAA.«ML^Vc:v^yiA. 

^5«^ 
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Enter  a  Soothsayer. 

Ant,    Mow,  sirrah:  you  do  wish  yourself  in  Egypt? 
Sooth.    Would  I  had  never  come  from  thence,  noryoo  thither ! 
AiU.    If  you  can,  your  reason? 

Sooth.    I  see  it  in  my  motion ,  have  it  not  in  my  tongue :  but 
yet  iiie  you  to  Egypt  again. 

Ant.    Say  to  me,  whose  fortunes  shall  rise  higher,  Cesar's, 
or  mine? 

Sooth.    Cesar's. 
Therefore,  0  Antony!  stay  not  by  his  side : 
Thy  demon,  that  thy  spirit  which  keeps  thee ,  is 
Noble,  courageous,  high,  unmatchable. 
Where  Cesar's  is  not;  but  near  him  thy  angel 
Becomes  a  fear,  as  being o'erpower'd :  therefore. 
Make  space  enough  between  you. 

Ant.  Speak  this  no  more. 

Sooth.    To  none  but  thee ;  no  more,  but  when  to  thee. 
If  thou  dost  play  with  him  at  any  game, 
Thou  art  sure  to  lose;  and,  ofthat  natural  luck, 
He  beats  thee  'gainst  the  odds :  thy  lustre  thickens , 
When  he  shines  by.    I  say  again,  thy  spirit 
Is  all  afraid  to  govern  thee  near  him, 
Bttt,  he  away,  'tis  noble. 

^nt.  Get  thee  gone : 

%  to  Yentidius ,  I  would  speak  with  him.  ~ 

lExit  Soothsayer. 
«  shall  to  Parthia.  —  Be  it  art,  or  hap, 
«e  l^ath  spoken  true :  the  very  dice  obey  him ; 
t^^  in  our  sports  my  better  cunning  faints 
z^^^ier  his  chance :  ifwe  draw  lots,  he  speeds: 
^^  cocks  do  win  the  battle  still  of  mine, 
J^^en  it  is  all  to  nought ;  and  his  quails  ever 
^^tmine,  inhoop'd ,  at  odds.    IwilltoEgyp^ 
^^  though  I  make  this  marriage  for  my  peace 
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Enter  Ventidius. 

r  the  east  my  pleasure  lies.  —  O!  come,  Yentidius, 

You  must  to  Parthia :  your  commission 's  ready ; 

Follow  me,  and  receive  it.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE  IV. 

The  Same.    A  Street. 

Enter  LEifiDVSy  MBCiEiiAs,  ondAesiififA. 

Lep,    Trouble  yourselves  no  farther :  pray  you,  hasten 
Your  generals  after. 

Jgr.  Sir,  Mark  Antony 

Will  e'en  but  kiss  Octavia ,  and  we  '11  follow. 

Lep,    Till  I  shall  see  you  in  your  soldier's  dress , 
Which  will  become  you  both ,  farewell. 

Mec,  We  shall , 

As  I  conceive  the  journey ,  be  at  Mount 
Before  you,  Lepidus. 

Lep,  Your  way  is  shorter ; 

My  purposes  do  draw  me  much  about : 
You  'II  win  two  days  upon  me. 

MecAg^r,  Sir,  good  success! 

Lep,    Farewell.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE  V. 
Alexandria.    A  Room  in  the  Palace, 
i^nfer Cleopatra,  Charmian,  Iras,  iziu/Albxas. 
Cleo,    Give  me  some  music ;  music,  moody  food 
Of  us  that  trade  in  love. 

Attend,  The  music,  ho! 

Enter  Mardiam. 
Cleo,    Let  it  alone;  let 's  to  billiards :  come,  Charmian. 
Char,    My  arm  is  sore,  best  play  with  Mardian. 
Cleo,    As  well  a  woman  with  an  eunuch  play'd , 
As  with  a  woman,  —  Come ,  you  'U  pla^  mUime ,  Sir? 
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Mar,    As  well  as  I  can ,  Madam. 

Cleo,    And  when  good  will  is  show'd,  thoagh  't  come  too 
short , 

.2^^i  The  actor  may  plead  pardon.    I '11  none  now.  — 

Give  me  mine  angle ,  —  we  'II  to  the  river :  there , 
My  music  playing  far  off,  I  will  betray 
Tawoy-finn'd  fishes ;  my  bended  hook  shall  pierce 
Their  slimy  jaws ,  and  as  I  draw  them  up , 
I '11  think  them  every  one  an  Antony, 
And  say.  Ah,  ha!  you 're  caught. 

Char.  *T  was  merry,  when 

Yoa  wager'd  on  yonr  angling;  when  your  diver 
Bid  hang  a  salt-fish  on  his  hook ,  which  he 
With  fervency  drew  up. 

Cleo.  That  time ,  —  0  times !  — 

lUagh'd  him  out  of  patience ;  and  that  night 
I  laugh'd  him  into  patience :  and  next  morn , 
£re  the  ninth  hour ,  I  drunk  him  to  his  bed ; 
Then ,  put  my  tires  and  mantles  on  him ,  whilst 
I  wore  his  sword  Philippian.  — 


aw/. 


/ 


Enter  a  Messenger. 

0!  from  Italy?  — 
Bam  thou  thy  fruitful  tidings  in  mine  ears , 
That  long  time  have  been  barren. 

Mess.  Madam,  Madam,  — 

Cleo.    Antony 's  dead?  — 
If  thou  say  so,  villain,  thou  kill'st  thy  mistress : 
But  well  and  free , 

If  thou  so  yield  him,  there  is  gold,  and  here 
My  bluest  veins  to  kiss ;  a  hand,  that  kings 
Have  lipp'd ,  and  trembled  kissing. 

Mess.    First,  Madam,  he  is  well. 

Cleo.  Why,  there  *s  more  gold. 

But,  sirrah,  mark,  we  use 
Tosa/,  the  dead  are  well:  bring  it  to  thai , 


The  gold  I  give  thee  will  I  melt ,  and  poor 
Down  thy  ill-nttering  throat. 

Meu.    Good  Madam,  hear  me. 

Cleo.  Well,  goto,  I  will; 

Bat  there  's  no  goodness  in  thy  face.    If  Antony 
Be  free,  and  healthful ,  —  so  tart  a  favour 
To  trumpet  such  good  tidings !  if  not  well , 
Thou  should'st  come  like  a  Airy  crown'd  with  snakes. 
Not  like  a  formal  man. 

Mess,  Will  *t  please  you  hear  me ? 

Cleo.    I  have  a  mind  to  strike  thee ,  ere  thou  speak'st : 
Yet,  if  thou  say,  Antony  lives,  'tis  well; 
Or  friends  with  Cesar ,  or  not  captive  to  him , 
I  '11  set  thee  in  a  shower  of  gold ,  and  hail 
Rich  pearls  upon  thee. 

Mess.  Kadam,  he 'swell. 

Cleo.  Well  said. 

Mess.    And  friends  with  Cesar. 

Cleo.  Thou  'rt  an  honest  man. 

Mess.    Cesar  and  he  are  greater  friends  than  ever. 

Cleo.    Make  thee  a  fortune  from  me. 

Mess,  But  yet,  Madam, —r 

Cleo.    I  do  not  like  **  but  yet ,"  it  does  allay 
The  good  precedence ;  fie  upon  **  but  yet ! " 
"  But  yet"  is  as  a  gaoler  to  bring  forth 
Some  monstrous  malefactor.    Pr'ythee,  friend. 
Pour  out  the  pack  of  matter  to  mine  ear , 
The  good  and  bad  together.   He 's  friends  with*  Cesar ; 
In  state  of  health,  thousay'st;  and,  thou  say 'st, 'free. 

Mess.    Free ,  Madam?  no ;  I  made  no  such  report : 
He  's  bound  unto  Octavia. 

Cleo .  For  what  good  turn  ? 

Mess.    For  the  best  turn  i*  the  bed. 

CUo.  I  am  pale,  Cfaarmian. 

Men.    Madam,  be 's married  to  Octavia. 

CUo.    The  most  infectious  pestilence  upon  thee ! 

\Strxk««Kimdo 
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Men,    Goodlfadtm,  patience. 

CUo.  What  say  you?  —  Hence, 

[Strikes  him  again. 
Horrible  Tillain !  or  I  '11  sparn  thine  eyes 
Like  balls  before  me :  I  '11  unhair  thy  head. 

[She  hales  him  up  and  down. 
Thou  ahalt  be  whipp'd  with  wire ,  and  stew'd  in  brine , 
Smarting  in  lingering  pickle. 

Mess,  Gracious  Madam , 

I,  that  do  bring  the  news ,  made  not  the  match. 

Cleo.    Say ,  't  is  not  so ,  a  province  I  will  give  thee , 
And  make  thy  fortunes  proud :  the  blow  thou  hadst 
Shall  make  thy  peace ,  for  moving  me  to  rage ; 
And  I  will  boot  thee  with  what  gift  beside 
Tby  modesty  can  beg. 

Mess,  He's  married,  Madam. 

Cleo,    Rogue !  thou  hast  liv'd  too  long.       [Draws  a  Dagger, 

Mess,  Nay,  then  I  '11  run.  — 

What  mean  yoo.  Madam?  I  have  made  no  fault.  [Exit, 

Char,    Good  Madam ,  keep  yourself  within  yourself: 
The  man  is  innocent. 

CUo,    Some  innocents  'scape  not  the  thunder-bolt.  -^ 
Melt  Egypt  into  Nile !  and  kindly  creatures 
Tom  all  to  serpents !  —  Call  the  slave  again : 
Though  I  am  mad ,  I  will  not  bite  him.  —  Call. 

Char,    He  is  afeard  to  come. 

Cleo,  I  will  not  hurt  him.  — 

These  hands  do  lack  nobility ,  that  they  strike 
Ameaner  than  myself;  since  I  myself 
Have  given  myself  the  cause.  -^  Come  hither ,  Sir. 

Re-enter  Messenger, 
Though  it  be  honest,  it  is  never  good' 
To  bring  bad  news :  give  to  a  gracious  message 
^  host  of  tongues;  hot  let  ill  tidings  tell 
^emselves,  when  they  be  felt. 
Mess,    I  bare  doae  mj  duty. 
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Cleo.  Is  he  married? 

I  cannot  hate  thee  worser  than  I  do , 
If  thou  again  say ,  Yes. 

Mess.  He's  married,  Madam. 

Cleo.    The  gods  confound  thee !  dost  thou  hold  there  still 

Mess.    Should  I  lie,  Madam? 

Cleo.  0!  I  would,  thou  didst, 

So  half  my  Egypt  were  submerged ,  and  made 
A  cistern  for  scal'd  snakes.    Go,  get  thee  hence  : 
Hadst  thou  Narcissus  in  thy  face ,  to  me 
Thou  would'st  appear  most  ugly.    He  is  married  ? 

Mess.    I  crave  your  highness'  pardon. 

Cleo.  He  is  married? 

Messi    Take  no  offence,  that  I  would  not  offend  you : 
To  punish  me  for  what  you  make  me  do , 
Seems  much  unequaL    He  is  married  to  Octavia. 

Cleo.    0!  that  his  fault  should  make  a  knave  of  thee, 
That  art  not !  What !  thou  'rt  sure  of?  —  Get  thee  hence : 
The  merchandise  which  thou  hast  brought  from  Rome , 
Are  all  too  dear  for  me :  lie  they  upon  thy  hand , 
And  be  undone  by  'em !  [Exit  Messen 

Char.  Good  your  highness,  patience. 

Cleo.    In  praising  Antony ,  I  have  disprais'd  Csesar. 

Char.    Many  times,  Madam. 

Cleo.  I  am  paid  for  H  now. 

Lead  me  from  hence ; 

I  faint.    0  Iras !  Charmian !  —  'T  is  no  matter.  — 
Go  to  the  fellow ,  good  Aleias ;  bid  him 
Report  the  feature  of  Octavia ,  her  years , 
Her  inclination ,  let  him  not  leave  out 
The  colour  of  her  hair:  bring  me  word  quickly.  — 

lEant  Alk] 
Let  him  for  ever  go :  —  let  him  not  —  Charmian , 
Though  he  be  painted  one  way  like  a  Gorgon , 
The  other  way  he 's  a  Mars.  —  Bid  you  Alexas         [To  Mard: 
Bring  me  word ,  how  tall  she  is.  —  Pity  me ,  Charmian , 
But  do  act  speak  to  me.  —  Lead  m«  lo  m^  ^Xivcc^^^ .       [Exe 
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SCENE    VI. 

Near  Misenum. 
Flourish.    Enter  Pompet  and  Menas  ,  at  one  side ,  with  Drum 
and  Trumpet:  at  another  ^  Caesar,  Lbpidus,  Antomt,  Eno- 
BARBUS,  MECiENAS,  With  Soldiers  marching . 

Pom,    Your  hostages  I  have ,  so  have  you  mine ; 
And  we  shall  talk  before  we  fight. 

CiBs.  Most  meet, 

That  first  we  come  to  words ;  and  therefore  have  we 
Our  written  purposes  before  us  sent, 
Which,  ifthou  hast  considered,  let  us  know 
If 't  will  tie  up  thy  discontented  sword , 
And  carry  back  to  Sicily  much  tall  youth , 
That  else  must  perish  here. 

Pom,  To  you  all  three , 

The  senators  alone  of  this  great  world , 
Chief  factors  for  the  gods.  —  I  do  not  know , 
Wherefore  my  father  should  revengers  want, 
Having  a  son,  and  friends;  since  Julias  Caesar , 
Who  at  Philippi  the  good  Brutus  ghosted , 
There  saw  you  labouring  for  him.    What  was  it , 
That  moy'd  pale  Cassius  to  conspire?  And  what 
Made  all-honoured ,  honest,  Roman  Brutus, 
With  the  arm'd  rest,  courtiers  of  beauteous  freedom , 
To  drench  the  Capitol ,  but  that  they  would 
Have  one  man  but  a  man  ?  And  that  is  it 
Hath  made  me  rig  my  navy !  at  whose  burden 
The  anger'd  ocean  foams ;  with  which  I  meant 
To  scourge  th'  ingratitude  that  despiteful  Rome 
Cast  on  my  noble  father. 

Cms.  Take  your  time. 

Ant.    Thou  canst  not  fear  us ,  Pompey ,  with  thy  sails ; 
We '11  speak  with  thee  at  sea:  at  land,  thouknow'st 
How  much  we  do  o'er-count  thee. 

Pom.  At  land,  indeed. 

Thou  dost  o'er-count  me  ofmj  father's  house : 
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But,  since  the  cuckoo  builds  not  for  himself, 
Remain  in  't  as  thou  may*st. 

Lep.  Be  pleas'd  to  tell  us , 

(For  this  is  from  the  present)  how  you  take 
The  offers  we  have  sent  you. 

CcBs,  There 's  the  point. 

Ant.    Which  do  not  be  entreated  to ,  but  weigh 
What  it  is  worth  embraced. 

Cm,  And  what  may  follow , 

To  try  a  larger  fortune. 

Pom,  You  have  made  me  offer 

Of  Sicily,  Sardinia;  and  I  must 
Rid  all  the  sea  of  pirates ;  then ,  to  send 
Measures  of  wheat  to  Rome :  this  'greed  upon , 
To  part  with  unhack'd  edges ,  and  bear  back 
Our  targes  undinted. 

CiEs,  Ant,  Lep,  That 's  our  offer. 

Pom,  Know  then, 

I  came  before  you  here ,  a  man  prepared 
To  take  this  offer ;  but  Mark  Antony 
Put  me  to  some  impatience.  —  Though  I  lose 
The  praise  of  it  by  telling ,  you  must  know. 
When  Caesar  and  your  brother  were  at  blows , 
Your  mother  came  to  Sicily ,  and  did  find 
Her  welcome  friendly. 

Ant,  I  have  heard  it,  Pompey; 

And  am  well  studied  for  a  liberal  thanks , 
Which  I  do  owe  you. 

Pom,  Let  me  have  your  hand. 

I  did  not  think ,  Sir,  to  have  met  you  here. 

Ant,    The  beds  i' the  east  are  soft;  and  thanks  to  you, 
That  caird  me  timelier  than  my  purpose  hither , 
For  I  have  gain'd  by  it. 

Cm,  Since  I  saw  you  last , 

There  is  a  change  upon  you. 

Pom,  Well,  I  know  not 

What  counts  harsh  fortuQO  casU  xq^oii  m^  ^^  ^ 
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Bat  in  my  bosom  shall  she  never  come , 
To  make  my  heart  her  vassal. 

Lep,  Well  met  here. 

Pom.    I  hope  so ,  Lepidus.  —  Thus  we  are  agreed. 
I  crave,  our  composition  may  be  written , 
Aod  seal'd  between  us. 

CiBs.  That 's  the  next  to  do. 

Pom,    We '11  feast  each  other,  ere  we  part;  and  let  us 
Draw  lots  who  shall  begin. 

AtU.  That  will  I,  Pompey.' 

Pom.    No,  Antony,  take  the  lot;  but,  first 
Or  last ,  your  fine  Egyptian  cookery 
Shall  have  the  fame.    I  have  heard,  that  Julius  Caesar 
Grew  fat  with  feasting  there. 

Ant.  Yon  have  heard  much. 

Pom.    I  have  fair  meanings ,  Sir. 

Ant.  And  fair  words  to  them. 

Pom.    Then,  so  much  have  I  heard : 
Aod  I  have  heard,  ApoUodorus  carried — 

^710.    No  more  of  that :  —  he  did  so. 

Pom.  What,  I  pray  you? 

Eno.    A  certain  queen  to  Cssar  in  a  mattress. 

Pom,    I  know  thee  now:  how  far'st  thou ,  soldier? 

Eno.  Well ; 

Aod  well  am  like  to  do ;  for,  I  perceive, 
Four  feasts  are  toward. 

Pom.  Let  me  shake  thy  hand : 

I  never  hated  thee.    I  have  seen  thee  fight , 
When  I  have  envied  thy  behaviour. 

Eno,  Sir, 

I  never  lov'd  you  much ;  but  I  have  prais'd  you , 
When  you  have  well  deserv'd  ten  times  as  much 
As  I  have  said  you  did. 

Pom,  Enjoy  thy  plainness , 

It  nothing  ill  becomes  thee.  — 
Aboard  my  galley  I  invite  you  all : 
WiUjrouJead,  lords? 

^^1 
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Cces.  Ant.  Lep.    Show  us  the  way ,  Sir. 

Pom,  Come. 

[Exeunt  Pompet,  CiESAR,  Amtont,  Lbpious, 
Soldiers  and  Attendants. 

Men.  Thy  father,  Pompey,  would  ne'er  haye  made  this 
treaty.  —  [Jside.^  —  You  and  I  have  known ,  Sir. 

Eno.    At  sea,  I  think. 

Men.    We  have,  Sir. 

Eno.    YoU'have  done  well  by  water. 

Men.    And  you  by  land. 

Eno.  I  will  praise  any  man  that  will  praise  me;  though  it 
cannot  be  denied  what  I  have  done  by  land. 

Men.    Nor  what  I  have  done  by  water. 

Eno.  Yes ;  something  you  can  deny  for  your  own  safety:  you 
have  been  a  great  thief  by  sea. 

Men.    And  you  by  land. 

Eno.  There  I  deny  my  land  service.  But  give  me  yonr  hand, 
Menas :  if  our  eyes  had  authority,  here  they  might  take  two  thieves 
kissing. 

Men.    All  men's  faces  are  true ,  whatsoe'er  their  hands  are. 

Eno.    But  there  is  never  a  fair  woman  has  a  true  face. 

Men.    No  slander;  they  steal  hearts. 

^710.    We  came  hither  to  fight  with  you. 

Men.  For  my  part,  I  am  sorry  it  is  turned  to  a  drioitiog- 
Pompey  doth  this  day  laugh  away  his  fortune. 

Eno.    If  he  do ,  sure ,  he  cannot  weep  it  back  again. 

Men.  You  have  said.  Sir.  We  looked  not  for  Mark  Antooy 
here :  pray  you,  is  he  married  to  Cleopatra? 

Eno.    Caesar's  sister  is  call'd  Octavia. 

Men.    True ,  Sir ;  she  was  the  wife  of  Caios  Marcellns. 

^^720 .    But  she  is  now  the  wife  of  Marcus  Antonios. 

Men.    Pray  you.  Sir? 

Eno.    'T  is  true. 

Men.    Then  is  C»sar ,  wiAYift,  l^x  «sw>k\i\\.  together. 
^no.     If  I  were  bound  lo  diNvcL^  olVJoa&\>xivVi^\'^^^"^^^^ 
pbesyso.  ^^, 
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Men,  I  think ,  the  policy  of  that  purpose  made  more  in  the 
arriage ,  than  the  love  of  the  parties. 

Eno,    I  think  so  too :  but  you  shall  find ,  the  band  that  seems 

tie  their  friendship  together  will  be  the  very  strangler  of  their 
nity.    Octaviaisofaholy,  cold,  and  still  conversation. 

Men.    Who  would  not  have  his  wife  so? 

Eno.  Not  he ,  that  himself  is  not  so ;  which  is  Mark  Antony, 
e  will  to  his  Egyptian  dish  again :  then,  shall  the  sighs  of  Octa- 
iblowthefireupinCssar;  and,  as  I  said  before,  that  which  is 
le  strength  of  their  amity,  shall  prove  the  immediate  author  of 
leir  variance.  Antony  will  use  his  affection  where  it  is :  he  mar- 
led but  his  occasion  here. 

Men.  And  thus  it  may  be.  Come,  Sir,  will  you  aboard?  I 
ave  a  health  for  you. 

^710.    I  shall  take  it^  Sir :  we  have  used  our  throats  in  Egypt. 

Men.    Come;  let's  away.  {Exeumt. 

SCENE   VII. 

On  Board  Pompet's  Galley,  lying  near  Misenum. 

Music.    Enter  Two  or  Three  Servants  ^  with  a  Banquet. 

1  Serv.  Here  they  '11  be ,  man.  Some  o'  their  plants  are  ill- 
ooted  already ;  the  least  wind  i'  the  world  will  blow  them  down. 

2  Serv.    Lepidus  is  high-coloured. 

1  Serv.    They  have  made  him  drink  alms-drink. 

2  Serv.  As  they  pinch  one  another  by  the  disposition,  he  cries 
at,  <«no  more; "  reconciles  them  to  his  entreaty,  and  himself  to 
le  drink. 

1  Serv.  But  it  raises  the  greater  war  between  him  and  his  dis- 
■'etion. 

%  Serv.  Why ,  this  it  is  to  have  a  name  in  great  men's  fellow- 
bip:  I  had  as  lief  have  a  reed  that  will  do  me  no  service,  as  a 
^rtizan  I  could  not  heave. 

1  Serv.    To  be  called  into  a  huge  sphere,  MV^TL^iVV^Xi^s^'K^w 
>  taove  in  7,  are  Ibe  boles  where  eyes  slio\iid\)^ ,  ^\3^0ck.^\>5S»5\\ 
^ter  die  cheeks. 
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A  Sennet  sounded.  Enter  C^sar,  Antont,  Pomfbt,  Lbpi> 
DOS,  Agrippa,  MBCiKNAS,  Enobarbus,  Mbnas,  with  other 
Captains. 

Ant.    Thus  do  they,  Sir.  [ToCiESAR.]  They  take  the  flow  o' 
the  Nile 
By  certain  scales  i'  the  pyramid :  they  kaow , 
By  the  height,  thelowaess,  or  the  mean,  if  dearth, 
Orfoison,  follow.    The  higher  Nilus  swells , 
The  more  it  promises :  as  it  ebbs,  the  seedsman 
Upon  the  slime  and  ooze  scatters  his  grain , 
Ajid  shortly  comes  to  harvest. 

Lep.    You  have  strange  serpents  there. 

Ant.  Ay,  Lepidus. 

Lep.  Your  serpent  of  Egypt  is  bred,  now,  of  your  mud  by 
the  operation  of  your  sun :  so  is  your  crocodile. 

Ant,    They  are  so. 

Pom.    Sit,  —  and  some  wine !  —  A  health  to  Lepidus. 

Lep.    I  am  not  so  well  as  I  should  be ,  but  I  '11  ne'er  out. 

Eno.  Not  till  you  have  slept:  I  fear  me,  you  '11  be  in,  till 
then. 

Lep.  Nay ,  certainly ,  I  have  heard ,  the  Ptolemies'  pyramises 
are  very  goodly  things ;  without  contradiction ,  I  have  heard  that. 

Men.  [Aside."]  Pompey,  a  word. 

Pom.  [Aside.^  Say  in  mine  ear :  what  is  H? 

Men.  [Aside. 1  Forsake  thy  seat ,  I  do  beseech  thee ,  captain, 
And  hear  me  speak  a  word. 

Pom.  [Aside."]  Forbear  me  till  anon. — 

This  wine  for  Lepidus. 

Lep.    What  manner  o'  thing  is  your  crocodile? 

Ant.  It  is  shaped.  Sir,  like  itself,  and  it  is  as  broad  as  it 
hath  breadth;  it  is  just  so  high  as  it  is,  and  moves  with  its  own 
organs ;  it  lives  by  that  which  nourisheth  it,  and  the  elements  once 
out  of  it,  it  transmigrates. 

Lep.    What  colour  is  it  of? 

Ant.    Ofits  own  colour  too. 

Lep.    'T  is  a  strange  serpent. 

^nt    'T  is  so;  and  the  tears  oUt  w^  ^^U 
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Cms,    Will  this  description  satisfy  him  ? 

Ani,    With  the  health  that  Pompey  gives  him ,  else  he  is  a 
Tcry  epicure. 

Pom,  [JoMsNAS,  aside,]    Go,  hang,  Sir,  hung!    Tell  me 
of  that  7  away! 
Do  as  I  bid  yon.  —  Where 's  this  cup  I  cali'd  for? 

Mm,  [Aside.]    If  for  the  sake  of  merit  thou  wilt  hear  me , 
Bise  from  thy  stooC 

Pom.  [Aside.]    I  think ,  thou  'rt  mad.    The  matter? 

IfTalks  aside. 

Men,    I  haye  eyer  held  my  cap  off  to  thy  fortunes. 

Pom.  Thon  hast  senr'dme  with  much  faith.  What 'seise  to  say?— 
Be  jolly,  lords. 

Ant,  These  quick-sands,  Lepidus, 

Keep  off  them,  for  you  sink. 

Men,    Wilt  thou  be  lord  ofall  the  world? 

Pom,  What  say*st  thou? 

Men,    Wilt  thou  be  lord  of  the  whole  world  ?  That 's  twice. 

Pom,    How  should  that  be  ? 

Men,  But  entertain  it , 

And  though  thou  think  me  poor ,  I  am  the  man 
Will  give  thee  all  the  world. 

Pom.  Hast  thou  drunk  well? 

Men,    No,  Pompey,  I  have  kept  me  from  the  cup. 
Thou  art,  ifthoudafstbe,  the  earthly  Jove : 
Whatever  the  ocean  pales ,  or  sky  inclips , 
Is  thine,  tf  thou  wilt  have 't. 

Pom,  Show  me  which  way. 

Men,    These  three  world-sharers ,  these  competitors , 
Are  in  thy  vessel :  let  me  cut  the  cable ; 
And ,  when  we  are  put  off,  fall  to  their  throats : 
All  there  is  thine. 

Pom.  Ah!  this  thou should'st have  done , 

And  not  have  spoke  on 't.    In  me,  't  is  villainy ; 
In  thee,  't  had  been  good  service.    Thou  must  know , 
Tis  not  my  profit  that  does  lead  mine  honour , 
Mioehoiioiii-,  Jt.    Repent,  (hat  e'er  thy  tongue 
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Hath  so  betray'd  thine  act :  being  done  unknown , 
I  should  have  found  it  afterwards  well  done , 
But  must  condemn  it  now.    Desist,  and  drink. 

Men.  [Aside,]    For  this, 
I  '11  never  follow  thy  pall'd  fortunes  more. 
Who  seeks,  and  will  not  take ,  when  once 't  is  oiTer'd, 
Shall  never  find  it  more. 

Pom.  This  health  to  Lepidus. 

Ant.    Bear  him  ashore.  —  I  *11  pledge  it  for  him ,  Pompey. 

Eno,    Here 's  to  thee ,  Menas. 

Men.  Enobarbus,  welcome. 

Pom.    Fill,  till  the  cup  be  hid. 

Eno.    There 's  a  strong  fellow ,  Menas. 

[Pointing  to  the  Attendant  who  carries  q/f  Lepidus 

Men.  Why? 

Eno.  He  bears 

The  third  part  of  the  world,  man:  see'stnot? 

Men.    The  third  part,  then,  he  is  drunk:  would  it  were  all , 
That  it  might  go  on  wheels ! 

Eno.    Drink  thou;  increase  the  reels. 

Men.    Come. 

Pom.    This  is  not  yet  an  Alexandrian  feast. 

Ant.    It  ripens  towards  it. —  Strike  the  vessels ,  ho! 
Here  is  to  Cssar. 

CcBs,  I  could  well  forbear  it. 

It 's  monstrous  labour ,  when  I  wash  my  brain , 
And  it  grows  fouler. 

Ant.  Be  a  child  o'  the  time. 

Cms.    Possess  it,  I '11  make  answer;  but  I  had  rather  fast 
From  all  four  days ,  than  drink  so  much  in  once. 

Eno.    Ha,  my  brave  emperor !  [TbANTONT 

Shall  we  dance  now  the  Egyptian  Bacchanals, 
And  celebrate  our  drink? 

Pom.  Let 'sha't,  good  soldier. 

Ant.    Come,  let  us  all  take  hands, 
Till  that  the  conquering  wine  hath  steep 'd  our  sense 
In  soft  and  deJicate  Lethe. 
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Eno.  All  take  hands.  — 

Make  batlery  to  our  ears  with  the  loud  music ; 
The  while  I '11  place  you:  then,  the  boy  shall  sing; 
The  holding  every  man  shall  bear ,  as  loud 
As  his  strong  sides  can  Tolley. 

[Mwic plays.   Eno'b arbu s  places  them  hand  in  hand. 

SONG. 

Comey  thou  monarch  of  the  vine , 
Phtmpy  Bacchus ,  with  pink  eyne : 
In  thy  vats  our  cares  be  drounCd; 
With  thy  grapes  our  hairs  be  crowned; 

Cup  us ,  till  the  world  go  round; 

Cup  us ,  till  the  world  go  round  ! 

>  Cos,    What  would  you  more?  —  Pompey,  good  night.  — 

Good  brother, 
let  me  request  you  off:  our  graver  business 
Frowns  at  this  levity.  —  Gentle  lords ,  let 's  part ; 
You  see ,  we  have  burnt  our  cheeks.    Strong  Enobarbe 
Is  weaker  than  the  wine ,  and  mine  own  tongue 
Splits  what  it  speaks :  the  wild  disguise  hath  almost 
ijitick'd  us  all.    What  needs  more  words?  Good  night.  — 
Good  Antony,  your  hand. 
Pom.  I  '11  try  you  on  the  shore. 

Ant,    And  shall.  Sir.    Give 's  your  hand. 
Pom.  0,  Antony! 

You  have  my  father's  house.  —  But  what?  we  are  friends. 
Come  down  into  the  boat. 

Eno.  Take  heed  you  fall  not.  — 

[Exeunt  VovLVKt  y  Cjesar,  Antont,  and  Attendants. 
Menas,  I '11  not  on  shore. 

Men.  No,  to  my  cabin. — 

^ese  drums !  —  these  trumpets ,  flutes !  what  I  — 
^et  Neptune  hear ,  we  bid  a  loud  farewell 
^0  these  great  fellows :  sound,  andbehang'dl  sound  out! 
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Eno.    Ho ,  says  *a !  —  There  *s  my  cap. 
Men,  Ho !  —  noble  captain !  con 

[Exew 

ACT  III.     SCENE  I. 

A  Plain  in  Syria. 

Enter  Ybiitidids  ,  at  it  were  in  triumph,  with  Silius^  andotk 
Romans^  Officers ,  and  Soldiers;  the  dead  Body  q/PACORi 
borne  bqfore  him. 

Fen.    Now ,  darting  ParUiia ,  art  thou  struck ;  and  now 
Pleas'd  fortune  does  of  Marcus  Crassus'  death 
Make  me  revenger.  —  Bear  the  king's  son's  body 
Before  our  army.  —  Thy  Pacorus ,  Orodes , 
Pays  this  for  Marcus  Crassus. 

Sil.  Noble  Yentidius , 

Whilst  yet  with  Parthian  blood  thy  sword  is  warm , 
The  fugitive  Parthians  follow :  spur  through  Media , 
Mesopotamia ,  and  the  shelters  whither 
The  routed  fly :  so  thy  grand  captain ,  Antony, 
Shall  set  thee  on  triumphant  chariots,  and 
Put  garlands  on  thy  head. 

Fen.  OSilius,  Silius! 

I  have  done  enough :  a  lower  place,  note  well, 
'  May  make  too  great  an  act ;  for  learn  this ,  Silius , 
Better  to  leave  undone ,  than  by  our  deeds  acquire 
Too  high  a  fame ,  when  him  we  serve's  away. 
Cesar  and  Antony  have  ever  won 
More  in  their  officer ,  than  person :  Sossius , 
One  of  my  place  in  Syria ,  his  lieutenant , 
For  quick  accumulation  of  renown , 
Which  he  achiev'd  by  the  minute ,  lost  his  favour. 
Who  does  i'  the  wars  more  than  his  captain  can , 
Becomes  his  captain's  captain ;  and  ambition , 
The  soldier's  virtue ,  taChet  mo^^s  Obl^Vr.^  ^^\$ss&  ^ 
Than  ^ain  which  darkens  \i\m. 
/  could  do  more  to  do  Anlomws  %qq^  > 
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It 't  would  offend  him ;  and  in  his  offence 
lould  my  performance  perish. 

SiL  Thou  hast,  Yentidius,  that 

Without  the  which  a  soldier,  and  his  sword , 
rants  scarce  distinction.    Thou  wilt  write  to  Antony  ? 

Fen.     I  '11  humbly  signify  what  in  his  name , 
hat  magica]  word  of  war ,  wc  have  effected ; 
(ow ,  with  his  banners  and  his  well-paid  ranks, 
■he  ae'er-yetr-beaten  horse  of  Parthia 
fe  have  jaded  out  o'  the  field. 

Sil,  Where  is  he  now  ? 

Fen.    He  purposeth  to  Athens ;  whither,  with  what  haste 
he  weight  we  must  convey  with  us  will  permit , 
i^e  shall  appear  before  him.  —  On ,  there ;  pass  along.     [ExeunL 

SCENE  11. 

Rome.    An  Ante-Chamber  in  C/bsar's  House. 
Enter  XeRivv Ay  and  E^obakbv 8,  meeting. 

Agr.    What!  are  the  brothers  parted? 

Eno.    They  have  despatched  with  Pompey :  he  is  gone ; 
he  other  three  are  sealing.    Octavia  weeps 
o  part  from  Rome ;  Cesar  is  sad;  andLepidus, 
ince  Pompey 's  feast,  asMenassays,  is  troubled 
i^ith  the  green  sickness. 

Agr.  '  T  is  a  noble  Lepidus. 

Eno.    A  very  fine  one.    0 ,  how  he  loves  Cffisar ! 

Agr.    Nay ,  but  how  dearly  he  adores  Mark  Antony ! 

Eno.    Cssar?    Why,  he 's  the  Jupiter  of  men. 

Agr.    What's  Antony?  The  god  of  Jupiter. 

Eno.    Spake  you  of  Caesar?  How!  the  nonpareil ! 

Agr.     0  Antony !  0  thou  Arabian  bird ! 

Eno.  Would  you  praise  Cssar,  say,  —  Cesar ;  —  go  no  farther 

Agr.    Indeed ,  he  ply'd  them  both  with  excellent  praises. 

Eno.    But  he  loves  Cesar  best ;  —  yet  he  loves  Antony, 
to!  hearts,  tongues,  figures,  scribes,  bards*,  poets cauuol. 
*hink,  speak,  cast,  write,  sing,  number,  \\o\ 
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His  love  to  Antony.    But  as  for  Cssar , 
Kneel  down,  kneel  down,  and  wonder. 

Agr,  Both  he  loves. 

Eno.    They  are  his  shards ,  and  he  their  beetle.    So ,  — 

\Trump9U, 
This  is  to  horse.  —  Adieu ,  noble  Agrippa. 

Agr,    Good  fortune,  worthy  soldier ;  and  farewell. 

Enter  Casar,  Antony,  Lepious,  and  Ogtayia. 

AnU    No  farther,  Sir. 

Cms,    You  take  from  me  a  great  part  of  myself; 
Use  me  well  in 't.  —  Sister ,  prove  such  a  wife 
As  my  thoughts  make  thee,  and  as  my  farthest  band 
Shall  pass  on  thy  approof.  —  Most  noble  Antony , 
Let  not  the  piece  of  virtue ,  which  is  set 
Betwixt  us  as  the  cement  of  our  love , 
To  keep  it  builded,  be  the  ram  to  batter 
The  fortress  of  it ;  for  better  might  we 
Have  loved  without  this  mean ,  if  on  both  parts 
This  be  not  cherished. 

Ant,  Make  me  not  offended 

In  your  distrust. 

Cms,  I  have  said. 

Ant.  You  shall  not  find , 

Though  you  be  therein  curious ,  the  least  cause 
For  what  you  seem  to  fear.    So ,  the  gods  keep  you , 
And  make  the  hearts  of  Romans  serve  your  ends ! 
We  will  here  part. 

Cms,    Farewell,  my  dearest  sister ,  fare  thee  well: 
The  elements  be  kind  to  thee,  and  make 
Thy  spirits  all  of  comfort!  fare  thee  well. 

Octa,    My  noble  brother !  — 

Ant.    The  April 's  in  her  eyes ;  it  is  love's  spring, 
And  these  the  showers  to  bring  it  on.  —  Be  cheerful. 

Octa,    Sir,  look  well  to  my  husband's  house ;  and  — 

Cms.    What,  Octavia? 

Ocia,    I ']]  tell  you  in  your  eat. 


/ 
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j4nt.    Her  toogae  will  not  obey  her  heart,  nor  can 
Her  heart  inform  her  tongue ;  the  swan's  down  feather, 
That  stands  upon  the  swell  at  the  full  of  tide , 
And  neither  way  inclines. 

Eno.    Will  Cssar  weep?  {Aside  to  Agrippa. 

Agr,  He  has  a  cloud  in 's  face. 

Eno.    He  were  the  worse  for  that,  were  he  a  horse ; 
So  is  he  ^  heingaman. 

Agr.  Why,  Enobarbus, 

Wiien  Antony  found  Julius  Cssar  dead. 
He  cried  almost  to  roaring ;  and  he  wept , 
When  at  Philippi  he  found  Brutus  slain. 

Eno.    That  year,  indeed,  he  was  troubled  with  a  rheum ; 
What  willingly  he  did  confound,  he  wail'd : 
Believe 't,  till  I  weep  too. 

Can,  No,  sweet Octavia , 

Too  shall  hear  from  me  still :  the  time  shall  not 
Oat-go  my  thinking  on  you. 

Ant.  Come,  Sir,  come; 

I'll  wrestle  with  you  in  my  strength  of  love : 
Look,  here  I  have  you ;  thus  I  let  you  go , 
And  give  you  to  the  gods. 

Cws.  Adieu;  be  happy! 

Lep,    Let  all  the  number  of  the  stars  give  light 
Xo  thy  fair  way ! 

Cws,  Farewell,  farewell.  iKisset Oct ayi a, 

AnJt,  Farewell. 

\TFumpets  sound.    Exeunt. 

SCENE  III. 

Alexandria.    A  Room  in  the  Palace. 

Enter  CtEOVATHAf  Charmian,  Iras,  atid  Aj,ex as. 

Cleq.    Where  is  the  fellow  ? 

Alex.  Half  afeard  to  come. 

Cleo.    Go  to,  go  to.  —  Come  hither ,  S\r. 

^^1 
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Enter  a  MMsenger, 

Alex,  Good  majesty , 

Herod  of  Jewry  dare  not  look  upon  you, 
But  when  you  are  well  pleas'd. 

Cleo.  That  Herod's  head 

I  'II  have :  but  how ,  when  Antony  is  gone 
Through  whom  1  might  command  it?  —  Come  thou  near. 

Mess,    Most  gracious  majesty ,  — 

Cleo.  Didst  thou  behold 

Oclavia? 

Mess,    Ay,  dread  queen. 

Cleo.  Where? 

Mess.  Madam,  in  Rome 

I  look'd  her  in  the  face ;  and  saw  her  led 
Between  her  brother  and  Mark  Antony. 

Cleo.    Is  she  as  tall  as  me  ? 

Mess.  She  is  not,  Madam. 

Clo.    Didst  hear  her  speak?  Is  she  shrill-tonga'd ,  or  low? 

Mess.    Madam,  I  heard  her  speak :  she  is  low-voic'd. 

Cleo.    That 's  not  so  good :  he  cannot  like  her  long. 

Char.    Like  her?  0  Isis !  't  is  impossible. 

Cleo,    I  think  so ,  Charmian :  dull  of  tongue ,  and  dwarfish !  ~ 
What  majesty  is  in  her  gait?  Bemembcr, 
If  e'er  thou  look*dst  on  majesty. 

Mess.  She  creeps ; 

Her  motion  and  her  station  are  as  one : 
She  shows  a  body  rather  than  a  life; 
A  statue,  than  a  breather. 

Cleo,  Is  this  certain? 

Mess.    Or  I  have  no  observance. 

Char.  Three  in  Egypt 

Cannot  make  better  note. 

Cleo.  He  *s  very  knowing, 

I  do  perceive  *t.  —  There 's  nothing  in  her  yet.  — 
The  fellow  has  good  judgment. 

Char,  Excellent. 

Cleo.    Guess  at  her  years ,  lpf>(\!bL^t. 


ANTONY    AND    CLEOPATRA.  49 

Meu,  Madam, 

She  was  a  widow. 

Cleo.  Widow?  —  Cbarmian,  bark. 

Meu.    And  I  do  think,  she's  thirty. 
Cleo,    Bear'st  thou  her  face  in  mind  7  is 't  long ,  or  round  ? 
Meu,    Round,  even  to faultiness. 

Cleo,    For  the  most  part,  too,  they  are  foolish  that  are  so.  — 
Her  hair,  what  colour? 

Meu,    Brown,  Madam ;  and  her  forehead 
As  low  as  she  would  wish  it. 

Cleo,  There 's  gold  for  thee : 

Thou  must  not  take  my  former  sharpness  ill. 
I  will  employ  thee  back  again :  I  find  thee 
Most  fit  for  business.    Go,  make  thee  ready ; 
Oor  letters  are  prepar*d .  \Exit  Meuenger, 

Char.  A  proper  man. 

Cleo,    Indeed,  he  is  so:  I  repent  me  much, 
Thatsolharry'dhim.    Why,  methinks,  by  him. 
Ibis  creature 's  no  such  thing. 
Char,    Nothing,  Madam. 

Clee,    The  man  hath  seen  some  majesty ,  and  should  know. 
Char,    Hath  he  seen  majesty?  Isis  else  defend^ 
And  serving  you  so  long! 

Cleo,    I  have  one  thing  more  to  ask  him  yet,  good  Charmian  : 
fiot  't  is  no  matter ;  thou  shall  bring  him  to  me 
Where  I  will  write.    AH  may  be  well  enough. 

Char,    I  Warrant  you.  Madam.  lExeunt. 

SCENE  IV. 

Athens.    A  Room  in  Ai^tont's  House. 
Enter  Aktont  and  Octavia. 
Ant    Nay,  nay,  Octavia,  not  only  that , — 
lliat  were  excusable ,  that ,  and  thousands  more 
Of  semblable  import,  —  bat  he  hath  wag'd 
^ew  wars  'gainst  Pompey ;  made  his  will ,  and  read  it 
^0  public  ear  : 
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Spoke  scantly  of  me :  when  perforce  he  coald  not 
But  pay  me  terms  of  honour,  cold  and  sickly 
He  vented  them ;  most  narrow  measure  lent  me. 
When  the  best  hint  was  given  him ,  he  not  took  H , 
Or  did  it  from  his  teeth. 

Octa.  O  my  good  lord ! 

Believe  not  all ;  or ,  if  you  must  believe , 
Stomach  not  all.     A  more  unhappy  lady , 
If  this  division  chance ,  ne'er  stood  between , 
Praying  for  both  parts : 
The  good  gods  will  mock  me  presently, 
When  I  shall  pray ,  **  0 ,  bless  my  lord  and  husband  !*^ 
Undo  that  prayer ,  by  crying  out  as  loud , 
**0,  bless  my  brother ! "    Husband  win,  win  brother » 
Prays ,  and  destroys  the  prayer;  no  midway 

'Twixt  these  extremes  at  all. 

Ant.  Gentle  Octavia , 

Let  your  best  love  draw  to  that  point ,  which  seeks 
Best  to  preserve  it.     If  I  lose  mine  honour , 
I  lose  myself:  better  I  were  not  yours , 

Than  yours  so  branchless.     But,  as  yon  requested » 

Yourself  shall  go  between  us :  the  mean  time ,  lady, 

I  'U  raise  the  preparation  of  a  war 

Shall  stain  your  brother.    Make  your  soonest  haste : 

So ,  your  desires'are  yours. 

Octa,  Thanks  to  my  lord. 

The  Jove  of  power  make  me  most  weak ,  most  weak , 

Your  reconciler !     Wars  Hwixt  you  twain  would  be , 

As  if  the  world  should  cleave ,  and  that  slain  men 

Should  solder  up  the  rift. 

Ant,    When  it  appears  to  you  where  this  begins , 

Turn  your  displeasure  that  way ;  for  our  faults 

Can  never  be  so  equal ,  that  your  love 

Can  equally  move  with  them.    Provide  your  going ; 

Choose  your  own  company ,  and  command  what  cost 

Your  heart  has  mind  (o. 
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SCENE  V. 
The  Same.    Another  Room  in  the  Same. 
Enter  Enobarbus  and  Eros  ,  meeting, 
Eno,    How  now,  friend  Eros? 
Eros,    There- 's  strange  news  come ,  Sir. 
Eno.    What,  man? 

Eros.  Cssar  and  Lepidus  have  made  wars  upon  Pompey. 
Eno.  This  is  old :  what  is  the  success? 
Eros.  Cssar,  having  made  use  of  him  in  the  wars  'gainst 
Pompey,  presently  denied  him  rivality,  would  not  let  him  partake 
io  the  glory  of  the  action ;  and  not  resting  here ,  accuses  him  of 
letters  he  had  formerly  wrote  to  Pompey;  upon  his  own  appeal, 
seizes  him :  so  the  poor  third  is  up ,  till  death  enlarge  his  confine. 

Eno.    Then ,  world ,  thou  hast  a  pair  of  chaps ,  no  more ; 
Aod  throw  between  them  all  the  food  thou  hast. 
They  '11  grind  each  other.    Where  is  Antony? 

Eros.    He  *s  walking  in  the  garden  —  thus ;  and  spurns 
The  rush  that  lies  before  him ;  cries ,  *'  Fool ,  Lepidus ! " 
Aod  threats  the  throat  of  that  his  officer , 
That  murder'd  Pompey. 
Eno.  Our  great  navy's  rigg'd . 

Eros.    For  Italy ,  and  Caesar.    More ,  Domitius ; 
My  lord  desires  you  presently :  my  news 
I  might  have  told  hereafter. 

Eno.  'T  will  be  naught ; 

But  let  it  be.  —  Bring  me  to  Antony. 
Eros.    Come,  Sir.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  VI. 

Rome.    A  Room  in  Ci^sar's  House. 

Enter C^sjlk,  Agrippa,  andMECMJUAS. 

Cms,    Contemning  Rome ,  he  has  done  all  this ,  and  more, 

Iq  Alexandria :  here 's  the  manner  of  it. 

^' the  market-place,  on  a  tribunal  silver'd , 
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Cleopatra  and  himself  in  chairs  of  gold 
Were  publicly  enthroned :  at  the  feet  sat 
Cssarion ,  whom  they  call  my  father's  son , 
And  all  the  unlawfiil  issue ,  that  their  lust 
Since  then  hath  made  between  them.    Unto  her 
He  gave  the  Establishment  of  Egypt;  made  her 
Of  lower  Syria,  Cyprus,  Lydia, 
Absolute  queen. 

Mec,  This  in  the  public  eye  ? 

CcB8,    V  the  common  show-place ,  where  they  exercise. 
His  sons  he  there  proclaimed ,  the  kings  of  kings : 
Great  Media,  Parthia,  and  Armenia, 
He  gave  to  Alexander :  to  Ptolemy  he  assigned 
Syria,  Cilieia,  and  Phoenicia.    She 
In  the  habiliments  of  the  goddess  Isis 
That  day  appeared ;  and  oft  before  gave  audience , 
As 't  is  reported ,  so. 

Mec.  Let  Rome  be  thus 

Informed. 

Agr,      Who,  queasy  with  his  insolence 
Already ,  will  their  good  thoughts  call  from  him. 

CcBs,    The  people  know  it;  and  have  now  receiv'd 
His  accusations. 

Agr.  Whom  does  he  accuse  ? 

CcBs.    Caesar ;  and  that ,  having  in  Sicily 
Sextus  Pompeius  spoil'd ,  we  had  not  rated  him 
His  part  o'  the  isle :  then  does  he  say ,  he  lent  mc 
Some  shipping  unrestor'd :  lastly ,  he  frets , 
That  Lepidus  of  the  triumvirate 
Should  be  depos'd;  and,  being  that,  we  detain 
All  his  revenue. 

Agr.  Sir,  this  should  be  answer'd. 

CcBs.    'T  is  done  already ,  and  the  messenger  gone. 
I  have  told  him ,  Lepidus  was  grown  too  cruel; 
That  he  his  high  authority  abus'd , 
And  did  deserve  his  change  *  for  what  I  have  conquered , 
I  grant  bim  pari ;  but  then ,  iu  Vv\s  KitiitTAa. , 
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knd  other  of  his  conquer*d  kingdoms ,  I 
)emaDd  the  like. 

Mec,  He  '11  never  yield  to  that. 

C(Bs,    Nor  must  not,  then,  be  yielded  to  in  this. 

Enter  Octavia  ,  withlher  7V*am. 

Oct.    Hail,  Cssar,  and  my  lord!  hail,  most  dear  Cssar! 

CcBs.    That  ever  I  should  call  thee  cast-away ! 

Oct,    You  have  not  caird  me  so ,  nor  have  you  cause. 

Cobs.    Why  have  you  stol'n  upon  us  thus?    You  come  not 
Like  Cssar's  sister :  the  wife  of  Antony 
Should  have  an  army  for  an  usher,  and 
The  neighs  of  horse  to  tell  of  her  approach , 
Long  ere  she  did  appear ;  the  trees  by  the  way , 
Should  have  borne  men ,  and  expectation  fainted , 
Longing  for  what  it  had  not;  nay,  the  dust 
Should  have  ascended  to  the  roof  of  heaven , 
Rais'd  by  your  populous  troops.    But  you  are  come 
Amarket^maid  to  Rome ,  and  have  prevented 
The  ostentation  of  our  love ,  which ,  left  unshown 
Is  often  left  unlov'd :  we  should  have  met  you 
By  sea  and  land ,  supplying  every  stage 
With  an  augmented  greeting. 

Oct,  Good  my  lord , 

To  come  thus  was  I  not  constrain*d ,  but  did  it 
On  my  free-will.    My  lord,  Mark  Antony, 
Hearing  that  you  prepar'd  for  war,  acquainted 
My  grieved  ear  withal;  whereon,  Ibegg'd 
His  pardon  for  return. 

Cops,  Which  soon  he  granted , 

Being  an  obstruct  'tween  his  lust  and  him. 

Oct,    Do  not  say  so ,  my  lord. 

Cws,  I  have  eyes  upon  him , 

^d  his  affairs  come  to  me  on  the  wind. 
Where  is  he  now? 

Oct,  My  lord,  in  Athens. 

C/Fs,    No,  zn/iDos*  wronged  sister;  Cleoi^aVta. 
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Hath  nodded  him  to  her :  he  hath  given  his  empire 

Up  to  a  whore ;  who  now  are  levying 

The  kings  o'  the  earth. for  war.    He  hath  assembled 

Bocchus,  the  Icing  of  Lybia;  Archelaus, 

OfCappadocia;  Philadelphos ,  king 

OfPaphlagonia;  the Thracian  king,  Adallas: 

King  Makhas  of  Arabia ;  king  of  Pont ; 

Herod  of  Jewry;  Mithridates,  king 

Of  Comagene ;  Polemon  and  Amintas , 

The  kings  of  Mede ,  and  Lycaonia , 

With  a  more  larger  list  of  sceptres. 

Oct,  Ah  me,  most  wretched , 

That  have  my  heart  parted  betwixt  two  friends , 
That  do  afidict  each  other ! 

Coss.  Welcome  hither. 

Your  letters  did  withhold  our  breaking  forth , 
Till  we  perceiv'd ,  both  how  you  were  wrong  led , 
And  we  in  negligent  danger.    Cheer  your  heart . 
Be  you  not  troubled  with  the  time ,  which  drives 
O'er  your  content  these  strong  necessities ; 
But  let  determined  things  to  destiny 
Hold  unbewail'd  their  way.    Welcome  to  Rome ; 
Nothing  more  dear  to  me.    You  are  abus'd 
Beyond  the  mark  of  thought;  and  the  high  gods, 
To  do  you  justice ,  make  his  ministers 
Of  us  and  those  that  love  you.    Best  of  comfort ; 
And  ever  welcome  to  us. 

Agr,  Welcome,  lady. 

Mer,    Welcome,  dear  Madam. 
Each  heart  in  Rome  does  love  and  pity  you : 
Only  the  adulterous  Antony ,  most  large 
In  his  abominations,  turns  you  off, 
And  gives  his  potent  regiment  to  a  trull , 
That  noises  it  against  us. 

Oct.  Is  it  so.  Sir? 

CcBs.    Most  certain.    Sister,  welcome:  pray  you. 
Be  ever  known  to  patience.    ^^  dew^^V.  sA&v«t\  ^Ex«i/j 
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SCENE    VII. 

Aktont's  Camp ,  near  the  Promontory  of  Actiara. 

Enter  Cleopatra  and  Enobarbcs. 

Cleo,    I  will  be  even  with  thee ,  doubt  it  not. 

Eno.    But  why,  why,  why? 

Cleo,    ThOQ  hast  forspoke  my  being  in  these  wars , 
Andsay'st,  it  is  not  fit. 

Eno.  Well,  is  it,  is  it? 

Cleo.    If  not  denounc'd  against  us ,  why  should  not  we 
Be  there  in  person? 

Eno.  [Aside.^    Well,  I  could  reply:  — 
If  we  should  serve  with  horse  and  mares  together , 
the  horse  were  merely  lost;  the  mares  would  bear 
A  soldier,  and  his  horse. 

Cleo.  What  is  *t  you  say? 

Eno.    Your  presence  needs  must  puzzle  Antony ; 
Take  from  his  heart ,  take  from  his  brain ,  from  's  time , 
^hat  should  not  then  be  spared.    He  is  already 
t'raduc'd  for  levity ;  and 't  is  said  in  Rome , 
^at  Photinus  an  eunuch ,  and  your  maids , 
Manage  this  war. 

Cleo,  Sink  Rome ;  and  their  tongues  rot , 

^bat  speak  against  us !    A  charge  we  bear  i'  the  war , 
^nd  as  the  president  of  my  kingdom  will 
appear  there  for  a  man.    Speak  not  against  it ; 
yfiU  not  stay  behind. 

Eno,  Nay,  I  have  done. 

Here  comes  the  emperor. 

Enter  Antont  and  Cahidius. 

Ant.  Is 't  not  strange ,  Canidius, 

Kliat  from  Tarentum ,  and  Brundusium , 
Be  could  so  quickly  cut  the  Ionian  sea , 
^d  take  in  Toryne?  —  You  have  heard  on 't ,  sweet? 

Cleo.    Celerity  is  never  more  admir'd , 
Hian  bjr  the  negligcDt. 
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Ant.  A  good  rebuke , 

Which  might  have  well  become  the  best  of  men , 
To  tauQt  at  slackness.  —  Canidius,  we 
Will  fight  with  him  by  sea. 

Cleo.  By  sea!    What  else? 

Can .    Why  will  my  lord  do  so  ? 

Ant»  For  that  he  dares  us  to 't. 

Eno,    So  hath  my  lord  dar'd  him  to  single  fight. 

Can,    Ay,  and  to  wage  this  battle  at  Pharsalia , 
Where  C»sar  fought  with  Pompey ;  but  these  ojQfers , 
Which  serve  not  for  his  vantage ,  he  shakes  off, 
And  so  should  you. 

Eno.  Your  ships  are  not  well  mann'd ; 

Your  mariners  are  muliters,  reapers,  people 
Ingross'd  by  swift  impress :  in  Caesar's  fleet 
Are  those ,  that  often  have  'gainst  Pompey  fought. 
Their  ships  are  yare ,  yours ,  heavy :  no  disgrace 
Shall  fall  you  for  refusing  htm  at  sea , 
Being  prepar'd  for  land. 

Ant.  By  sea,  by  sea. 

Eno.    Most  worthy  Sir ,  you  therein  throw  away 
The  absolute  soldiership  you  have  by  land ; 
Distract  your  army,  which  doth  most  consist 
Of  war-mark'd  footmen ;  leave  unexecuted 
Your  own  renowned  knowledge ;  quite  forego 
The  way  which  promises  assurance ,  and 
Give  up  yourself  merely  to  chance  and  hazard , 
From  firm  security. 

Ant.  I  '11  fight  at  sea. 

Cleo,    I  have  sixty  sails ,  Cssar  none  better. 

Ant.    Our  overplus  of  shipping  will  we  burn , 
And  with  the  rest ,  full-mann'd ,  from  the  head  of  Actium 
Beat  th'  approaching  Caesar :  but  if  we  fail , 

Enter  a  Messenger. 
We  thea  can  do  't  at  land.  — Th^  Viws\\i^s?>*l 
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Mess.    The  Dews  is  trae ,  my  lord;  he  is  descried ; 
ssar  has  taken  Toryne. 

Ant,    Can  he  be  there  in  person?  't  is  impossible ; 
trange,  that  his  power  should  be. —  Canidius, 
ur  nineteen  legions  thou  shalt  hold  by  land , 
Dd  our  twelve  thousand  horse :  we  '11  to  our  ship. 

Enter  a  Soldier, 
way,  my  Thetis !  —  How  now ,  worthy  soldier ! 

Sold,    0 ,  noble  emperor !  do  not  fight  by  sea ; 
rust  not  to  rotten  planks.    Do  you  misdoubt 
)iis  sword,  and  these  my  wounds?    Let  the  Egyptians , 
Qd  the  Phcenicians ,  go  a  ducking;  we 
&ve  used  to  conquer  standing  on  the  earth , 
ad  fighting  foot  to  foot. 

Ant.  Well,  well.—  Away! 

[Exeunt K'^ro'sr J  Cleopatra,  anc/EMOBARBUS. 

Sold.    By  Hercules,  I  think,  I  am  i' the  right. 

Can.    Soldier,  thou  art;  but  his  whole  action  grows 
>t  in  the  power  on 't :  so  our  leader 's  led , 
id  we  are  women's  men. 

Sold.  You  keep  by  land 

le  legions  and  the  horse  whole ,  do  you  not? 

Can,    Marcus  Octavius ,  Marcus  Justeius , 
tblicola ,  and  Cselius ,  are  for  sea ; 
tt  we  keep  whole  by  land .    This  speed  of  Caesar's 
irries  beyond  belief. 

Sold,  While  he  was  yet  in  Rome , 

is  power  went  out  in  such  distractions ,  as 
iguil'd  all  spies. 

Can.  Who  's  his  lieutenant,  hear  you? 

Sold.    They  say,  one  Taurus. 

Can.  Well  I  know  the  man. 

Enter  a  Messenger. 
Mess.    The  emperor  calls  Canidius. 
Can.    With  news  the  time 's  with  labour ;  and  throws l^\^!cL 
icb  minute  some.  \_^xe\i:iA* 

^11 
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SCENE   VIII. 
A  Plain  near  AcUam. 
Enter Cmsaa,  Taurus,  Officers,  andOthen. 
Cobs.    Taurus ! 
Taur.  Hylord. 

CcBs,  Strike  not  by  land ;  keepwhol6: 

Provoke  not  battle ,  till  we  bare  done  at  sea. 
Do  not  exceed  tbe  prescript  of  tbis  scroll : 
Our  fortune  lies  upon  tbis  jump.  {Extuialk. 

Enter  Antony  and  Enobarbus. 
Ant,    Set  we  our  squadrons  on  yond*  side  o*  the  hill , 
In  eye  of  Caesar's  battle ;  from  which  place 
We  may  the  number  of  tbe  ships  behold , 
And  so  proceed  accordingly.  [Exewd. 

Enter  Canidius,  marching  with  his  Land  Army  one  fFay  over 
the  Stagey  amf  Taurus,  the  Lieutenant  of  C/esar  y  the  other 
fFay.  After  their  going  in,  is  heard  the  Noise  of  a  Star' 
Fight. 

Alarum,    Re-enter  E^obarbvs. 
Eno,    Naught,  naught,  all  naught!  I  can  behold  no  longer. 
The  Antoniad ,  the  Egyptian  admiral , 
With  all  their  sixty ,  fly ,  and  turn  the  rudder : 
To  see 't ,  mine  eyes  are  blasted. 

Enter  Scarus. 

Scar,  Gods ,  and  goddesses , 

All  the  whole  synod  of  them ! 

Efio,  What 's  thy  passion  ? 

Scar.    The  greater  cantle  of  the  world  is  lost 
With  very  ignorance :  we  have  kiss'd  away 
Kingdoms  and  provinces. 

Eno.  ,  How  appears  the  fight? 

Scar.    Od  out  side  like  l\ie  loiWetJ d  ^^sv.\\wiRA , 
'Aero  death  is  sure.     Yond*  tibaVA-iVd  w^%  q^'8.%^^\.  ^ 
^"^m leprosy  o'ertake!  V  tYiem\ds,xo'  v\v^^\^v.>— 
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"When  Tanlage  like  a  pair  of  twins  appeared , 
Both  as  the  same ,  or  rather  ours  the  elder ;  — 
The  brize  upoD  her  like  a  cow  in  June , 
fioists  sails ,  and  flies. 

Eno.  That  I  beheld : 

mine  eyes  did  sicken  at  the  sight,  and  coald  not 
Endure  a  further  view. 

Scar.  She  once  being  loof'd , 

The  noble  ruin  of  her  magic ,  Antony, 
Olaps  on  his  sea-wing ,  and  like  a  doting  mallard , 
X^eaving  the  fight  in  height ,  flies  after  her. 
X  never  sa'W  an  action  of  such  shame : 
Experience,  manhood,  honour,  ne'er  before 
Sid  violate  so  itself. 

Eno.  Alack,  alack! 

Enter  Ganidius. 

Can.    Our  fortune  on  the  sea  is  out  of  breath , 
-Ajid  sinks  most  lamentably.    Had  our  general 
Keen  what  he  knew  himself,  it  had  gone  well : 
C>!  he  has  given  example  for  our  flight , 
l^ost  grossly ,  by  his  own. 

Eno.    Ay,  are  you  thereabouts?  Why  then,  goodnight 
Indeed. 

Can.    Towards  Peloponnesus  are  they  fled. 
Scar.    *T  is  easy  to  't ;  and  there  I  will  attend 
^Hnat  farther  comes. 

Can.  To  Caesar  will  I  render 

My  legions ,  and  my  horse :  six  kings  already 
Show  me  the  way  of  yielding. 

Eno.  I  *\\  yet  follow 

The  wounded  chance  of  Antony ,  though  my  reason 
Sits  in  the  wind  against  me. 

[Exeunt. 
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SCENE      IX. 

Alexandria.    A'Room  in  the  Palace. 

Enter  Antony  ,  and  Attendants, 

Ant.    Hark !  the  land  bids  me  tread  no  more  upon  't; 
It  is  asham'd  to  bear  me.  —  Friends ,  come  hither , 
I  am  so  lated  in  the  world ,  that  I 
Have  lost  my  way  for  ever.  —  I  have  a  ship 
Laden  with  gold ;  take  that ,  divide  it ;  fly , 
And  make  your  peace  with  Caesar. 

Att.  Fly!  not  we. 

Ant.    I  have  fled  myself,  and  have  instructed  cowards 
To  run ,  and  show  their  shoulders.  —  Friends ,  be  gone ; 
I  have  myself  resolv'd  upon  a  course , 
Which  has  no  need  of  you ;  be  gone : 
My  treasure  *s  in  the  harbour,  take  it.  —  0 ! 
I  folio w'd  that  I  blush  to  look  upon : 
My  very  hairs  do  mutiny ;  for  the  white 
Reprove  the  brown  for  rashness ,  and  they  them 

For  fear  and  doting Friends,  begone:  you  shall 

Have  letters  from  me  to  some  friends ,  that  will 

Sweep  your  way  for  you.    Pray  you ,  look  not  sad , 

Nor  make  replies  of  lothness :  take  the  hint 

Which  my  despair  proclaims ;  let  that  be  left 

Which  leaves  itself:  to  the  sea  side  straightway : 

I  will  possess  you  of  that  ship  and  treasure. 

Leave  me ,  I  pray,  a  little ;  *pray  you  now :  — 

Nay,  do  so;  for,  indeed,  I  have  lost  command , 

Therefore,  I  pray  you.    I '11  see  you  by  and  by.  [Sits  down. 

Enter  Eros  f  amf  Cleopatra  ,  led  by  Chjlr^ia'^  ,  and  Iras. 
Eros.    Nay,  gentle  Madam,  to  him;  comfort  him. 
Iras,    Do,  most  dear  queen. 
Char.    Do!  Why,  what  else? 
Cleo.    Let  me  sit  down.    O  Juno ! 
j4nt.    No,  no,  no,  no,  no. 
j^ros.    See  you  here,  Sir^ 
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ArU.    Ofie,  fie,  fie! 

Char.    Madam, — 

Iras.    Madam :  0  good  empress !  — 

Eros.    Sir,  Sir, — 

Ant.    Yes ,  my  lord ,  yes.  —  He ,  at  Philippi ,  kept 
His  sword  e*en  like  a  dancer ,  while  I  struck 
The  lean  and  wrinkled  Cassius ;  and  't  was  I 
Tiiat  the  mad  Brutus  ended :  he  alone 
Dealt  on  lieutenantry ,  and  no  practice  had 
Id  the  brave  squares  of  war ;  yet  now  —  No  matter. 

Cleo.    Ah!  standby. 

Eros.    The  queen,  my  lord,  the  queen. 

Iras.    Go  to  him ,  Madam ,  speak  to  him : 
He  is  unqualitied  with  very  shame. 

Cleo.    Well  then ,  —  sustain  me :  —  O ! 

Eros.    Most  noble  Sir,  arise;  the  queen  approaches : 
Her  head  *s  declin'd ,  and  death  will  seize  her ;  but 
Your  comfort  makes  the  rescue. 

Ant.    I  have  offended  reputation ; 
A  most  unnoble  swerving. 

Eros.  Sir,  the  queen. 

Ant.    0!  whither  hast  thou  led  me ,  Egypt?    See, 
Howl  convey  my  shame  out  of  thine  eyes. 
By  looking  back  what  I  have  left  behind 
'Stroy'd  in  dishonour. 

Cleo.  O  my  lord,  my  lord! 

Forgive  my  fearful  sails :  I  little  thought , 
You  would  have  follow'd. 

Ant.  Egypt*  thou  knew*st  too  well , 

My  heart  was  to  thy  rodder  tied  by  the  strings , 
And  thou  should'st  tow  me  after :  o'er  my  spirit 
f  he  fall  supremacy  thou  knew'st ,  and  that 
f  hy  beck  might  from  the  bidding  of  the  gods 
Command  me. 

Cleo.  0,  my  pardon! 

Ant.  Now  I  must 

To  WiBjouagmaa  send  bumble  treaties ,  dodge 
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And  palter  in  the  shifts  of  lowness ,  who 
With  half  the  bulk  o'  the  world  play'd  as  I  pleas'd, 
Making,  and  marring  fortunes.    You  did  know, 
How  much  you  were  my  conqueror;  and  that 
My  sword,  made  weak  by  my  alTection ,  would 
Obey  it  on  all  cause. 

Cleo.  Pardon,  pardon! 

Ant.    Fall  not  a  tear ,  I  say :  one  of  them  rates 
All  that  is  won  and  lost.     Give  me  a  kiss ; 
Even  this  repays  me.  —  We  sent  our  schoolmaster; 
Is  he  come  back?  —  Love ,  I  am  full  of  lead.  — 
Some  wine ,  within  there ,  and  our  viands  1  —  Fortune  km 
We  scorn  her  most  when  most  she  offers  blows.  [i 

SCENE  X. 

CiESAR's  Gamp  in  Egypt. 
Enter  Caesar,  Dolabella,  Thtrbus,  and  Othet 
Cass,    Let  him  appear  that 's  come  from  Antony.  — 
Know  yau  him? 

DoL  Caesar,  H  is  his  schoolmaster  r 

An  argument  that  he  is  pluck'd ,  when  hither 
He  sends  so  poor  a  pinion  of  his  wing , 
Which  had  supA'fluous  kings  for  messengers^ 
Kot  many  moons  gone  by. 

Enter  EupHR029rus. 
Cobs.  Approach,  and  speak. 

Eup,    Such  as  I  am ,  I  come  from  Antony : 
I  was  of  late  as  petty  to  his  ends , 
As  is  the  morn-dew  on  the  myrtle  leaf 
To  his  grand  sea. 

Cass,  Be  it  so.    Declare  thine  office. 

Eup.    Lord  of  his  fortunes  he  salutes  thee ,  and 
Requires  to  \i\ii  in  Egypt-,  ^'\v\c\iTiol%Tw\led  ^ 
He  lessens  his  requests ,  and  to  W^  sw^"5> 
To  let  him  breathe  between  t\i^\i^^N^^'5»^^^^«^^> 
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A  private  man  in  Athens :  this  for  him. 
Next,  Cleopatra  does  confess  thy  greatness. 
Submits  her  to  thy  might ,  and  of  thee  craves 
The  circle  of  the  Ptolemies  for  her  heirs , 
Now  hazarded  to  thy  grace. 

C(B8.  For  Antony, 

I  have  00  ears  to  his  request.    The  qneen 
Of  audience,  nor  desire,  shall  fail;  so  she 
From  Egypt  drive  her  all-disgraced  friend , 
Or  take  his  life  there :  this  if  she  perform , 
She  shall  not  sue  unheard.    So  to  them  both. 

Eup.    Fortune  pursue  thee ! 

Cms,  Bring  him  through  the  bands. 

[Exit  EUPHRONIUS. 

To  try  thy  eloquence ,  now  *t  is  time ;  despatch. 

From  Antony  win  Cleopatra :  promise,  [roTHTRRUs. 

And  in  our  name ,  what  she  requires ;  add  more , 

From  thine  invention ,  offers.    Women  are  not 

In  their  best  fortunes  strong ,  but  want  will  perjure 

Xhe  ne'er-touch 'd  vestal.    Try  thy  cunning,  Thyreos; 

Alake  thine  own  edict  for  thy  pains ,  which  we 

^Vill  answer  as  a  law. 

Thyr,  Caesar,  I  go. 

Cobs,    Observe  how  Antony  becomes  his  flaw , 
And  what  thou  think'st  his  very  action  speaks 
In  every  power  that  moves. 

Ihyr,  Caesar,  I  shall.  [ExeunU 

SCENE  XI. 
Alexandria.    A  Room  in  the  Palace, 
^wfcr  Cleopatra,  Enobarbus,  Charmian,  anrflRAs. 
Cleo.    What  shall  we  do ,  Enobarbus? 
^710.  Think,  and  die. 

Cleo.     Is  Antony ,  or  we ,  in  fault  for  this? 
Eno.    Antony  only ,  that  would  make  his  will 
Xord  of  his  reason.    What  though  you  Qed 
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From  that  great  face  of  war ,  whose  aeveral  ranges 
Frighted  each  other,  why  should  he  follow? 
The  itch  of  his  affection  should  not  then 
Have  nick'd  his  captainship ;  at  such  a  point, 
When  half  to  half  the  world  oppos'd ;  he  being 
The  mered  question.    'T  was  a  shame  no  less 
Than  was  his  loss ,  to  course  your  flying  flags , 
And  leave  his  navy  gazing. 

Cleo»  Pr*ythee,  peace. 

Enter  Antony  ,  with  Euphronius. 

j4nt.    Is  that  his  answer? 

Eup.    Ay,  my  lord. 

Ant.    The  queen  shall  then  have  courtesy ,  so  she 
Will  yield  us  up. 

Eup.  He  says  so. 

A?U.  Let  her  know  it.  — 

to  the  boy  Gssar  send  this  grizled  head, 
And  he  will  fill  thy  wishes  to  the  brim 
With  principalities. 

Cleo.  That  head,  my  lord? 

Ant.    To  him  again.    Tell  him ,  he  wears  the  rose 
Of  youth  upon  him,  from  which  the  world  should  note         , 
Something  particular :  his  coin,  ships,  legions. 
May  be  a  coward's ;  whose  ministers  would  prevail 
Under  the  service  of  a  child ,  as  soon 
As  i'  the  command  of  Cssar :  I  dare  him ,  therefore , 
To  lay  his  gay  comparisons  apart. 
And  answer  me  declin'd ;  sword  against  sword , 
Ourselves  alone.    I '11  write  it:  follow  me. 

[Exeunt  Antony  «nrf  Ecphrom 

Eno.    Yes,  like  enough,  high-battled  Cssar  will 
Unstate  his  happiness ,  and  be  stag'd  t'  the  show 
Against  a  sworder.  —  I  see,  men's  judgments  are 
A  parcel  of  their  fortunes ;  and  things  outward 
Do  draw  the  inward  quality  after  them , 
To  suffer  all  alike.    That  be  sboxAd  ^\%^m  ^ 
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Koowiofaniiieasarw,  the  ftill  tesar  will 

Answer  his  emptiness!  —  Cssar,  tboa  hast  sobda'd 

ffis  jidgment  too. 

Enter  an  Attendant. 

Att.  A  messenger  from  Cesar. 

Cko.    What  no  more  ceremony?  —  See,  my  women!  — 
Agiiost  the  blown  rose  may  they  stop  their  nose , 
Iktkneel'd  anto  the  buds.  ~  Admit  him,  Sir. 
Eno,    Mine  honesty  and  I  begin  to  square.  lAside, 

I     ^  loyalty  well  held  to  fools  does  make 
m     Onrfaith  mere  folly;  yet  he,  that  can  endure 
f     ^0  follow  with  allegiance  a  fallen  lord , 
f     ^oes  conquer  him  that  did  his  master  conquer , 
f     A^  earns  a  place  i'  the  story. 

I  Enter  Tbtrbus. 

I  Cleo.  Cfisar*swill7 

Thyr,    Hear  it  apart. 

Geo.  None  but  friends :  say  boldly. 

Tkyr.    So,  haply,  are  they  friends  to  Antony. 

Eno.    He  needs  as  many,  Sir,  asCssarhas, 
^rneedsnotus.    If  Cesar  please ,  our  master 
^^ill  leap  to  be  his  friend:  for  us,  you  know, 
^Vhoseheis,  we  are,  and  that 's  Cesar's. 

2%yr.  So.  — 

^^liosthen,  thou  most  renown*d:  Cssar  entreats , 
^«t  to  consider  in  what  case  thou  stand'st, 
farther  than  he  is  Cosar's. 

Cleo.  Goon:  right  royal. 

Tkyr.    He  knows,  that  you  embrace  not  Antony 
-^^  you  did  love ,  but  as  you  fear'd  him. 

Cleo.  0! 

Thyr.    The  scars  upon  your  honour ,  therefore,  he 
^oes  pitj ,  as  constrained  blemishes , 
^otasdeserv'd. 

Cleo.  Be  ia  a  god,  and  knows 
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What  is  most  right.    Mine  honour  was  not  yielded , 
But  conquer'd  merely. 

Eno.  [yiside.]  To  be  sure  of  that , 

I  will  ask  Antony.  —  Sir,  Sir,  thou 'rt  so  leaky , 
That  we  must  leave  thee  to  thy  sinking ,  for 
Thy  dearest  quit  thee.  [Exit  E^ obai 

Thyr.  Shall  I  say  to  Cssar 

What  you  require  of  him?  for  he  partly  begs 
To  be  desir'd  to  give.    It  much  would  please  him , 
That  of  his  fortunes  you  should  make  a  staff 
To  lean  upon;  but  it  would  warm  his  spirits , 
To  hear  from  me  you  had  left  Antony , 
And  put  yourself  under  his  shroud, 
The  universal  landlord. 

Cleo,  What 's  your  name? 

Thyr.    My  name  is  Thyreus. 
.  Cleo,  Most  kind  messenger. 

Say  to  great  Caesar  this :  In  disputation 
1  kiss  his  conqu'ring  hand :  tell  him ,  I  am  prompt 
To  lay  my  crown  at 's  feet,  and  there  to  kneel : 
Tell  him ,  from  his  all-obeying  breath  I  hear 
The  doom  of  Egypt. 

Thyr,  'Tisyour  noblest  course. 

Wisdom  and  fortune  combating  together. 
If  that  the  former  dare  but  what  it  can , 
No  chance  may  shake  it.     Give  me  grace  to  lay 
My  duty  on  your  hand. 

Cleo,  Your  Caesar's  father  oft , 

WUien  he  hath  rous*d  of  taking  kingdoms  in, 
Bestow'd  his  lips  on  that  unworthy  place , 
As  it  rain'd  kisses. 


Re-enter  Antony  and  Enobarbus. 

y4nt.  Favours ,  by  Jove  that  thunders !  — 

What  art  thou,  fellow? 

7%/*.  One ,  llial  but  !^«forms 
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Ibe  bidding  of  the  fullest  man ,  and  worthiest 
To  have  command  obey'd. 

Eno,  You  vill  be  ^irhipp'd. 

M,    Approach,  there.  —  Ay,  you  kite!  —  Now  gods  and 
devils ! 
Authority  melts  from  me :  oflate,  ^vhenlcry'd,  **ho!" 
like  boys  unto  a  muss ,  kings  would  start  forth , 
And  cry ,  *  *  Your  will  ?  *'  Have  you  no  ears  ?    I  am 

Enter  Attendants, 
AfltoDy  yet.    Take  hence  this  Jack ,  and  whip  him. 

Eno,    ' T  is  better  playing  with  a  lion's  whelp , 
Than  with  an  old  one  dying. 

Ant,  Moon  and  stars ! 

^hip  him.  —  Were 't  twenty  of  the  greatest  tributaries 
That  do  acknowledge  Cssar ,  should  1  Gnd  them 
3o  saucy  with  the  hand  of —  she  here ,  what 's  her  name , 
5ince  she  was  Cleopatra?  —  Whip  him ,  fellows , 
nil ,  like  a  boy ,  you  see  him  cringe  his  face , 
M  whine  aloud  for  mercy.    Take  him  hence. 

Thyr,    Mark  Aniony ,  — 

Ant,  Tug  him  away:  being  whipp'd , 

(ring  him  again.  —  The  Jack  of  Caesar*s  shall 
lear  us  an  errand  to  him.  —         [Exeunt  Attend,  with  Thtrkus. 
'oa  were  half  blasted  ere  1  knew  you :  ha ! 
lave  I  my  pillow  left  unpress'd  in  Rome , 
'orborne  the  getting  of  a  lawful  race , 
indby  agem  ofwomen,  to  be  abused 
(yone  that  looks  on  feeders? 

Cleo .  Good  my  lord ,  — 

Ant.    You  have  been  a  boggier  ever :  — 
^at  when  we  in  our  yiciousness  grow  hard , 
0  misery  on  *t !)  the  wise  gods  seel  our  eyes , 
Qonr  own  filth  drop  our  clear  judgments;  make  us 
^dore  our  errors ;  laugh  at  us ,  while  we  strut 
lO  our  confusion. 

Cleo,  0 1  is  it  come  to  this? 
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Ant,    I  found  you  as  a  morsel ,  cold  upon 
Dead  Cssar's  trencher;  nay,  you  were  a  fragment 
Of  Cneius  I^ompey's ;  besides  what  hotter  hours, 
Unregister*d  in  vulgar  fame ,  you  have 
Luxuriously  pick' d  out ;  for,  I  am  sure, 
Though  you  can  guess  what  temperance  should  be , 
You  know  not  what  it  is. 

Cleo.  Wherefore  is  this? 

Anf,    To  let  a  fellow  that  will  take  rewards , 
And  say,  **  God  quit  you!"  be  familiar  with 
My  playfellow ,  your  hand;  this  kingly  seal , 
And  plighter  of  high  hearts !  —  0 !  that  I  were 
Upon  the  hill  of  Basan ,  to  outroar 
The  horned  herd ,  for  I  have  savage  cause ; 
And  to  proclaim  it  civilly  were  like 
A  halter'd  neck,  which  does  the  hangman  thank 
For  being  yare  about  him.  — 

Re-enter  Attendants^  with  Thtreus. 
Ishe  whipp'd? 

1  Att,    Soundly ,  my  lord. 

Ant,  Cry'd  he?  and  begg'd  he  pardon? 

1  Att,    He  did  ask  favour. 

Ant,    If  that  thy  father  live ,  let  him  repent 
Thou  wast  not  made  his  daughter ;  and  be  thou  sorry 
To  follow  Cassar  in  his  triumph,  since 
Thou  hast  been  whipp'd  for  following  him :  henceforth , 
The  white  hand  of  a  lady  fever  thee ; 
Shake  thou  to  look  on  't.  —  Get  thee  back  to  C»sar , 
Telihim  thy  entertainment:  look,  thou  say, 
He  makes  me  angry  with  him ;  for  he  seems 
Proud  and  disdainful ,  harping  on  what  I  am , 
Not  what  he  knew  I  was.    He  makes  me  angry, 
And  at  this  time  most  easy  H  is  to  do  *i , 
When  my  good  stars ,  that  were  my  former  guides , 
Have  empty  left  their  orbs ,  and  shot  their  fires 
lato  ibe  abysm  of  hell.    lt\ie  imsVVVLt 
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ly  speech,  and  what  is  done ,  teilhim,  he  has 

lipparchns,  my  enfranchised  bondman ,  whom 

tie  may  at  pleasure  whip,  or  hang,  or  torture, 

4s he  shall  like,  to  quit  me.    Urge  it  thou: 

Hence,  with  thy  stripes !  begone!  lExitTuTtLEV»» 

Cleo,    Have  you  done  yet? 

AnJt»  Alack!  our  terrene  moon 

Is  now  eclips'd ,  and  it  portends  alone 
The  fidl  of  Antony. 

CUo,  I  must  stay  his  time. 

Ant,    To  flatter  Cssar ,  would  you  mingle  eyes 
With  one  that  ties  his  points? 

Cleo,  Not  know  me  yet? 

Ant,    Cold-hearted  toward  me? 

Cleo,  Ah,  dear!  iflbeso. 

From  my  cold  heart  let  heaven  engender  hail , 
And  poison  it  in  the  source ,  and  the  Grst  stone 
Drop  in  my  neck :  asit.determines,  so 
Dissolve  my  life !    The  next  Cssarion  smite , 
Till  by  degrees  the  memory  of  my  womb , 
Together  with  my  brave  Egyptians  all , 
By  the  discandying  of  this  pelleted  storm , 
Lie  graveless ,  till  the  flies  and  gnats  of  Nile 
Have  buried  them  for  prey ! 

Ant,  I  am  satisfied. 

Cesar  sits  down  in  Alexandria ,  where 
I  will  oppose  his  fate.    Our  force  by  land 
H«th  nobly  held ;  our  severed  navy ,  too , 
H«ve  knit  again ,  and  fleet ,  threatening  most  sealike. 
Where  hast  thou  been ,  my  heart?  —  Dost  thou  hear ,  lady? 
If  from  the  field  I  shall  return  once  more 
To  kiss  these  lips ,  I  will  appear  in  blood ; 
I  end  my  sword  will  earn  our  chronicle : 
There 's  hope  in 't  yet. 

Cleo.  That 's  my  brave  lord ! 

Ant,    I  will  be  treble-sinew'd ,  hearted,  breath'd, 
^n^^ght  maliciously :  for  when  mine  hours 
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Were  nice  and  lucky,  men  did  ransom  lives 
Of  me  Tor  jests;  but  now,  I 'U  set  my  teeth , 
And  send  to  darkness  all  that  stop  me.  —  Come , 
Let  *s  have  one  other  gaudy  night.  —  Call  to  me 
All  my  sad  captains :  fill  our  bowls ;  once  more 
Let  *s  mock  the  midnight  bell. 

Cleo.  It  is  my  birthday : 

I  had  thought ,  to  have  held  it  poor ;  but  since  my  lord 
Is  Antony  again,  1  will  be  Cleopatra. 

Ant,    We  will  yet  do  well. 

Cleo.    Call  all  his  noble  captains  to  my  lord. 

Ant,    Do  so ,  we  *11  speak  to  them ;  aod  to-night  I  '11  force 
The  wine  peep  through  their  scars.  —  Come  on,  my  queen; 
There  *s  sap  in  't  yet.    The  next  time  I  do  fight , 
I  '11  make  death  love  me,  for  I  will  contend 
Even  with  his  pestilent  scythe. 

[A>cwnf  Antony,  Cleopatra,  and Attendai 

Eno,    Now  he '11  outstare  the  lightning.    Tobefanous, 
Is ,  to  be  frighted  out  of  fear;  and  in  that  mood , 
The  dove  will  peck  the  estridge :  and  I  see  still , 
A  diminution  in  our  captain's  brain 
Restores  his  heart.     When  valour  preys  on  reason, 
It  eats  the  sword  it  fights  with.    1  will  seek 
Some  way  to  leave  him.  [^' 


ACT  IV.     SCENE  I. 

Cesar's  Camp  at  Alexandria. 
Enter  CiESAR,   reading  a  Letter;  Agrippa,  BlECJiNAS, 
Others, 
Cobs.    He  calls  me  boy,  and  chides ,  as  he  had  power 
To  beat  me  out  of  Egypt ;  my  messenger 
He  hath  whipp'd  with  rods,  dares  me  to  personal  combat, 
Cmsar  to  Antony :  let  l\i«  o\d  t\x\&m\Vw^^  ^ 
/  have  many  other  wa^s  lo  Avft  ^  m^^xiVwa^  ^ 
Laugh  at  his  challenge. 


\ 
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Mee.  Cssar  must  think , 

Wheo  one  so  great  begins  to  rage ,  he 's  hunted 
Etcd  to  failing.    Give  him  no  breath ,  but  now 
MaJLe  boot  of  his  distraction.    Never  anger 
Made  good  guard  for  itself. 

CtBs.  Let  our  best  heads 

H.DOW,  that  to-morrow  the  last  of  many  battles 
We  mean  to  fight.    Within  our  files  there  are , 
Of  those  that  serv'd  Mark  Antony  but  late, 
Eoongh  to  fetch  him  in.     See  it  done ; 
^nd  feast  the  army :  we  have  store  to  do 't, 
And  they  have  earn'd  the  waste.    Poor  Antony !  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  II. 

Alexandria.    A  Room  in  the  Palace. 

Enter  Aiitont,  Cleopatra,  Enobarbus,  Charmian,  Iras, 
Albxas  ,  and  Others. 

Ant.    He  will  not  fight  with  me ,  Domitius. 

Eno.  No. 

Ant.    Why  should  be  not  ? 

Eno.    He  thinks ,  being  twenty  times  of  better  fortune , 
He  is  twenty  men  to  one. 

Ant.  To-morrow,  soldier, 

Bj  sea  and  land  I  'II  fight :  or  I  will  live , 
Or  bathe  my  dying  honour  in  the  blood 
Shall  make  it  live  again.    Woo  't  thou  fight  well  ? 

Eno.    I 'II  strike;  and  cry,  ''Take all." 

Ant.  Well  said ;  come  on.  — 

Call  forth  my  household  servants :  let 's  to-night 

Enter  Servants. 
Be  bounteous  at  our  meal.  —  Give  me  thy  hand , 
Thou  hast  been  rightly  honest ;  —  so  hast  thou ;  — 
Thou,  —  and  thou ,  —  and  thou :  —  you  have  serv'd  me  well , 
And  kings  have  been  your  fellows. 

Cleo.  WhalmeaxisVVLWl 
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Eno.    T  is  one  of  those  odd  tricks,  which  sorrow  shooi 
Out  of  the  mind. 

jint.  And  thoa  art  honest  too, 

I  wish ,  I  could  be  made  so  many  men , 
And  all  of  you  clapp'd  up  together  in 
An  Antony ,  that  I  might  do  you  senrice , 
So  good  as  you  have  done. 

Serv.  The  gods  foribid  I 

Ant.    Well,  my  good  fellows,  wait  on  me  to-night; 
Scant  not  my  cups ,  and  make  as  much  of  me , 
As  when  mine  empire  was  your  fellow  too, 
And  suffered  my  command. 

CUo,  What  does  he  mean  ? 

Eno.    To  make  his  followers  weep. 

Ant,  Tend  me  to-night; 

May  be ,  it  is  the  period  of  your  duty : 
Haply ,  you  shall  not  see  me  more ;  or  if, 
A  mangled  shadow :  perchance,  to-morrow 
You  'II  serve  another  master.    I  look  on  you , 
As  one  that  takes  his  leave.    Mine  honest  friends » 
I  turn  you  not  away;  but,  like  a  master 
Married  to  your  good  service ,  stay  till  death. 
Tend  me  to-night  two  hours,  I  ask  no  more , 
And  the  gods  yield  you  for 't  1 

Eno,  What  mean  you ,  Sir, 

To  give  them  this  discomfort?  Look ,  they  weep : 
And  I,  an  ass ,  am  onion-ey'd :  for  shame. 
Transform  us  not  to  women. 

Ant.  Ho,  ho,  ho! 

Now,  the  witch  take  me,  ifl  meant  it  thus. 
Grace  grow  where  those  drops  fall !  My  hearty  friends. 
You  take  me  in  too  dolorous  a  sense. 
For  I  spake  to  you  for  your  comfort;  did  desire  you 
To  burn  this  night  with  torches.    Know,  my  hearts, 
I  hope  well  of  to-morrow ;  and  will  lead  you , 
Where  rather  I  *11  expect  viclotVous  Wt^ , 


▲MXONT   AND    CLEOPATRA.  73 

llMndetlkandhoiMmr.    Let's  to  sapper;  come, 

Aod  drown  eonsideratioD.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  III; 
The  Same.    Before  the  Palace. 
Enter  Tioo  Soldiers ,  to  their  Guard, 
iSold,    Brother,  good  night  r  to-morrow  is  the  day. 
iSold.    It  will  determine  one  way:  fare  you  well. 
Heard  yoQ  of  nothing  strange  about  the  streets? 
Uold.    Nothing.    What  news? 
iSold,    Belike,  't  is  but  a  rumour.    Good  night  to  you. 
iSold.    WeU,  Sir,  goodnight. 

Enter  T\oo  other  Soldiers. 

2  Sold.    Soldiers ,  have  careful  watch. 
^Sold.    And  you.     Good  night ,  good  night. 

[Thejirst  Tivo  place  themselves  at  their  Posts. 
^Sold.    Here  we:  [rAcy/<iArc^/ieirPo*^*.]  and  if  to-morrow 
^Qr  navy  thrive ,  I  have  an  absolute  hope 
^  landmen  will  stand  up. 

3  Sold.  T  is  a  brave  army , 

^^  ttill  of  purpose.  [Music  qf  Hautboys  under  the  Stage. 

"^  Sold.    Peace!  what  noise? 
*  Sold.    List,  list! 
^Sold.    Hark! 
\Sold.    Music  r  the  air. 
^  Sold.    Under  the  earth. 
^  Sold.    It  signs  well ,  does  it  not? 
^Sold.    No. 

^  Sold.    Peace!  I  say.    What  should  this  mean? 
^Sold.    'T  is  the  god  Hercules,  whom  Antony  lov'd, 
^*>  leaves  him. 

j^    t  Sold.    Walk;  let 's  see  if  other  watchmen 
^  hear  what  we  do.  iThey  advance  to  another  Post* 

2  Sold.    How  now,  inastersl 
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Omnes,    How  now ! 

How  DOW !  do  your  hear  this? 

\_Speaking  together, 

1  Sold.  Ay;  Is  't  not  strange? 

^Sold,    Do  you  hear,  masters?  do  you  hear? 

1  Sold,    Follow  the  noise  so  far  as  we  have  quarter ; 

Let  *s  see  how  it  will  give  off. 

Omnes,  Content:  'T  is  strange.       [Exevxd, 

SCENE  IV. 

The  Same.    A  Room  in  the  Palace. 

Enter  At^tont,    and  Cleopatra;    Charmian,    and  Others, 

attending. 

Ant,    Eros!  mine  armour,  Eros! 

Cleo,  Sleep  a  little. 

Ant,    No,  my  chuck. —  Eros,  come;  mine  armour,  Eros! 
^nfcr  Eros,  with  Armour, 
Come ,  good  fellow,  put  thine  iron  on :  — 
If  fortune  be  not  ours  to-day ,  it  is 
Because  we  brave  her.  —  Come. 

Cleo,  Nay,  1 11  help  too. 

What 's  this  for? 

Ant,  Ah,  let  be,  let  be!  thou  art 

Thearmourer  ofmy  heart: —  false,  false;  this,  this. 

Cleo,    Sooth,  la!  I 'II  help    Thus  it  must  be. 

Ant,  Well,  well; 

We  shall  thrive  now.  —  Seest  thou ,  my  good  fellow? 
Go,  put  on  thy  defences. 

Eros,  Briefly,  Sir. 

Cleo,    Is  not  this  buckled  well ? 

Ant,  Rarely,  rarely: 

He  that  unbuckles  this ,  till  we  do  please 
To  doff 't  for  our  repose ,  shall  hear  a  storm.  — 
Thou  fumblest,  Eros ;  and  my  queen  's  a  squire 
More  tight  at  this,  than  thou.    Despatch.^-  O,  love! 
That  thou  couldst  see  my  wars  to-day ,  and  knew'st 
The  ropl  occupation  \  Ihon  sXiowXA'^X^^^. 
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Enter  an  armed  Soldier. 
4  workman  in  't.  —  Good  morrow  to  thee ;  welcome : 
Thou  look'st  like  him  that  knows  a  warlike  charge. 
To  business  that  we  love ,  we  rise  betime , 
A.nd  go  to  H  with  delight. 

Sold,  A  thousand,  Sir, 

Early  though 't  be ,  have  on  their  riveted  trim , 
A.nd  at  the  port  expect  you.  [Shout.     Trumpets  Jlownsh. 

Enter  Captains  y  and  Soldiers. 

Capt.    The  morn  is  fair. —  Good  morrow,  general. 

All.    Good  morrow,  general. 

Ant.  T  is  well  blown ,  lads. 

This  morning,  like  the  spirit  of  a  youth 
That  means  to  be  of  note ,  begins  betimes.  — 
So  so ;  come ,  give  me  that :  this  way ;  well  said. 
Fare  thee  well ,  dame:  whate'er  becomes  of  me, 
This  is  a  soldier's  kiss.     Rebukable ,  [Kisses  her. 

And  worthy  shameful  check  it  were,  to  stand 
On  more  mechanic  compliment:  I  '11  leave  thee 
Now,  like  a  man  of  steel. —  You,  that  will  fight , 
Follow  me  close ;  I  '11  bring  you  to 't.  —  Adieu. 

[^a;c?/wf  Antony,  Eros,  Officers  ^  and  Soldiers, 

Char.    Please  you ,  retire  to  your  chamber. 

Cleo.  Lead  me. 

He  goes  forth  gallantly.     That  he  and  Caesar  might 
Determine  this  great  war  in  single  fight! 
Then,  Antony, —  but  now, —  well,  on.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  V. 

Antony's  Camp  near  Alexandria. 

Trumpets  sound.    Enter  Xthtothy  and  Eros;  a  Soldier  meeting 
them. 

Sold.    The  gods  make  this  a  happy  day  to  Antony ! 

Ant.    Would  thou,  and  those  thy  scars ,  had  once  prevail'd 
To  make  me  Rght  at  land  I 
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Sold.  Hadst  thou  done  so , 

The  kiDgs  that  have  revolted ,  and  the  soldier 
That  has  this  morniDg  left  thee ,  would  have  still 
Followed  thy  heels. 

Afit.  Who 's  goue  this  momiog? 

Sold.  Who? 

One  ever  near  thee :  call  for  Enobarbus , 
He  shall  not  hear  thee ;  or  from  Cesar's  camp 
Say,  **  I  am  none  of  thine.'* 

Jnf.  What  say*st  thou  ? 

Sold.  -  Sir, 

He  is  with  Cssar. 

Eros.  Sir,  his  chests  and  treasure 

He  has  not  with  him. 

Ant.  Is  he  gone? 

Sold.  Most  certain. 

Ant.    Go,  Eros,  send  his  treasure  after;  doit: 
Detain  no  jot,  I  charge  thee.    Write  to  him 
(I  will  subscribe)  gentle  adieus ,  and  greetings : 
Say ,  that  I  wish  he  never  find  more  cause 
To  change  a  master.  —  O !  my  fortunes  have 
Corrupted  honest  men :  —  despatch.  —  Enobarbus !        lExeunt. 

SCENE  vr. 

Ci£SAR*s  Camp  before  Alexandria. 

Flourish.    Enter  CiGSAR ,  with  Agrippa  ,  Enobarbus  ,   and 
Others. 
C(B8.    Go  forth,  Agrippa,  and  begin  the  fight. 
Our  will  is ,  Antony  be  took  alive ; 
Make  it  so  known. 

Agr.    Cssar,  I  shall.  [£^d?tf  Agrippa. 

Cas.    The  time  of  universal  peace  is  near : 
Prove  this  a  prosperous  day,  the  three-nook'd  world 
Shall  bear  the  olive  freely. 
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Enter  a  Messenger, 

Mess,  Antony 

Is  come  into  the  fleld. 

Cms.  Gro,  charge  Agrippa. 

Plant  those  that  ha?e  revolted  in  the  van , 
That  Antony  may  seem  to  spend  his  fary 
Upon  himself.  [Exeunt  Casar  and  his  IVain, 

Eno,    AlexasdidreYolt,  and  went  to  Jewry  on 
Affairs  of  Antony ;  there  did  dissuade 
Great  Herod  to  incline  himself  to  Cssar , 
And  leave  his  master  Antony :  for  this  pains , 
Cassar  hath  hang'd  him.    Canidias,  and  the  rest 
That  fell  away ,  have  entertainment ,  but 
No  honourahle  trust.    I  have  done  ill , 
Of  which  I  do  accuse  myself  so  sorely, 
That  I  will  joy  no  more. 

Enter  a  Soldier  oif  CiBSAR's. 

Sold,  Enobarbus,  Antony 

Hath  after  thee  sent  all  thy  treasure ,  with 
His  bounty  overplus :  the  messenger 
Came  on  my  guard ,  and  at  thy  tent  is  now 
Unloading  of  his  mules. 

Eno*  I  give  it  you. 

Sold.    Mock  not,  Enobarbus. 
I  tell  you  true :  best  you  safd  the  bringer 
Out  of  the  host ;  I  must  attend  mine  office , 
Or  would  have  done 't  myself.    Your  emperor 
Continues  still  a  Jove.  \Exit  Soldier. 

Eno.    I  am  alone  the  villain  of  the  earth , 
And  feel  I  am  so  most.    O  Antony ! 
Thou  mine  of  bounty ,  how  would'st  thou  have  paid 
Ky  better  service ,  when  my  turpitude 
Thou  dost  so  crown  with  gold !    This  blows  my  heart : 
If  swift  thought  break  it  not,  a  swifter  mean 
Shall  outstrike  thought;  but  thought  will  do 't,  I  feel. 
I  fight  against  thee?  —  No :  I  will  go  seek 
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Some  ditch ,  wherein  to  die :  the  foui'st  best  Gts 

My  latter  part  of  life.  [Exit. 

SCENE  VII. 

Field  of  Battle  between  the  Camps. 
Alarum,    Drums  and  Trumpets.    Enter  Agrippa  ,  and  Others. 

Agr.    Retire ,  we  have  engag'd  ourselves  too  far. 
Caesar  himself  has  work ,  and  our  oppression 
Exceeds  what  we  expected.  [Exeunt. 

Alarum.    Enter  Antont  and  Scarus,  toounded. 

Scar.    0  my  brave  emperor ,  this  is  fought  indeed ! 
Had  we  done  so  at  first ,  we  had  driven  them  home 
With  clouts  about  their  heads. 

Ant.  Thou  bleed'st  apace. 

Scar.    I  had  a  wound  here  that  was  like  a  T , 
But  now 't  is  made  an  H. 

Ant.  They  do  retire. 

Scar.    We  '11  beat  'em  into  bench-holes.    I  have  yet 
Room  for  six  scotches  more. 

Enter  Eros. 

Eros.    They  are  beaten ,  Sir;  and  our  advantage  serves 
For  a  fair  victory. 

Scar.  Let  us  score  their  backs , 

And  snatch  'em  up,  as  we  take  hares ,  behind: 
'T  is  sport  to  maul  a  runner. 

Ant.  I  will  reward  thee 

Once  for  thy  sprightly  comfort ,  and  ten-fold 
For  thy  good  valour.    Come  Ihec  on. 

Scar,  I  '11  halt  after.        lExetmtm 

SCENE  VIII. 
Under  the  walls  of  Alexandria. 
Alarum.    Enter  Ai^iTOVY ,  marchings;  Scarus,  and  Forces. 
Ant.    We  have  beat  him  to  his  camp.    Run  one  before , 
And  let  the  queen  know  of  our  ^ests.  —  To-morrow , 
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Before  the  sun  shall  see  us ,  we  '11  spill  the  blood 
That  has  to-day  escaped.    I  thank  you  all , 
For  doughty-handed  are  you ;  and  have  fought 
Not  as  you  senr'd  the  cause ,  but  as  it  had  been 
Each  man*s  like  mine :  you  have  shown  all  Hectors. 
Enter  the  city ,  clip  your  wives ,  your  friends , 
Tell  them  your  feats ;  whilst  they  with  joyful  tears 
Wash  the  congealment  from  your  wounds ,  and  kiss 
The  honoured  gashes  whole.  —  Give  me  thy  hand : 

^n^er Cleopatra,  attended. 

To  this  great  fairy  I  '11  commend  thy  acts , 
Make  her  thanks  bless  thee.  —  O  thou  day  o'  the  world ! 
Chain  mine  arm'd  neck ;  leap  thou ,  attire  and  aU , 
Through  proof  of  harness  to  my  heart,  and  there 
Bide  on  the  pants  triumphing. 

Cleo.  Lord  of  lords! 

0  infinite  virtue !  com'st  thou  smiling  from 
The  world's  great  snare  uncaught? 

Ant.  My  nightiogale , 

We  have  beat  them  to  their  beds.    What ,  girl !  though  grey 
Do  something  mingle  with  our  younger  brown ;  yet  have  we 
A  brain  that  nourishes  our  nerves,  and  can 
Get  goal  for  goal  of  youth.    Behold  this  man ; 
Commend  unto  his  lips  thy  favouring  hand :  — 
Kiss  it ,  my  warrior :  —  he  hath  fought  to-day , 
As  if  a  god,  in  hate  of  mankind,  had 
Bestroy'd  in  such  a  shape. 

Cho.  I  '11  give  thee,  friend, 

An  armour  all  of  gold ;  it  was  a  king's. 

Ant    He  has  deserv'd  it,  were  it  carbuncled 
Like  holy  Phoebus'  car.  —  Give  me  thy  hand : 
Through  Alexandria  make  a  jolly  march ; 
D^r  our  hack'd  targets  like  the  men  that  owe  them. 
Had  our  great  palace  the  capacity 
To  camp  this  host ,  we  all  would  sup  together, 
And  drink  carouses  to  the  neit  day's  fate , 
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Which  promises  royal  peril.  —  Trumpeters , 

With  brazeo  din  blast  you  the  city's  ear; 

Make  mingle  with  our  rattliug  tabourines ; 

That  heaven  and  earth  may  strike  their  sounds  together , 

Applauding  our  approach.  [Exeu 

SCENE  IX. 

CiBSAR's  Camp. 

Sentinels  on  their  Post.    Enter  Emobarb  u  a . 

1  Sold.  If  ^e  be  not  relieT'd  within  this  hour. 
We  must  return  to  the  court  of  guard.  The  night 
Is  shiny,  and,  they  say,  we  shall  embattle 

By  the  second  hour  V  the  mom. 

^  Sold.  This  last  day  was 

A  shrewd  one  to  us. 

Eno.  O!  bear  me  witness ,  night, — 

3  Sold.    What  man  is  this  ? 

2  Sold.  Stand  close  9  and  list  him. 
Eno.    Be  witness  to  me ,  O  thou  blessed  moon ! 

When  men  revolted  shall  upon  record 
Bear  hateful  memory ,  poor  Enobarbus  did 
Before  thy  face  repent.  — 

iSold.  Enobarbus! 

3  Sold.  Peace ! 
Hark  farther. 

Eno.    O  sovereign  mistress  of  true  melancholy ! 
The  poisonous  damp  of  night  disponge  upon  me , 
That  life ,  a  very  rebel  to  my  will , 
May  hang  no  longer  on  me :  throw  my  heart 
Against  the  flint  and  hardness  of  my  fault. 
Which,  being  dried  with  grief ,  will  break  to  powder , 
And  finish  all  foul  thoughts.    O  Antony ! 
Nobler  than  my  revolt  is  infamous , 
Forgive  me  in  thine  own  particular; 
But  let  the  world  rank  me  m  te0s\At 
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imaster-4eaTer,  and  a  fugitive.  . 

0 Antony!  O Antony!  [Diet. 

%  Sold.    Let 's  speak  to  him. 
\Sold,    Let 'shear  him;  for  the  things  he  speaiss 
Hay  concern  Cssar. 

3  Sold.  Let 's  do  so.    But  he  sleeps. 

\Sold.    Swoons  rather;  for  so  bad  a  prayer  as  his 
Was  never  yet  for  sleep. 
%Sold,  Go  we  to  him. 

ZSold.    Awake,  Sir,  awake!  speak  to  us. 
%Sold.  Hear  you,  Sir? 

1  Sold.    The  hand  of  death  hath  raught  him.     Hark !    the 
drums  [Drums  qfar  off. 

Bemorely  wake  the  sleepers.  Let  us  bear  him 
Tothe  court  of  guard;  he  is  of  note:  our  hour 
Is  fully  out. 

ZSold.       Come  on,  then; 
He  may  recover  yet.  [Eweunt  with  tlie  body. 

SCENE  X. 
Between  the  two  Camps. 
Enter  Amtomt  and  Scarus,  with  Forces ,  marching. 
Ant.    Their  preparation  is  to-day  by  sea : 
We  please  them  not  by  land. 
Scar.  For  both,  my  lord. 

Ant.    I  would ,  they  'd  fight  i'  the  fire ,  or  i'  the  air ; 
We  'd  fight  there  too.    But  this  it  is :  our  foot 
Upon  the  hills  adjoining  to  the  city 
Shall  stay  with  us  (order  for  sea  is  given , 
^ey  have  put  forth  the  haven) 
Where  their  appointment  we  may  best  discover, 
And  look  on  their  endeavour.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  CmsjiK,  and  his  Forces ,  marching. 
Cms,    But  being  charg'd ,  we  will  be  still  by  land , 
Which,  as  I  take 't,  weshaii;  for  his  best  torte 
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Is  forth  to  man  his  galleys.    To  the  vales , 

And  hold  our  best  advantage !  [Ex 

Re-enter  Antony  and  Scarus. 

Ant    Yet  they  are  not  join'd.    Where  yond*  pine  does  s! 
I  shall  discover  all :  I  '11  bring  thee  word 
Straight,  how 't  is  like  to  go.  [ 

Scar.  Swallows  have  built 

In  Cleopatra's  sails  their  nests :  the  augnries 
Say,  they  know  not,  —  they  cannot  tell ;  —  look  grimly, 
And  dare  not  speak  their  knowledge.    Antony 
Is  valiant,  and  dejected;  and  by  starts 
His  fretted  fortunes  give  him  hope,  and  fear. 
Of  what  he  has ,  and  has  not. 

[Alarum  afar  off,  as  at  a  Sea-l 

Re-enter  At«tont. 
Ant.  All  is  lost! 

This  foul  Egyptian  hath  betrayed  me : 
My  fleet  hath  yielded  to  the  foe ;  and  yonder 
They  cast  their  caps  up ,  and  carouse  together 
Like  friends  long  lost.  —  Triple-turn'd  whore !  *t  is  thou 
Hast  sold  me  to  this  novice ,  and  my  heart 
Makes  only  wars  on  thee.  —  Bid  them  all  fly; 
For  when  I  am  reveng'd  upon  my  charm , 
I  have  done  all.  —  Bid  them  all  fly ;  be  gone.  [Exit  Sc 

O  sun !  thy  uprise  shall  I  see  no  more : 
Fortune  and  Antony  part  here ;  even  here 
Do  we  shake  hands.  —  All  come  to  this?  —  The  hearts 
That  spaniel'd  me  at  heels ,  to  whom  I  gave 
Their  wishes,  dodiscandy,  melt  their  sweets 
On  blossoming  Caesar;  and  this  pine  is  bark'd. 
That  overtopp'd  them  all.    Betray'd  I  am. 
O  this  false  soul  of  Egypt!  this  grave  charm ,  — 
Whose  eye  beck'd  forlVk  wv^  -^'ws ,  ;vt\^  ^\AVd  vlv^ai  borne , 
Whose  bosom  was  my  cto^i\el ,  m^  Okv^I  ^\A  ^ 
Like  &  right  gipsy ,  halh ,  «il  ^asV  mv^\q^^^  > 
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Begnil'd  me  to  the  very  heart  of  lass. 
What,  Eros!  Eros! 

Enter  Cleopatra. 

Ah,  thou  spell!  Avaunt! 

Cleo.    Why  is  my  lord  enrag'd  against  his  love? 

Ant.    YaDisb ,  or  I  shall  give  thee  thy  deseniog, 
And  blemish  Caesar's  triumph.     Let  him  take  thee , 
And  hoist  thee  up  to  the  shouting  plebeians : 
Follow  his  chariot,  Hke  the  greatest  spot 
Of  all  thy  sex ;  most  monster-like ,  be  showu 
Eor  poorest  diminutives ,  for  doits ;  and  let 
Patient  Oclavia  plough  thy  visage  up 
With  her  prepared  naib.  [Exit  Clbo. 

T  is  well  thou  'rt  gone , 
If  it  be  well  to  live ;  but  better 't  were 
XboQ  feli'st  into  my  fury ,  for  one  death 
Might  have  prevented  many.  —  Eros ,  ho !  — 
The  shirt  of  Nessus  is  upon  me :  teach  me , 
Alcides ,  thou  mine  ancestor ,  thy  rage : 
Let  me  lodge  Lichas  on  the  horns  o'  the  moon : 
And  with  those  hands ,  that  grasp'd  the  heaviest  club , 
Sabdue  my  worthiest  self.    The  witch  shall  die : 
To  the  young  Roman  boy  she  hath  sold  me  and  I  fall  . 
Under  this  plot ;  she  dies  for 't.  —  Eros ,  ho !  [Exit. 

SCENE   XI. 
Alexandria.    A  Room  in  the  Palace . 
En/er  Cleopatra,  Charmian,  Iras,  an<2MARDiAN. 
Cleo*    Help  me ,  my  women !  O !  he  is  more  mad 
Than  Telamon  for  his  shield ;  the  boar  of  Thessaly 
Was  never  so  emboss'd. 

Char.  To  the  monument ! 

There  lock  yourself,  and  send  him  word  you  are  dead. 
The  soul  and  body  rive  not  more  in  parting , 
Than  greatoes5  goiDg  off. 
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Cleo,  To  the  monnmeDt ! 

Mardian ,  go  tell  him  I  have  slain  myself; 
Say,  that  the  last  I  spoke  was,  Antony, 
And  word  it,  pr'ythee,  piteously.    Hence, 
Mardian ,  and  bring  me  how  he  takes  my  death.  — 
To  the  monument !  [Exe 

SCENE  XII. 

The  Same.    Another  Room. 

Enter  Ai^totit  and  Eros. 

Ant.    Eros,  thou  yet  behold'st  me? 

Eros.  Ay,  noble  lord. 

Ant.    Sometime,  we  see  a  cloud  that 's  dragonish , 
A  vapour,  sometime,  like  a  bear,  or  lion, 
A  tower'd  citadel ,  a  pendant  rock , 
A  forked  mountain ,  or  blue  promontory 
With  trees  upon  't,  that  nod  unto  the  world. 
And  mock  our  eyes  with  air :  thou  hast  seen  these  signs ; 
They  are  black  vesper's  pageants. 

Eros.  Ay,  my  lord. 

Ant.    That,  which  is  now  a  horse ,  even  with  a  thought. 
The  rack  dislimns ,  and  makes  it  indistinct, 
As  water  is  in  water. 

Eros.  It  does,  my  lord. 

Ant.    My  good  knave,  Eros,  now  thy  captain  is 
Even  such  a  body :  here  I  am  Antony , 
Yet  cannot  hold  this  visible  shape ,  my  knave. 
I  made  these  wars  for  Egypt ,  and  the  queen , 
Whose  heart,  I  thought,  I  had,  for  she  had  mine  ^. 
Which,  whilst  it  was  mine ,  had  annex'd  unto 't 
A  million  more ,  now  lost:  she,  Eros,  has 
Pack'd  cards  with  Ctesar's ,  and  false  play'd  my  glory 
Unto  an  enemy's  triumph.  *- 
Nay,  weep  not,  gentle  Eros;  there  is  left  us 
Ourselves  to  end  ourselves.  —  O ,  vVi^  V\\^\^<i%l 
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Enter  Makdiav* 
le  has  robb'd  me  of  my  sword. 

Mar.  No,  Aotony; 

[y  mistress  lov'd  thee ,  and  her  fortunes  mingled 
iTith  thine  entirely. 

j4nt.  Hence,  saucy  eunuch:  peace! 

he  hath  betray'd  me ,  and  shall  die  the  death. 

l^ar.    Death  of  one  person  can  be  paid  but  once , 
LDd  that  she  has  discharged.    What  thou  would'st  do , 
s  done  unto  thy  hand :  the  last  she  spake 
Yas,  Antony!  most  noble  Antony ! 
rhen ,  in  the  midst  a  tearing  groan  did  break 
lie  name  of  Antony ;  it  was  divided 
between  her  heart  and  lips.     She  rendered  life , 
rhy  name  so  buried  in  her. 
Ant,  Dead,  then? 

Mar.  Dead. 

Ant.    Unarm,  Eros:  the  long  day's  task  is  done, 
ad  we  must  sleep.  —  That  thou  depart'st  hence  safe ,  ' 

es  pay  thy  labour  richly ;  go.  —  [Exit  Mardian.]    Off,  pluck 

off:  — 
'.  seven-fold  shield  of  Ajax  cannot  keep 
battery  from  my  heart.    O,  cleave,  my  sides ! 
rt,  once  be  stronger  than  thy  continent, 
k  thy  frail  case !  —  Apace,  Eros,  apace.  — 
ore  a  soldier:  —  bruised  pieces ,  go ; 
lave  been  nobly  borne.  —  From  me  a  while.  —    lEadt  Eros  . 
overtake  thee,  Cleopatra,  and 
for  my  pardon.    So  it  must  be,  for  now 
gth  is  torture :  since  the  torch  is  out, 
vn ,  and  stray  no  farther.    Now  all  labour 
hat  it  does;  yea,  very  force  entangles 
'th  strength :  seal  then,  and  all  is  done.  — 
- 1  come ,  my  queen.  —  Eros !  —  Stay  for  me : 
ouls  do  couch  on  flowers ,  we  '11  hand  in  hand , 
'  oar sprigbily  port  make  the  ghosts  %vl^\ 
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Dido  and  her  iEneas  shall  want  troops , 

And  all  the  haunt  be  oars.  —  Come ,  Eros  I  Eros ! 

Re-enter  Eros. 

Eros,    "What  would  ray  lord  ? 

Ant  Since  Cleopatra  died 

I  have  liv'd  in  such  dishonour,  that  the  gods 
Detest  my  baseness.    I ,  that  with  my  sword 
Quartered  the  world ,  and  o'er  green  Neptune's  back 
With  ships  made  cities,  condemn  myself  to  lack 
The  courage  of  a  woman ;  less  noble  mind 
Than  she ,  which  •by  her  death  our  Caesar  tells , 
*  *  I  am  conqueror  of  myself."    Thou  art  sworn ,  Eros , 
That  when  the  exigent  should  come ,  (which  now 
Is  come  indeed)  when  I  should  see  behind  me 
The  inevitable  prosecution  of 
Disgrace  and  horror,  that  on  my  command 
Thou  then  would'st  kill  me:  do  't;  the  time  is  come. 
Thou  strik'st  not  me,  't  is  Cssar  thou  defeat'st. 
Put  colour  in  thy  cheek. 

Eros.  The  gods  withhold  me ! 

Shall  I  do  that,  which  all  the  Parthian  darts, 
Though  enemy,  lost  aim,  and  could  not? 

Jnt.  Eros , 

Would'st  thou  be  window'd  in  great  Rome,  and  see 
Thy  master  thus  with  pleach'd  arms,  bending  down 
His  corrigible  neck,  his  face  subdued 
To  penetrative  shame ,  whilst  the  wheel'd  seat 
Of  fortunate  Caesar,  drawn  before  him ,  branded 
His  baseness  that  ensued? 

Eros.  I  would  not  sec  *t. 

Ant.    Come ,  then ;  for  with  a  wound  I  must  be  cur'd. 
Draw  that  thy  honest  sword ,  which  thou  hast  worn 
Alost  useful  for  thy  country. 

Eros.  O ,  Sir !  pardon  me. 

Ant.    When  I  did  make  thee  free ,  swor'st  thou  not  then 
To  do  this  wheD  I  bade  thee?  Do  \l  aV  ovvt^ , 
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Or  thy  precedent  services  are  all 

But  accideDfs  uoporpos'd.    Draw,  and  come. 

Eros,    Turn  from  me,  then,  that  noble  countenance, 
Wherein  the  worship  of  the  whole  world  lies. 

Ant.    Lo  thee !  [Tumiiigfrom  him. 

Eros.    My  sword  is  drawn. 

Ant.  Then,  let  it  do  at  once 

The  thing  why  thou  hast  drawn  it. 

Eros.  My  dear  master , 

My  captain,  and  my  emperor,  let  me  say. 
Before  I  strike  this  bloody  stroke,  farewell. 

j4nt.    'T  is  said ,  man ;  and  farewell. 

Eros.    Farewell,  great  chief.     Shall  I  strike  now? 

Ant.  Now,  Eros. 

Eros.    Why,  there  then :  —  [Falls  on  his  Sword.]   Thus  do  I 
escape  the  sorrow 
Of  Antony's  death.  IDies. 

Ant.  Thrice  nobler  than  myself! 

Thou  teachest  me ,  O  valiant  Eros !  what 
I  should ,  and  thou  could'st  not.    My  queen  and  Eros 
Have,  by  their  brave  instruction ,  got  upon  me 
A  nobleness  in  record :  but  I  will  be 
A  bridegroom  in  my  death ,  and  run  into 't 
As  to  a  lover's  bed.     Come  then ;  and ,  Eros , 
Thy  master  dies  thy  scholar :  to  do  thus      [Falling  on  his  Stvord. 
Ilearn'dofthee.  —  How!  not  dead?  not  dead?  — 
The  guard !  —  how?  —  0 ,  despatch  me ! 

Enter  Dercktas  arid  Guard. 
1  Guard.  What 's  the  noise? 

Ant.    I  have  done  my  work  ill^  friends :  0 !  make  an  end 
or  what  I  have  begun. 

%  Guard.  The  star  is  fallen. 

1  Guard.    And  time  is  at  his  period. 

All.  Alas ,  and  woe ! 

Ant.    Let  him  that  loves  me,  strike  me  dead. 

1  Guard.  ^^V\, 
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;^  Guard.    Nor  I. 

3  Guard.    Nor  any  one.  iEammt  Gum 

Der.    Thy  death  and  fortunes  bid  thy  followers  fly. 

This  sword  but  shown  to  Caesar ,  with  this  tidings , 

Shall  enter  me  with  him. 

Enter  Diomedbs. 

Dio.    Where 's  Antony? 

Der.    There,  Diomed,  there. 

Dio.    Li  Yes  he? 
Wilt  thou  not  answer,  man?  lExitJ^iLWXi. 

Ant.    Art  thou  there ,  Diomed?  Draw  thy  sword,  and  give 
Sufficing  strokes  for  death. 

Dio.  Most  absolute  lord , 

My  mistress,  Cleopatra,  sent  me  to  thee. 

Ant,    When  did  she  send  thee? 

Dio.  Now,  my  lord. 

Ant,  Where  is  si 

Dio.    Lock'd  in  her  monument.    She  had  a  prophesying  1 
Of  what  hath  come  to  pass ;  for  when  she  saw 
(Which  never  shall  be  found)  you  did  suspect 
She  had  dispos'd  with  Caesar,  and  that  your  rage 
Would  not  be  purg'd,  she  sent  you  word  she  was  dead, 
But,  fearing  since  how  it  might  work ,  hath  sent 
Me  to  proclaim  the  truth ;  and  I  am  come , 
I  dread ,  too  late. 

Ant.    Too  late,  good l)iomed.    Call  mygnard,  Ipr'ythe( 

Dio.    What,  ho!  the  emperor's  guard !  The  guard,  what, 
Come;  your  lord  calls. 

Enter  some  of  the  Guard. 
Ant.    Bear  me,  good  friends,  where  Cleopatra  bides; 
'T  is  the  last  service  that  I  shall  command  you. 

1  Guard.    Woe,  woe  are  we ,  Sir,  you  may  not  live  to  we 
All  your  true  followers  out. 

All,  ^o?>\.  lift vi^  d«.^  I 

Alnt,    Nay,  good m>f feWo^s ,  ^^\i^i\.'^VA^>fc^«^\i^yfc 
To  grace  ii  with  your  sorro^is  *.  \i\A  vXi^w^^^m^ 
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Which  comes  to  pooish  as ,  and  we  punish  it 

Seeming  to  bear  it  lightly.    Tak«  me  up : 

Ihayeledyoooft;  carry  me  now,  good  friends, 

iLnd  haYC  my  thanks  for  all.  [Exeunt,  bearing  ksTOTSir. 

SCENE  xiir. 

The  Same.    A  Monument. 
Enter,  above,  Cleopatra,  Charmian,  and  Iras, 
Cleo.    O  Charmian !  I  will  never  go  from  hence. 
Char.    Be  comforted,  dear  Madam. 
Cleo.  No,  I  will  not. 

All  strange  and  terrible  events  are  welcome , 
Bat  comforts  we  despise :  our  size  of  sorrow^ 
Proportioned  to  our  cause ,  must  be  as  great 

Enter,  below,  Diombdbs. 
As  that  which  makes  it.  —  How  now !  is  he  dead? 

Dio.    His  death 's  upon  him ,  but  not  dead. 
Look  out  o'  the  other  side  your  monument , 
His  guard  have  brought  him  thither. 

Enter,  below,  Amtont,  borne  by  the  Guard, 

Cleo.    O  sun , 
Barn  the  great  sphere  thou  mov'st  in !  -  darkling  stand 
The  varying  shore  o*  th*  world.    O  Antony ,  Antony,  Antony ! 
Help,  Charmian,  help,  Iras,  help:  help,  friends 
Below ;  let 's  draw  him  hither. 

Ant,  Peace ! 

Not  Cssar's  valour  hath  o'erthrown  Antony, 
But  Antony's  hath  triumphed  on  itself. 

Cleo.    So  it  should  be ,  that  none  but  Antony 
Should  conquer  Antony ;  but  woe  H  is  so ! 

Ant,    I  am  dying,  Egypt,  dying;  only 
I  here  importune  death  a  while ,  until 
Of  many  thousand  kisses  the  poor  last 
Hay  upon  thy  lips.  — 

Cleo,  I  dare  not,  dear, 
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(Dear  my  lord ,  pardon)  I  dare  not. 

Lest  I  be  taken :  not  the  imperious  show 

Of  the  full-fortun'd  Cssar  ever  shall 

Be  brooch'd  with  me ;  if  knife,  drugs,  serpents,  have 

Edge,  sting,  or  operation,  I  am  safe: 

Your  wife  Octavia,  with  her  modest  eyes. 

And  still  conclusion ,  shall  acquire  no  honour 

Demuring  upon  me.  —  But  come,  come,  Antony, — 

Help  me ,  my  women ,  —  we  must  draw  thee  up.  — 

Assist,  good  friends. 

Ant,  0!  quick,  or  I  am  gone. 

Cleo,    Here 's  sport ,  indeed !  —  How  heavy  weighs  my  lord 
Our  strength  is  all  gone  into  heaviness , 
That  makes  the  weight :  had  I  great  Juno's  power , ' 
The  strong-wing'd  Mercury  should  fetch  thee  up , 
And  set  thee  by  Jove's  side.    Yet  come  a  little ,. — 
Wishers  were  ever  fools.  —  O !  come ,  come ,  come ; 

[They  draw  Antoni  «? 
And  welcome ,  welcome !  die ,  when  thou  hast  liv'd : 
Quicken  with  kissing :  had  my  lips  that  power , 
Thus  would  I  wear  them  out. 

All.  A  heavy  sight. 

Ant.    lam  dying,  Egypt,  dying. 
Give  me  some  wine ,  and  let  me  speak  a  little. 

Cleo.    No ,  let  me  speak ;  and  let  me  rail  so  high , 
That  the  false  housewife  Fortune  break  her  wheel , 
Provok'd  by  my  offence. 

Ant.  One  word ,  sweet  queen. 

Of  Caesar  seek  your  honour  with  your  safety.  —  O ! 

Cleo.    They  do  not  go  together. 

Ant.  Gentle,  hear  me. 

None  about  Csesar  trust ,  but  Proculeius. 

Cleo.    My  resolution ,  and  my  hands ,  I  '11  trust ; 
None  about  Caesar. 

Ant.    The  miserable  change  now  at  my  end 
Lament  nor  sorrow  at ,  but  p\ft«&ft  ^o\w  >i>CLWi^N&  ^ 
In  feeding  them  with  those  m^  to\m^x  IwXxiMVi^ 
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Wherein  I  liv'd ,  the  greatest  prince  o'  the  world , 

The  noblest ;  and  do  now  not  basely  die , 

Kot  cowardly  put  off  my  helmet  to 

My  countryman ,  a  Roman  by  a  Roman 

YaliaDtly  vanqoish'd.    Now,  my  spirit  is  going; 

lean  no  more.  {Dies. 

Cleo.  Noblest  of  men ,  woo 't  die? 

Hast  thou  no  care  of  me?  shall  I  abide 
lo  this  dull  world ,  which  in  thy  absence  is 
No  better  than  a  stye?  —  O!  see,  my  women, 
The  crown  o'  the  earth  doth  melt.  —  My  lord !  — 
0!  wither'd  is  the  garland  of  the  war, 
The  soldier's  pole  is  fallen :  young  boys ,  and  girls , 
Are  level  now  with  men ;  the  odds  is  gone , 
And  there  is  nothing  left  remarkable 
Beneath  the  visiting  moon. 

Char.  O,  quietness,  lady! 

Iras,    She  is  dead  too ,  our  sovereign. 
Char.  Lady!  — 

Iras,  Madam  I  — 

Char.    O  Madam ,  Madam ,  Madam ! 
Iras.  Royal  Egypt! 

Empress ! 

Char.    Peace,  peace,  Iras! 

Cleo.    No  more ,  but  e'en  a  woman ;  and  commanded 
By  such  poor  passion  as  the  maid  that  milks , 
And  does  the  meanest  chares.  —  It  were  for  me 
To  throw  my  sceptre  at  the  iujurious  gods ; 
To  tell  them ,  that  this  world  did  equal  theif  s , 
Till  they  had  stolen  our  jewel :  all 's  but  naught ; 
Patience  is  sottish ,  and  impatience  does 
Become  a  dog  that 's  mad :  then  is  it  sin , 
To  rush  into  the  secret  house  of  death , 
Ere  death  dare  come  to  us?  —  How  do  you ,  women? 
What,  what!  good  cheer!  Why,  how  now,  Charmian! 
lAyuohle girls!  —  Ab,  women,  women!  look, 
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Our  lamp  is  spent,  it's  out.  —  Good  sirs,  take  heart: 

[7b  the  Guard  below. 
We  '11  bury  him ;  and  then ,  what 's  brave ,  what 's  noble, 
Let 's  do  it  after  the  high  Roman  fashion , 
And  make  death  proud  to  take  us.    Come,  away: 
This  case  of  that  huge  spirit  now  is  cold. 
Ah ,  women ,  women !  come ;  we  have  no  friend 
But  resolution ,  and  the  briefest  end. 

[Exeunt;  those  above  bearing  ojf  Antony's  Body. 

ACT  V.     SCENE  I. 
CiESAR's  Camp  before  Alexandria. 

Enter  CjESXRy  Agrippa,  Dolabella,  Mec^nas,  Gallus, 
Proculeius,  and  Others. 
CcBs.    Go  to  him,  Dolabella,  bid  him  yield; 
Being  so  frustrate ,  tell  him , 
He  mocks  us  by  the  pauses  that  he  makes. 

Dot.    Caesar,  I  shall.  [^a»Y Dolabblla. 

Enter  Dercetas  ,  vnth  the  Sword  q/* Antony. 

Cois.    Wherefore  is  that?  and  what  art  thou ,  thatdar'st 
Appear  thus  to  us? 

Der,  I  am  call'd  Dercetas. 

Mark  Antony  I  sery'd ,  who  best  was  worthy 
Best  to  be  serv'd :  whilst  he  stood  up ,  and  spoke , 
He  was  my  master ,  and  I  wore  my  life , 
To  spend  upon  his  haters.    If  thou  please 
To  take  me  to  thee ,  as  I  was  to  him 
I  '11  be  to  Csesar ;  if  thou  pleasest  not , 
I  yield  thee  up  my  life. 

Cm.  What  is 't  thou  say'st? 

Der.    I  say,  O  Caesar!    Antony  is  dead. 

CcBs,    The  breaking  of  so  great  a  thing  should  make 
A  greater  crack :  the  round  world  should  have  shook 
Lions  into  civil  streets , 
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And  citizens  to  their  dens.    The  death  of  Antony 
Is  not  a  single  doom :  in  the  name  lay 
A  moiety  of  the  world. 

Der,  He  is  dead,  Cssar; 

Not  by  a  public  minister  of  justice , 
Nor  by  a  hired  knife ;  but  that  self  hand , 
Which  writ  his  honour  in  the  acts  it  did , 
Hath ,  with  the  courage  which  the  heart  did  lend  it, 
Splitted  the  heart.    This  is  his  sword ; 
Irobb'dhiswoundofit:  behold  it  staln'd 
With  his  most  noble  blood. 

CcBg.  Look  you  sad,  friends? 

The  gods  rebuke  me ,  but  it  is  tidings 
To  wash  the  eyes  of  kings. 

Agr.  And  strange  it  is , 

That  nature  must  compel  us  to  lament 
Our  most  persisted  deeds. 

Mec.  His  taints  and  honours 

Waged  equal  with  him. 

Agr.  A  rarer  spirit  never 

Did  steer  humanity;  but  you,  gods,  will  give  us 
Some  faults  to  make  us  men.    Caesar  is  touched. 

Mec.    When  such  a  spacious  mirror 's  set  before  him , 
He  needs  must  see  himself. 

CcBs,  O  Antony ! 

Ihavefollow'dtheetothis;  —  but  we  do  lance 
Diseases  in  our  bodies.    I  must  perforce 
Have  shown  to  thee  such  a  declining  day , 
Or  look  on  thine :  we  could  not  stall  together 
In  the  whole  world.    But  yet  let  me  lan^ent , 
With  tears  as  sovereign  as  the  blood  of  hearts , 
That  thou,  my  brother,  my  competitor 
In  top  of  all  design ,  my  mate  in  empire , 
Friend  and  companion  in  the  front  of  war , 
The  arm  of  mine  own  body ,  and  the  heart 
Where  mine  his  thoughts  did  kindle ,  that  our  stars , 
UnreeoncileabJe  shoiiid  diyide 
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Our  equalness  to  this.  —  Hear  me,  good  friends,  — . 
Bat  I  will  tell  you  at  some  meeter  season : 

Enter  a  Messenger* 

The  business  of  this  man  looks  out  of  him ; 

We  'II  hear  him  what  he  says.  —  Whence  are  you? 

Mess.    A  poor  E^ptian  yet.    The  queen  my  mistress, 
Confin'd  in  all  she  has ,  her  monument^ 
Of  thy  intents  desires  instruction , 
That  she  preparedly  may  frame  herself 
To  the  way  she 's  forced  to. 

CcBs,  Bid  her  have  good  heart : 

She  soon  shall  know  of  us,  by  some  of  ours, 
How  honourable  and  how  kindly  we 
Determine  for  her;  for  Caesar  cannot  live 
To  be  ungentle. 

Mess,  So  the  gods  preserve  thee !  [ExiL 

Cues.    Come  hither,  Proculeius.    Go,  and  say. 
We  purpose  her  no  shame :  give  her  what  comforts 
The  quality  of  her  passion  shall  require. 
Lest  in  her  greatness  by  some  mortal  stroke 
She  do  defeat  us ;  for  her  life  in  Rome 
Would  be  eternal  in  our  triumph.     Go , 
And  with  your  speediest  bring  us  what  she  says, 
And  how  you  Gnd  of  her. 

Pro,  Cssar,  1  shall.  [J^d»?  Proculbius. 

Cms.    Gallus ,  go  you  along.  —  Where  's  Dolabelki , 
To  second  Proculeius?  lExitGhLViS. 

ML  Dplabella! 

Cass.    Let  him  alone ,  for  I  remember  now 
How  he 's  employed :  he  shall  in  time  be  ready. 
Go  with  me  to  my  tent ,  where  you  shall  see 
How  hardly  I  was  drawn  into  this  war , 
How  calm  and  gentle  I  proceeded  still 
In  all  my  writings.    Go  with  me,  and  see 
What  I  can  show  in  this.  lEaeunt 
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SCENE    II. 
Alexandria.    A  Room  in  the  Monament. 
EjiterChEovATRAf  Charmiam,  an^lRAS. 
Cleo,    My  desolation  docs  begin  to  make 
A  better  life.    'T  is  paltry  to  be  Csesar : 
Not  being  fortune^  he 's  but  fortune's  knave » 
A  minister  of  her  will ;  and  it  is  great 
To  do  that  thing  that  ends  all  other  deeds, 
Which  shackles  accidents ,  and  bolts  up  change ; 
Which  sleeps ,  and  never  palates  more  the  dung , 
The  beggar's  nurse  and  Cssar's. 

Enter  f  to  the  Gates  of  the  Monument ,  Proculbius,  Gallus, 
and  Soldiers, 

Pro.    Cssar  sends  greeting  to  the  queen  of  Egypt ; 
And  bids  thee  study  on  what  fair  demands 
Thou  mean'st  to  have  him  grant  thee. 

Cleo.  What 's  thy  name? 

Pro.    My  nameisProculeius. 

Cleo.  Antony 

Did  tell  me  of  you ,  bade  me  trust  yon ;  but 
I  do  not  greatly  care  to  be  deceived , 
That  have  no  use  for  trusting.    If  your  master 
Would  have  a  queen  his  beggar ,  yoU  must  tell  him , 
That  majesty,  to  keep  decorum ,  must 
No  less  beg  than  a  kingdom :  if  he  please 
To  give  me  conquer'd  Egypt  for  my  son , 
He  gives  me  so  much  of  mine  own ,  as  I 
Will  kneel  to  him  with  thanks. 

Pro.  Be  of  good  cheer; 

You  are  fallen  into  a  princely  hand ,  fear  nothing. 
Make  your  full  reference  freely  to  my  lord , 
Who  is  so  full  of  grace,  that  it  flows  over 
On  all  that  need.    Let  me  report  to  him 
Your  sweet  dependancy ,  and  you  shall  find 
A  conqueror ,  that  will  pray  in  aid  for  kindness , 
Where  he  for  grace  is  kneei'd  to. 
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Cleo.  Prayyoa,  tell  him 

I  am  his  fortune's  vassal,  and  I  send  him 
The  greatness  he  has  got.    I  hourly  learn 
A  doctrine  of  obedience ,  and  would  gladly 
Look  him  i'  the  face. 

Pro.  This  I '11  report,  dear  lady. 

Have  comfort;  for,  I  know  your  plight  is  pitied 
Ofhimthatcaus'dit. 

Gal.    You  see  how  easily  she  may  be  surprised. 

[Proculbius  ,   and  two  qf  the  Guard,    ascend  the 
Monument  by  a  Ladder,  and  come  behind  Cle- 
opatra.   Some  qf  the  Guard  unbar  and  open  the 
Gates. 
Guard  her  till  Cssar  come. 

fTo  Proculbius  and  the  Guard.    Exit  Gallus. 
,     queen ! 

Char.    O  Cleopatra!  thou  art  taken ,  queen!  — 

Cleo.    Quick,  quick,  good  hands.         [Drawing  a  Dagger, 

Pro.  Hold,  worthy  lady,  hold! 

[Seizes  and  disarms  her. 
Do  not  yourself  such  wrong,  who  are  in  this 
Relieved ,  but  not  betray'd. 

Cleo.  What,  of  death,  too. 

That  rids  our  dogs  of  languish? 

Pro.  Cleopatra, 

Do  not  abuse  my  master's  bounty,  by 
Th'  undoing  of  yourself:  let  the  world  see 
His  nobleness  well  acted ,  which  your  death 
Will  never  let  come  forth. 

Cleo.  Where  art  thou ,  death? 

Come  hither,  come!  comej  come,  and  take  a  queen 
Worth  many  babes  and  beggars ! 

Pro.  O,  temperance,  lady! 

Cleo.    Sir,  I  will  eat  no  meat ,  I '11  not  drink,  Sir; 
If  idle  talk  will  once  be  necessary, 
I  '11  not  sleep  neither.    This  mortal  house  I  '11  ruin , 
Do  Casar  what  he  can.    Kno^ ,  Svt ,  Wsaxi 
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Will  not  wait  piDioD'd  at  your  master's  court , 
NoroDce  be  chastis'd  with  the  sober  eye 
Of  dull  OctaYia.    Shall  they  hoist  me  up , 
And  show  me  to  the  shouting  varletry 
Of  censuriug  Rome?  Rather  a  ditch  in  Egypt 
Be  gentle  grave  to  me !  rather  on  Nilus'  mud 
lay  me  stark  nak'd ,  and  let  the  water  flies 
Blow  me  into  abhorring !  rather  make 
My  country's  high  pyramides  my  gibbet, 

tit        And  hang  me  up  in  chains !  " 

Pro.  You  do  extend 

fit         These  thoughts  of  horror  farther,  than  you  shall 
Find  cause  in  Caesar. 


.u- 


Enter  Dolabblla. 
Dol,  Proculeius , 

^hat  thou  hast  done  thy  master  Caesar  knows , 
7,         And  he  hath  sent  for  thee :  for  the  queen, 
\^_         1 11  take  her  to  my  guard . 
^.  Pro,  So,  Dolabella, 

It  shall  content  me  best :  be  gentle  to  her.  — 

To  Caesar  I  will  speak  what  ybu  shall  please ,         [7b  Cleopatra. 

If  you  '11  employ  me  to  him. 

Cleo,  Say,  I  would  die. 

[Exeunt  Proculeius  ,  and  Soldiers. 
Dol.    Most  noble  empress ,  you  have  heard  of  me? 
Cleo.    I  cannot  tell. 

Dol.  Assuredly,  you  know  me. 

Cleo.    No  matter,  Sir,  what  I  have  heard ,  or  known. 
Tou  laugh ,  when  boys ,  or  women ,  tell  their  dreams ; 
Is 'I  not  your  trick? 

Dol.  I  understand  not.  Madam. 

Cleo.    I  dream'd ,  there  was  an  emperor  Antony  : 
0,  such  another  sleep ,  that  I  might  see 
But  such  another  man ! 

Dol.  If  it  might  please  you ,  — 

Cleo.    His  face  was  as  the  heavens ;  and  l\\eTe\tk  sVacV 
fX  IkVl 
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A  sun,  and  moon,  vhich  kept  their  course ,  and  lighted 
The  little  O,  the  earth. 

DoL  Most  sovereign  creature ,  — 

Cleo,    His  legs  bestrid  the  ocean ;  his  rear'd  arm 
Crested  the  vorld ;  his  voice  was  propertied 
As  all  the  tuned  spheres,  and  that  to  friends ; 
But  when  he  meant  to  quail  and  shake  the  orb , 
He  was  as  rattling  thunder.    For  his  bounty , 
There  was  no  winter  in 't ;  an  autumn  't  was , 
That  grew  the  more  by  reaping :  his  delights 
Were  dolphin-like ;  they  show'd  his  back  above 
The  element  they  liv'd  in :  in  his  livery 
Waik'd  crowns ,  and  crownets ;  realms  and  islands  were 
As  plates  dropp'd  from  his  pocket. 

DoL  Cleopatra, — 

Cleo.    Think  you,  there  was,  or  might  be,  such  a  man 
As  this  I  dream'd  of? 

Dot,  Gentle  Madam,  no. 

Cleo,    Yon  lie,  up  to  the  hearing  of  the  gods: 
But,  if  there  be,  or  ever  were  one  such , 
It 's  past  the  size  of  dreaming:  nature  wants  stuff 
To  vie  strange  forms  with  fancy ;  yet,  to  imagine 
An  Antony ,  were  nature's  piece  'gainst  fancy , 
Condemning  shadows  quite. 

Dol.  Hear  me,  good  Madam. 

Your  loss  is  as  yourself ,  great;  and  you  bear  it 
As  answering  to  the  weight :  would  I  might  never 
O'ertake  pursued  success ,  but  I  do  feel , 
By  the  rebound  of  your's ,  a  grief  that  smites 
My  very  heart  at  root. 

Cleo,  ^  I  thank  you,  Sir. 

Know  you,  what  Cssar  means  to  do  with  me? 

DoL    I  am  loath  to  tell  you  what  I  would  you  knew. 

Cleo.    Nay,  pray  you.  Sir, — 

DoL  Though  he  be  honourable 

C/eo,    He  '11  lead  me ,  vVxi ,  vcL\iv\«a^Vi^ 

v: 
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Dol,    Madam ,  he  will ;  I  know 't. 
fFithin.    Make  way  there ! —  Cssar! 


er  CjESAR,  Gallus,  Proculbius,  Mecjenas,  Sblbucus, 
and  Attendants, 

C(28,    Which  is  the  queen  of  Egypt? 

BoL    It  is  the  emperor ,  Madam.  [Cleopatra  Aneei^r. 

Cobs,    Arise,  you  shall  not  kneel. 

•ay you,  rise;  rise,  Egypt. 

Cleo,  Sir,  the  gods 

11  have  it  thus :  my  master  and  my  lord 

ust  obey. 

CcBs,  Take  to  you  no  hard  thoughts : 

I  record  of  what  injuries  you  did  us , 

)ugh  written  in  our  flesh ,  we  shall  remember 

things  but  done  by  chance. 

Cleo,  Sole  Sir  o'  the  world , 

innot  project  mine  own  cause  so  well 

make  it  clear;  but  do  confess  I  have 

in  laden  with  like  frailties ,  which  before 

re  often  sham'd  our  sex. 

C(Bs,  Cleopatra,  know, 

I  will  extenuate  rather  than  enforce : 

ou  apply  yourself  to  our  intents , 

hich  towards  you  are  most  gentle)  you  shall  Oud 

benefit  in  this  change ;  but  if  you  seek 

lay  on  me  a  cruelty ,  by  taking 

lony's  course ,  you  shall  bereave  yourself 

my  good  purposes ,  and  put  your  children 

that  destruction  which  I  '11  guard  them  from, 

bereon  you  rely.    I  '11  take  my  leave. 

Cleo,    And  may  through  all  the  world :  'tis  yours;  and  we 

ir  scutcheons ,  and  your  signs  of  conquest,  shall 

ng  in  what  place  you  please.    Here,  my  good  lord. 

C(Bs,    You  shall  advise  me  in  all  for  Cleopatra. 

Cleo,    This  is  the  brief  of  money,  pkle,  attA\ft^^\%, 
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I  am  posMSs'd  of:  'tbeucthrvafand;     * 

Not  petty  tbings  admitted.—  Wkat'sSOmem? 

Set.    Here,  Hadam. 

Cleo.    Tills  is  my  treasurer:  letkimspedL,  ajlord, 
Upoo  his  perfl,  that  I  have  reserr'd 
TomysdfDOthiDf.    Speak  the  troth,  Sdeacas. 

Set.    Madam « 
I  had  rather  seal  my  lips,  than  to  my  peril 
Speak  that  vhich  is  not. 

Geo.  What  hare  I  kept  back? 

Sel.    Eooog^  to  purchase  what  you  hafe  made  known. 

Cte#.    Kay,  blush  not,  Cleopatra;  lappcofe 
Your  wisdom  in  the  deed. 

Cleo.  See,  Qesar!  O,  behold. 

How  pomp  is  follow'd !  mine  wiU  now  be  yours. 
And  should  we  shift  estates ,  yours  would  be  mine. 
The  ingratitude  of  this  Seleucus  does 
Even  make  me  wild.  —  O  slave ,  of  no  more  trust 
Than  love  that 's  hir'd !  —  What!  goest  thou  back?  thou  shalt 
Go  back ,  I  warrant  thee ;  but  1 11  catch  thine  eyes , 
Though  they  had  wiogs.    Slave,  soul-less  villain ,  dog! 
O  rarely  base ! 

C€Bs,  Good  queen,  let  us  entreat  you. 

Cleo,    OCssar!  what  a  wounding  shame  is  this ; 
That  thou ,  vouchsafing  here  to  visit  me , 
Doing  the  honour  of  thy  lordliness 
To  one  so  meek ,  that  mine  own  servant  should 
Parcel  the  sum  of  my  disgraces  by 
Addition  of  his  envy!  Say,  goodCssar, 
That  I  some  lady  trifles  have  reserv'd , 
Immoment  toys ,  things  of  such  dignity 
As  we  greet  modern  friends  withal ;  and  say , 
Some  nobler  token  I  have  kept  apart 
ForLivia,  andOctavia,  to  induce 
Their  mediation,  must  I  be  unfolded 
With  one  that  I  have  bred?    The  gods!  it  smites  me 
Beneath  the  fall  I  have.    Pr'^lhee ,  %o  }bax\xa \        [To  Selbucus 

10.^ 
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Or  I  shall  show  the  cinders  of  my  spirits 

Tbroagh  th'  ashes  of  my  chance.  —  Wert  thou  a  man, 

ThoQ  would'st  have  mercy  on  me. 

CcBs,  Forbear,  Seleucus. 

[^OnYSBLBOCUS. 

Cleo.    Be  it  known,  that  we,  the  greatest,  are  mistbought 
For  things  that  others  do ;  and  when  we  fall , 
"We  answer  others'  merits  in  our  name , 
Are  therefore  to  be  pitied. 

Cobs.  Cleopatra , 

Not  what  you  have  reserv'd ,  nor  what  acknowledg'd , 
.  Put  we  i'  the  roll  of  conquest :  still  be  it  yours , 
Bestow  it  at  your  pleasure ;  and  believe, 
Cssar  's  no  merchant ,  to  make  prize  with  you 
Of  things  that  merchants  sold.    Therefore  be  cheer'd ; 
Blake  not  your  thoughts  your  prisons :  no,  dear  queen; 
For  we  intend  so  to  dispose  you ,  as 
Toorselfshall  give  us  counsel.    Feed,  and  sleep: 
Oar  care  and  pity  is  so  mi(ch  upon  you , 
That  we  remain  your  friend ;  and  so,  adieu. 

Cleo,    My  master,  and  my  lord! 

C(Bs,  Not  so.    Adieu. 

[Flmtrith,    Exeunt  CiSSAR ,  and  his  Train. 

Cleo.    He  words  me,  girls,  he  words  me,  that  I  should  not 
Be  Doble  to  myself:  but  hark  thee ,  Charmlan. 

[Whispers  Charmias. 

Iras,    Finish,  good  lady;  the  bright  day  is  done , 
And  we  are  for  the  dark. 

Cleo,  Hie  thee  again : 

I  have  spoken  already ,  and  it  is  provided ; 
Go ,  put  it  to  the  haste. 

Char,  Madam,  I  will. 

Re-enter  Dolabblla. 
DoL    Where  is  the  queen  ? 
Char,  B«hold,  Sir.    ^ExitC*^KiciKVK:<9k. 
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Dol,    Madam,  as  thereto  sworn  by  your  command, 
Which  my  love  makes  religion  to  obey , 
I  tell  you  this :  Cssar  through  Syria 
Intends  his  journey ,  and  within  three  days 
You  with  your  children  will  he  send  before. 
Make  your  best  use  of  this ;  I  have  perform'd 
Your  pleasure ,  and  my  promise. 

Cleo.  Dolabella , 

I  shall  remain  your  debtor. 

Dol,  I  your  servant. 

Adieu,  good  queen;  I  must  attend  on  Cssar. 

Cleo,    Farewell,  and  thanks.  lExitDoL,'}  Now,  Iras,  v 
think'st  thou? 
Thou,  an  Egyptian  puppet,  shalt  be  shown 
In  Rome,  as  well  as  I:  mechanic  slaves 
With  greasy  aprons ,  rules,  and  hammers,  shall 
Uplift  us  to  the  view :  in  their  thick  breaths , 
Rank  of  gross  diet ,  shall  we  be  enclouded , 
And  forc'd  to  drink  their  vapour. 

Iras.  The  gods  forbid ! 

Cleo.    Nay,  't  is  most  certain ,  Iras.    Saucy  lictors 
Will  catch  at  us ,  like  strumpets ;  and  scald  rhymers 
Rallad  us  out  o'  tune :  the  quick  comedians 
Extemporally  will  stage  us ,  and  present 
Our  Alexandrian  revels :  Antony 
Shall  be  brought  drunken  forth ,  and  I  shall  see 
Some  squeaking  Cleopatra  boy  my  greatness 
I'  the  posture  of  a  whore. 

Iras.  O,  the  good  gods! 

Cleo.    Nay,  that  is  certain. 

Iras,    I  '11  never  see  it ;  for ,  I  am  sure ,  my  nails 
Are  stronger  than  mine  eyes. 

Cleo.  Why,  that's  the  way 

To  fool  their  preparation ,  and  to  conquer 
Tbeirmost  absurd  intents.  — 'Ji^o^ ,  OiwrnvsLl— . 
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Re-enter  Charmian. 
ho  w  me ,  my  women ,  like  a  queen :  —  go  fetch 
ly  best  attires ;  —  I  am  again  for  Cydnus, 
'o  meet  Mark  Antony.  —  Sirrah ,  Iras,  go.  — 
(ow ,  noble  Charmian ,  we  '11  despatch  indeed ; 
iod ,  when  thou  hast  done  this  chare ,  I  '11  give  thee  leave 
To  play  till  dooms-day.  —  Bring  our  crown  and  all. 
Vherefore  's  this  noise?  [Exit  Iras.    A  noise  within. 

Enter  one  of  the  Guard, 
Guard.  Here  is  a  rural  fellow , 

Chat  will  not  be  denied  your  highness'  presence : 

le  brings  you  figs. 

Cleo.    Let  hira  come  in.    What  poor  an  instrument 

[Exit  Guard, 

Hay  do  a  noble  deed !  he  brings  me  liberty. 

Hy  resolution  's  plac'd ,  and  1  have  nothing 

3f  woman  in  me :  now  from  head  to  foot 

[  am  marble-constant;  now  the  fleeting  moon 

Ho  planet  is  of  mine. 

Re-enter  Guard ,  with  a  Cloum  bringing  in  a  Basket. 

Guard.  This  is  the  man. 

Cleo.    Avoid,  and  leave  him.  [Exit  Guard, 

Hast  thou  the  pretty  worm  of  Nilus  there , 
That  kills  and  pains  not? 

Cloum.  Truly  I  have  him ;  but  I  would  not  be  the  party  that 
should  desire  you  to  touch  him ,  for  his  biting  is  immortal :  those 
that  do  die  of  it  do  seldom  or  never  recover. 

Cleo.    Remember'st  thou  any  that  have  died  on  't?     ^ 

Cloum,  Very  many,  men  and  women  too.  I  heard  of  one  of 
them  no  longer  than  yesterday :  a  very  honest  woman ,  but  some- 
thing given  to  lie ,  as  a  woman  should  not  do  but  in  the  way  of  ho- 
nesty, how  she  died  of  the  biting  of  it,  what  pain  she  felt.  — 
Truly,  she  makes  a  very  good  report  o'  the  worm ;  but  he  that  will 
believe  all  that  they  say,  shall  never  be  saved  by  half  that  they  do. 
But  this  is  most  fallible ,  the  worm 's  an  odd  worm. 

Cleo.    Get  thee  hence :  farewell. 


104  ANTONY   AND    CLEOPATRA. 

I 

Clown,    I  wish  you  all  joy  of  the  worm. 

Cleo.    Farewell.  [Clottm  sets  down  the  Baskst, 

Cloum.  You  must  think  this,  look  you,  that  the  worm  will 
do  his  kind. 

Cleo.    Ay,  ay;  farewell. 

Clottm.  Look  you ,  the  worm  is  not  to  be  trusted  but  in  the 
keeping  of  wise  people;  for,  indeed,  there  is  no  goodness  in  the 
worm. 

Cleo,    Take  thou  no  care :  it  shall  be  heeded. 

Clottm,  Very  good.  Give  it  nothing,  I  pray  you,  for  it  is 
not  worth  the  feeding. 

Cleo,    Will  it  eat  me? 

Clottm,  You  must  not  think  I  am  so  simple ,  but  I  know  the 
devil  himself  will  not  eat  a  woman :  I  know,  that  a  woman  is  a  dish 
for  the  gods,  if  the  devil  dress  her  not;  but,  truly,  these  same 
whoreson  devils  do  the  gods  great  harm  in  their  women ,  for  in 
every  ten  that  they  make ,  the  devils  mar  five. 

Cleo,    Well,  get  thee  gone:  farewell. 

Clottm,    Yes,  forsooth;  Iwishyoujoy ofthe worm.      [Exit, 

Re-enter  Iras  J  with  a  Robe ,  Crown,  See. 
Cleo,    Give  me  my  robe ,  put  on  my  crown ;  I  have 
Immortal  longings  in  me.    Now,  no  more 
The  juice  of  Egypt's  grape  shall  moist  this  lip.  — 
Yare,  yare,  good  Iras;  quick. — Methinks,  I  hear 
Antony  call :  I  see  him  rouse  himself 
To  praise  my  noble  act ;  I  hear  him  mock 
The  luck  of  Caesar,  which  the  gods  give  men 
To  excuse  their  after  wrath.    Husband,  I  come: 
Now  to  that  name  my  courage  prove  my  title ! 
I  am  fire ,  and  air ;  my  other  elements 
I  give  to  baser  life.  —  So ,  —  have  you  done? 
Come  then ,  and  take  the  last  warmth  of  my  lips. 
Farewell ,  kind  Charmian :  —  Iras ,  long  farewell. 

[Kisses  them,    iRAs/alls  and  dies. 
Have  I  the  aspick  in  my  lips?    Dost  fall? 
Jflhoa  and  nature  can  so  genU^  paxl , 
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The  stroke  of  death  is  as  a  lover's  pinch , 
"Which  hurts,  and  is  desir'd.    Dost  thou  He  still? 
If  thus  thou  vanishest,  thou  tell'st  the  world 
It  is  not  worth  leave-taking. 

Char.    Dissolve,  thick  cloud,  and  rain,  that  I  may  say, 
The  gods  themselves  do  weep. 

Cleo.  This  proves  me  base : 

If  she  first  meet  the  curled  Antony , 
He  '11  make  demand  of  her ,  and  spend  that  kiss , 
Which  is  my  heaven  to  have.    Come,  thou  mortal  wretch , 

\To  the  Asp ,  which  site  applies  to  her  Breast. 
With  thy  sharp  teeth  this  knot  intrinsicate 
Of  life  at  once  untie :  poor  venomous  fool , 
Be  angry,  and  despatch.    0!  could'st  thou  speak , 
That  I  might  hear  diee  call  great  Caesar  ass 
Uopolicied ! 

Char.         0  eastern  star ! 
Cleo.  Peace,  peace! 

Dost  thou  not  see  my  baby  at  my  breast , 
That  sucks  the  nurse  asleep? 
Char.  0,  break!    0,  break! 

Cleo.    As  sweet  as  balm ,  as  soft  as  air,  as  gentle. — 
0  Antony !  —  Nay ,  I  will  take  thee  too.  — 

[Applying  another  Asp  to  her  Arm. 
What  should  I  stay —  [Falls  on  a  Bed,  and  dies. 

Char.    In  this  wild  world?  —  So ,  fare  thee  well.  — 
Now  boast  thee ,  death ,  in  thy  possession  lies 
A  lass  unparallel'd.  —  Downy  windows ,  close ; 
And  golden  Phoebus  never  be  beheld 
Of  eyes  again  so  royal !    Your  crown 's  awry ; 
I  'il  mend  it ,  and  then  play  — 

Enter  the  Guard,  rushing  in. 

1  Guard.    Where  is  the  queen  ? 

Char.  Speak  softly;  wakA\v%x\iSi\.* 

1  Guard.    Caesar  hatb  sent  — 
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Char.  Too  slow  a  messenger. 

[Applies  the  Asp, 
O!  come;  apace;  despatch:  I  partly  feel  thee. 

1  Guard.    Approach,  ho !  All  *s  not  well :  Caesar 's  beguiTd. 

2  Guard.    There 's  Dolabella  sent  from  Caesar :  call  him. 

1  Guard.    What  work  is  here? — Charmian,  is  this  well  done? 
Char.    It  is  well  done ,  and  fitting  for  a  princess 

Descended  of  so  many  royal  kings. 

Ah,  soldier!  iDies. 

Enter  Dolabella. 
Dol.    Uow  goes  it  here  ? 

2  Guard.  All  dead. 

Dol.  Caesar,  thy  thoughts 

Touch  their  effects  in  this :  thyself  art  coming 
To  see  performed  the  dreaded  act,  which  thou 
So  sought'st  to  hinder. 

Within.    A  way  there!  a  way  for  Caesar ! 

Enter  Cislsilk  ,  and  all  his  Train. 

DoU    0,  Sir!  you  are  too  sure  an  augurer : 
That  you  did  fear,  is  done* 

C(Bs.  .    Bravest  at  the  last : 

She  leveird  at  our  purposes ,  and,  being  royal, 
Took  her  own  way.  —  The  manner  of  their  deaths? 
I  do  not  see  them  bleed. 

Dol.  Who  was  last  with  them? 

1  Guard,    A  simple  countryman  that  brought  her  figs : 
This  was  his  basket. 

C(Bs.  Poison'd,  then. 

1  Guard.  0  Caesar ! 

This  Charmian  lived  but  now;  she  stood,  and  spake. 
I  found  her  trimming  up  the  diadem 
On  her  dead  mistress :  tremblingly  she  stood , 
And  on  the  sudden  dropped. 

CcBs.  0  noble  weakness !  — 

Iftbeybad  swallow'd  poisoii,  'I'vowX^v^^^w 
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By  external  swelling;  but  she  looks  like  sleep, 
As  she  would  catch  another  Antony 
In  her  strong  toil  of  grace. 

DoL  Here,  on  her  breast, 

There  is  a  vent  of  blood ,  and  something  blown : 
The  like  is  on  her  arm. 

1  Guard,    This  is  an  aspick's  trail ;  and  these  fig-leayes 
Have  slime  upon  them ,  such  as  the  aspick  leaves 
Upon  the  caves  of  Nile. 

CcBs,  Most  probable, 

That  so  she  died ;  for  her  physician  tells  me , 
She  hath  pursu'd  conclusions  inGnite 
Of  easy  ways  to  die.  —  Take  up  her  bed , 
And  bear  her  women  from  the  monument. 
She  shall  be  buried  by  her  Antony : 
So  grave  upon  the  earth  shall  clip  in  it 
A  pair  so  famous.    High  events  as  these 
Strike  those  that  make  them ;  and  their  story  is 
No  less  in  pity,  than  his  glory,  which 
Brought  them  to  be  lamented.    Our  army  shall , 
In  solemn  show,  attend  this  funeral, 
And  then  to  Rome.  —  Come,  Dolabella,  see 
High  order  in  this  great  solemnity.  [Exeunt, 
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DRAMATIS    PERSONifi. 

^YMfiELINE,  King  of  Britain.  A  French  Gentleman,   Friend  to 

^I^OTEN,  Son  to  the  Qaeen  by  a     Philario. 

rormer Hosband.  GAIUS  LUCIUS,    General  of  the 

-•:B0NATUS  POSTHUMUS,    Hus-      Roman  Forces. 

l>and  to  Imogen.  A  Roman  GapUin. 

^KLARIUS,  a  banished  Lord,  dis-  Two  British  GapUins. 

Kuised  under  the  name  of  Morgan.  PISANIO,  Senrant  to  Posthumus. 

SSons  to   Gymbeline,  CORNELIUS ,  a  Physician. 
disguised  under  the  Two  Gentlemen, 
names  ofPolydore  and  Two  Jailors. 
Gadwal ,      supposed 
Sons  to  Belarius. 
PHILARIO,  Friend  to  Post-i  QUEEN,  Wife  to  Gymbeline. 

bumus,  f   Ila-    IMOGEN,  Daughter  to  Gymbeline 

lACHIMO,  Friend  to  Phila-(  Hans,     by  a  former  Queen. 

lio,  J  HELEN,  Woman  to  Imogen. 

liords ,  Ladies ,  Roman  Senators ,  Tribunes,  Apparitions,  a  Soothsayer, 
a  Dutch  Gentleman ,  a  Spanish  Gentleman ,  Musicians ,  Officers,  Cap- 
tains, Soldiers,  Messengers,  and  other  Attendants. 

SCENE,  sometimes  in  Britain,  sometimes  in  Italy. 


ACT  I.     SCENE  I. 

Britain.    The  Garden  behind  Ctmbblinb's  Palace. 
Enter  Two  Gentlemen. 
\Gent.    Tou  do  not  meet  a  man,  bat  frowns:  our  bloods 
No  more  obey  the  heavens ,  than  our  courtietft 
Still  se$m  as  does  the  Jung. 
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2  Gent.  But  what 's  the  mailer? 

1  Gent,    His  daughter,  and  the  heir  of  's  kiugdoin,  whom 
He  purposed  to  his  wife's  sole  son ,  (a  widow 
That  late  he  married)  hath  referred  herself 
Unto  a  poor  but  worthy  gentleman.    She 's  wedded ; 
Her  husband  banish'd;  she  imprisoned :  all 
Is  outward  sorrow,  though,  I  think,  thekipg 
Be  touched  at  very  heart. 

%  Gent.  None  but  the  king? 

1  Gent.    He  that  hath  lost  her,  too :  so  is  the  queen , 
That  most  desir'd  the  match ;  but  not  a  courtier. 
Although  they  wear  their  faces  to  the  bent 
Of  the  king's  looks ,  hath  a  heart  that  is  not 
Glad  at  the  king  they  scowl  at. 

%Gent,  And  why  so? 

1  Gent,    He  that  hath  miss'd  the  princess  is  a  thing 
Too  bad  for  bad  report;  and  he  that  hath  her , 
(I  mean ,  that  married  her,  —  alack ,  good  man !  — 
And  therefore  banish'd)  is  a  creature  such 
As ,  to  seek  through  the  regions  of  the  earth 
For  one  his  like,  there  would  be  something  failing 
In  him  that  should  compare.    I  do  not  think , 
So  fair  an  outward ,  and  such  stuff  within , 
Endows  a  man  but  he. 

%  Gent.  Tou  speak  him  far. 

\Gent,    I  do  extend  him,  Sir,  within  himself ; 
Crush  him  together,  rather  than  unfold         * 
His  measure  duly. 

9  Gent.  What 's  his  name,  and  birth? 

1  Gent,    I  cannot  delve  him  to  the  root.    His  father 
Was  call'd  Sicilius ,  who  did  join  his  honour 
Against  the  Romans  with  Cassibelan , 
But  had  his  titles  by  Tenantius ,  whom 
He  serv'd  with  glory  and  admir'd  success; 
So  gain'd  the  sur-addition,  Leonatus: 
And  had ,  besides  this  gentleman  in  question , 
Two  other  sons,  who ,  m  ibe  ^ ws  o'  v\i^  Vxtaa ^ 
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led  with  their  swords  in  hand ;  for  which  their  father 
'hen  old  and  fond  of  issne)  took  such  sorrow, 
lat  he  quit  being;  and  his  gentle  lady , 
g  of  this  gentleman,  our  theme ,  deceas'd 
5  he  was  born.    The  king  he  takes  the  babe 
)  his  protection ;  calls  him  Posthuraus  Leonatus ; 
*eeds  him ,  and  makes  him  of  his  bed-chamber , 
Its  to  him  all  the  learnings  that  his  time 
)uld  make  him  the  receiver  of;  which  he  took, 
5  we  do  air,  fast  as 't  was  minister'd;  and 
I  his  spring  became  a  harvest;  liv'd  in  court, 
Vhich  rare  it  is  to  do)  most  prais'd ,  most  lov'd ; 
sample  to  the  youngest,  to  the  more  mature, 
glass  that  feated  them ;  and  to  the  graver , 
child  that  guided  dotards :  to  his  mistress , 
>r  whom  he  now  is  banish'd ,  her  own  price 
reclaims  how  she  esteemed  him  and  his  virtue ; 
y  her  election  may  be  truly  read 
^hat  kind  of  man  he  is. 

2  Gent.  I  honour  him , 

yen  out  of  your  report.    But ,  pray  you ,  tell  me , 
i  she  sole  child  to  the  king? 

1  Gent,  His  only  child. 

[e  had  two  sons,  (if  this  be  worth  your  hearing, 
[ark  it)  the  eldest  of  them  at  three  years  old , 
the  swathing  clothes  the  other ,  from  their  nursery 
Vere  stolen ;  and  to  this  hour  no  guess  in  knowledge 
Vhich  way  they  went. 

2  Gent,  How  long  is  this  ago ? 

1  Gent,    Some  twenty  years. 

2  Gent,    That  a  king's  children  should  be  so  eonvey'd, 
•0  slackly  guarded,  and  the  search  so  slow , 

liat  could  not  trace  them ! 

1  Gent,  Howsoe'er  'tis  strange, 
)r  that  the  negligence  may  well  be  langh'd  at , 
fetisittrne.  Sir. 

2  Gent  I  do  well  believe  you. 
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1  GetiL    We  must  forbear.    Here  comes  the  gentleman,  the 
queen  y  and  princess.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE  II. 

The  Same. 
Enter  the  Qubbk  ,  Posthumus  ,  and  Imogbn. 

Queen,    No,  beassur'd,  you  shall  not  find  me ,  daughter, 
After  the  slander  of  most  step-mothers , 
£?il-ej'd  unto  you :  you  are  my  prisoner ,  but 
Tour  jailer  shall  deliver  you  the  keys 
That  lock  up  your  restraint.    For  you,  Posthumus, 
So  soon  as  I  can  win  th'  offended  king, 
I  will  be  known  your  advocate :  marry,  yet 
The  fire  of  rage  is  in  him ;  and 't  werie  good , 
Tou  lean'd  unto  his  sentence ,  with  what  patience 
Tour  wisdom  may  inform  you. 

Post,  Please  your  highness , 

I  will  from  hence  to-day. 

Queen,  Tou  know  the  peril. 

I  '11  fetch  a  turn  about  the  garden,  pitying 
The  pangs  of  barr'd  affections ,  though  the  king 
Hath  charged  you  should  not  speak  together.         '   lExit  Qoben. 

Imo,    O  dissembling  courtesy!  How  fine  this  tyrant 
Can  tickle  where  she  wounds !  —  My  dearest  husband, 
I  something  fear  my  father's  wrath ;  but  nothing 
(Always  reserv'd  my  holy  duty)  what 
His  rage  can  do  on  me.    Tou  must  be  gone ; 
And  I  shall  here  abide  the  hourly  shot 
Of  angry  eyes ;  not  comforted  to  live , 
But  that  there  is  this  jewel  in  the  world , 
That  I  may  see  again. 

Post.  My  queen!  my  mistress! 

0,  lady!  weep  no  more,  lest  I  give  cause 
To  be  suspected  of  more  tenderness 
Than  doth  become  a  man.    I  will  remain 
Tbe  Jojal'st  husband  that  ^d  e'er  v^^^^v  Vt^^  • 
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My  residence  in  Rome  at  one  Philario's ; 
Who  to  my  father  was  a  friend ,  to  me 
Known  but  by  letter.    Thither  write ,  my  queen , 
And  with  mine  eyes  I  'II  drink  the  words  you  send . 
Though  ink  be  made  of  gall. 

Re-enter  Queen. 
Queen,  Be  brief,  I  pray  you: 

If  the  king  come ,  I  shall  incur  I  know  not 
How  much  of  his  displeasure.  [Aside.]  Yet  1 11  move  him 
To  walk  this  way.    I  never  do  him  wrong , 
^ut  he  does  buy  my  injuries  to  be  friends , 
l^ays  dear  for  my  offences.  lExit, 

Post,  Should  we  be  taking  leave 

As  long  a  term  as  yet  we  have  to  live , 
The  loathness  to  depart  would  grow.    Adieu !  - 

Jmo,    Nay,  stay  a  little : 
"Were  you  but  riding  forth  to  air  yourself, 
Such  parting  were  too  petty.    Look  here ,  love : 
This  diamond  was  my  mother's;  take  it,  heart; 
^ut  keep  it  till  you  woo  another  wife , 
AVben  Imogen  is  dead. 

Post,  How!  how!  another?  — 

ITou  gentle  gods ,  give  me  but  this  1  have^ 
And  sear  up  my  embracements  from  a  next 
With  bonds  of  death !  —  Remain ,  remain  thou  here 

[Putting  on  the  Ring. 
While  sense  can  keep  it  on.    And  sweetest,  fairest, 
As  I  my  poor  self  did  exchange  for  you , 
To  your  so  infinite  loss ,  so  in  our  trifles 
1  still  win  of  you :  for  my  sake ,  wear  this : 
It  is  a  manacle  of  love ;  I  '11  place  it 
Upon  this  fairest  prisoner.  [Putting  a  Bracelet  on  her  Arm, 

Jmo»  0,  the  gods  I 

When  shall  we  see  again? 

Enter  Ctmbblh^b  and  Lords. 
Post.  Alack,  thekVii%\ 
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Cym,    Thou  basest  thing,  avoid!  hence,  from  my  sight! 
If  after  this  command  thou  fraught  the  court 
With  thy  unworthiness ,  thou  diest.    Away ! 
Thou  'rt  poison  to  my  blood. 

PosU  The  gods  protect  you , 

And  bless  the  good  remainders  of  the  court ! 
I  am  gone.  [Exit. 

Into.        There  cannot  be  a  pinch  in  death 
More  sharp  than  this  is. 

Cym,  O  disloyal  thing! 

That  should'st  repair  my  youth ,  thou  heapest 
A  year 's  age  on  me. 

Into,  I  beseech  you,  Sir, 

Harm  not  yourself  with  your  vexation : 
I  am  senseless  of  your  wrath ;  a  touch  more  rare 
Subdues  all  pangs,  all  fears. 

Cym.  Past  grace?  obedience? 

Jmo.    Past  hope,  and  in  despair;  that  way,  past  grace. 

Cym.    That  might'st  have  had  thje  sole  son  of  my  queen. 

Imo.    0  bless'd ,  that  1  might  not !    I  chose  an  eagle , 
And  did  avoid  a  puttock. 

Cym.    Thou  took'st  a  beggar;  would'st  have  made  my  throne 
A  seat  for  baseness. 

Imo.  No;  I  rather  added 

A  lustre  to  it. 

Cym.  O  thou  vile  one ! 

Jmo.  Sir, 

It  is  your  fault  that  I  have  lov'd  Posthumus. 
You  bred  him  as  my  play-fellow ;  and  he  is 
A  man  worth  any  woman ;  overbuys  me 
Almost  the  sum  he  pays. 

Cym.  What !  art  thou  mad? 

Imo.    Almost,  Sir:  heaven  restore  me !  —  Would  I  were 
A  neat-herd's  daughter,  and  my  Leonatus 
Oar  neighbour  shepherd's  soul 


CTMBELINE.  7 

Re-enter   Qubbn. 
Cym.  Thou  fooli^  thing !  — 

They  were  again  together:  you  have  done  \To  the  Qvbx^, 

Not  after  our  command.    Away  with  her^ 
And  pen  her  up. 

Queen.  Beseech  your  patience.  —  Peace! 

Dear  lady  daughter ,  peace !  —  Sweel  sovereign , 
Leave  \m  to  ourselves ;  and  make  yourself  some  comfort 
Out  of  your  best  advice. 

Cym,  Nay,  let  her  languish 

A  drop  of  blood  a  day ;  and ,  being  aged , 
Dieof  thisfoUy!  [Exit, 

Enter  Pisanio. 
Queen,  Fie !  —  you  must  give  way ; 

Here  is  your  servant.  —  How  now ,  Sir !  What  news? 
Pis,    My  lord  your  son  drew  on  my  master. 
Queen.  Ha ! 

No  harm ,  I  trust,  is  done? 

Pis,  There  might  have  been , 

But  that  my  master  rather  play'd  than  fought , 
And  had  no  help  of  anger :  they  were  parted 
By  gentlemen  at  hand. 

Queen.  I  am  very  glad  on  't. 

Imo,    Your  son  's  my  father's  friend ;  he  takes  his  part.  — - 
To  draw  upon  an  exile !  —  0  brave  Sir !  — 
I  would  they  were  in  Afric  both  together. 
Myself  by  with  a  needle ,  that  1  might  prick 
The  goer  back.  —  Why  came  you  from  your  master? 
Pis.    On  his  command.    He  would  not  suffer  me 
To  bring  him  to  the  haven :  left  these  notes 
Of  what  commands  1  should  be  subject  to, 
When 't  pleas*d  you  to  employ  me. 

Queen,  *  This  hath  been 

Tour  faithful  servant :  I  dare  lay  mine  honour, 
Hewill  remain  so. 

Pis.  I  humbly  thank  your  hi^\\Yi«^. 

Queen,    Pray,  walk  a  while. 
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Imo.  About  some  half  hour  hence, 

Pray  you,  speak  with  me.    Tou  shall,  at  least, 
Go  see  my  lord  aboard :  for  this  time,  leave  me.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE    III. 

A  Public  Place. 

Enter  Clotbn,.  and  Two  Lords. 

1  Lord,  Sir ,  I  would  advise  you  to  shift  a  shirt :  the  violence 
of  action  hath  made  you  reek  as  a  sacrifice.  Where  air  comes  4)ut, 
air  comes  in ;  there 's  none  abroad  so  wholesome  as  that  you  vent. 

Clo.  If  my  shirt  were  bloody ,  then  to  shift  it  —  Have  I  hurt 
him? 

2  Lord,  [Mide,]  No,  faith;  not  so  much  as  his  patience. 

1  Lord,  Hurt  him?  his  body  *s  a  passable  carcass,  if  he  be  not 
hurt :  it  is  a  thoroughfare  for  steel ,  if  it  be  not  hurt. 

2  Lord.  {Aside,]  His  steel  was  in  debt;  it  went  o*  the  back- 
side the  town. 

Clo.    The  villain  would  not  stand  me. 

2  Lord,  {Aside.]  No ;  but  he  fled  forward  still ,  toward  your 
face. 

1  Lord.  Stand  you !  You  have  land  enough  of  your  own ;  but 
he  added  to  your  having ,  gave  you  some  ground. 

2  Lord.  [Aside.]  As  many  inches  as  you  have  oceans.  — 
Puppies ! 

Clo.    I  would  they  had  not  come  between  us. 

%  Lord.  {Aside.^  So  would  1 ,  till  you  had  measured  how  long 
a  fool  you  were  upon  the  ground. 

Clo.    And  that  she  should  love  this  fellow ,  and  refuse  me ! 

2  Lord.  [Aside.]  If  it  be  a  sin  to  make  a  true  election ,  she  is 
damned. 

1  Lord,  Sir,  as  I  told  you  always ,  her  beauty  and  her  brain 
go  not  together :  she  's  a  good  sign,  but  I  have  seen  small  reflection 
of  her  wit. 

2  Lord,  [Asidp.]  She  shines  not  upon  fools,  lest  the  reflection 
should  hurt  her. 
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do.  Come,  I  '11  to  my  chamber.  Would  there  had  been 
some  hurt  done ! 

%  Lord.  [Aside,']  I  wish  not  so;  unless  it  had  been  the  fall  of 
aD  ass ,  which  is  no  great  hurt. 

Clo.    You '11  go  with  us? 

1  Lord.    I  '11  attend  your  lordship. 

Clo.    Nay,  come,  let 's  go  together. 

^Lord.    Well,  my  lord.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  IV. 
A  Room  in  Ctmbelinb's  Palace. 
Enter  Imogen  awrfPisANio. 
Imo.    I  would  thou  grew'st  unto  the  shores  o'  the  haven, 
And  question'dst  every  sail :  if  he  should  write , 
And  I  not  have  it ,  *i  were  a  paper  lost, 
As  offer'd  mercy  is.    What  was  the  last 
That  he  spake  to  thee  ? 

Pis.  It  was ,  his  queen ,  his  queen ! 

Imo.    Then  wav'd  his  handkerchief? 

Pis.  Andkiss'dit,  Madam. 

Imo.    Senseless  linen ,  happier  therein  than  I !  — 
And  that  was  all? 

Pis,  No ,  Madam ;  for  so  long 

As  he  could  make  me  with  this  eye  or  ear 
Distinguish  him  from  others ,  he  did  keep 
The  deck,  with  glove,  or  hat,  or  handkerchief , 
Still  waving,  as  the  fits  and  stirs  of  his  mind 
Could  best  express  how  slow  his  soul  sail'd  on , 
How  swift  his  ship. 

Imo.  Thou  should'st  have  made  him 

As  little  as  a  crow,  or  less,  ere  left 
To  after-eye  him.  . 

Pis,  Madam,  so  I  did. 

Imo,    I  would  have  broke  mine  eye-strings,  crack'd  them ,  but 
To  look  upon  him ,  till  the  diminution 
Of  space  bad  pointed  bim  sharp  as  my  needle; 
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Nty ,  follow'd  him ,  till  he  had  melted  from 

The  smalUiess  oft  gnat  to  air;  and  then 

Have  tnrn'd  mine  eye ,  and  wept.  —  Bat,  good  Pisanio , 

When  shall  we  hear  from  him? 

Pis.  Beassnr'd,  Madam, 

With  his  next  vantage. 

hno.    I  did  not  take  my  leave  of  him,  bat  had 
Most  pretty  things  to  say :  ere  I  could  tell  him , 
How  I  woald  think  on  him ,  at  certain  hours , 
Such  thoughts,  and  such;  or  I  could  make  him  swear 
The  shes  of  Italy  should  not  betray 
Mine  interest ,  and  his  honour ;  or  have  charged  him , 
At  the  sixth  hour  of  morn ,  at  noon ,  at  midnight, 
T'  encounter  me  with  orisons,  for  then 
I  am  in  heaven  for  him ;  or  ere  I  could 
Give  him  that  parting  kiss ,  which  I  had  set 
Betwixt  two  charming  words ,  comes  in  my  father , 
And ,  like  the  tyrannous  breathing  of  the  north , 
Shakes  all  our  buds  from  growing. 

Enter  a  Lady. 

The  queen.  Madam, 
Desires  your  highness*  company. 

Imo,    Those  things  I  bid  you  do ,  get  them  despatch*d.  — 
I  will  attend  the  queen. 

Pis,  Madam,  I  shall.  [EaeutU 

SCENE  V. 

Bome.    An  Apartment  in  Philario*s  House. 

Enter  Philario  ,  Iachimo  ,  a  Frenchman ,  a  Dutchman ,  and  • 
Spaniard, 
lack.  Believe  it,  Sir ,  I  have  seen  him  in  Britain :  he  was  the 
of  a  crescent  note;  expected  to  prove  so  worthy,  as  since  he  hat 
been  allowed  the  name  of;  but  I  could  then  have  looked  on  hii 
without  the  help  of  admiration,  though  the  catalogue  of  his  endon 
meats  bad  been  tabled  by  bis  s\d^ ,  ^xi^W^  ^^t^asA  Vilm  by  item: 
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Phi.  Yon  speak  of  him  when  he  was  less  furnished ,  than  now 
be  is ,  with  that  which  makes  him  both  without  and  within. 

French*  I  have  seen  him  in  France :  we  had  very  many  there 
could  behold  the  sun  with  as  firm  eyes  as  he. 

lach.  This  matter  of  marrying  his  king's  daughter,  (wherein 
he  must  be  weighed  rather  by  her  value,  than  his  own)  words  him, 
I  doubt  not,  a  great  deal  from  the  matter. 

French*    And ,  then ,  his  banishment.  — 

lach.  Ay,  and  the  approbation  of  those,  that  weep  this  la~ 
mentable  divorce  under  her  colours ,  are  wonderfully  to  extend 
him;  be  it  but  to  fortify  her  judgment,  which  else  an  easy  battery 
might  lay  flat,  for  taking  a  beggar  without  less  quality.  But  how 
comes  it,  he  is  to  sojourn  with  you?  How  creeps  acquaintance? 

Phu  His  father  and  I  were  soldiers  together ;  to  whom  I  have 
heen  often  bound  for  no  less  than  my  life.  — 

JS^n^cr  PosTHUMUS. 

Here  comes  the  Briton.  Let  him  be  so  entertained  amongst  you, 
as  suits  with  gentlemen  of  your  knowing  to  a  stranger  of  his  qua- 
lily.  —  I  beseech  you  all ,  be  better  known  to  this  gentleman, 
vhom  I  commend  to  you,  as  a  noble  friend  of  mine:  how  worthy 
he  is ,  I  will  leave  to  appear  hereafter ,  rather  than  story  him  in  his 
own  hearing. 

French,    Sir ,  we  have  known  together  in  Orleans. 
Post.    Since  when  1  have  been  debtor  to  you  for  courtesies, 
which  I  will  be  ever  to  pay ,  and  yet  pay  still. 

French,  Sir,  you  o'er-rate  my  poor  kindness.  I  was  glad  I 
did  atone  my  countryman  and  you:  it  had  been  pity,  you  should 
have  been  put  together  with  so  mortal  a  purpose ,  as  then  each 
hore ,  upon  importance  of  so  slight  and  trivial  a  nature. 

Post.  By  your  pardon,  Sir,  I  was  then  a  young  traveller; 
rather  shunned  to  go  even  with  what  I  heard ,  than  in  my  every 
action  to  be  guided  by  others'  eiperiences :  but,  upon  my  mended 
judgment,  (if  I  offend  not  to  say  it  is  mended)  my  quarrel  was  not 
iltogether  slight. 

French.    Fai'tb,  yes,  to  be  put  to  IheatbvliwsvciiV^l^^^'t^^N 
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and  by  such  two ,  that  would ,  by  all  likelihood ,  have  confounded 
one  the  other,  or  have  fallen  both. 

lack.    Can  we,  with  manners,  ask  what  was  the  difference? 

French,  Safely,  I  think.  'T  was  a  contention  in  public, 
which  may,  without  contradiction,  suffer  the  report.  It  was  moch 
like  an  argument  that  fell  out  last  night,  where  each  of  as  fell  ia 
praise  of  our  country  mistresses;  this  gentleman  at  that  time 
vouching,  (and  upon  warrant  of  bloody  affirmation)  his  to  be  more 
fair,  virtuous,  wise,  chaste,  constant,  qualified,  and  less  at- 
temptable,  than  any  the  rarest  of  our  ladies  in  France. 

lack.  That  lady  is  not  now  living ;  or  this  gentleman's  opi- 
nion, by  this,  worn  out. 

Post.    She  holds  her  virtue  still ,  and  I  my  mind. 

lack.    You  must  not  so  far  prefer  her  'fore  ours  of  Italy. 

Post,  Being  so  far  provoked  as  I  was  in  France,  I  would  abtte 
her  nothing ;  though  I  profess  myself  her  adorer,  not  her  friend. 

lach.  As  fair ,  and  as  good ,  (a  kind  of  hand-in-hand  compa- 
rison) had  been  something  too  fair,  and  too  good,  for  any  ladj  ia 
Britany.  If  she  went  before  others  I  have  seen ,  as  that  diamond 
of  yours  out-lustres  many  I  have  beheld,  I  could  not  but  believe 
she  excelled  many ;  but  I  have  not  seen  the  most  precious  diamond 
that  is,  nor  you  the  lady. 

Post,    I  praised  her  as  I  rated  her ;  so  do  I  my  stone. 

lack.    What  do  you  esteem  it  at? 

Post,    More  than  the  world  enjoys. 

lach.  Either  your  unparagoned  mistress  is  dead ,  or  dw  's 
outprized  by  a  trifle. 

Post,  You  are  mistaken:  the  one  may  be  sold,  or  given;  or 
if  there  were  wealth  enough  for  the  purchase ,  or  merit  for  the  gift: 
the  other  is  not  a  thing  for  sale,  and  only  the  gift  of  the  gods. 

lack.    Which  the  gods  have  given  you? 

Post,    Which ,  by  their  graces ,  I  will  keep. 

lack.  You  may  wear  her  in  title  yours;  but,  yon  know,  stnBge 
fowl  light  upon  neighbouring  ponds.    Your  ring  may  be  stolen, 
too:  sOf  your  brace  ot  xiwpmt^X^  ^<3^:\\si^^^n<DL%^  the  one  is  bat 
frail,  and  the  other  casuaV\  e^  t\ttv\i\v\%V3sv\^^  ^  ^\  ^'^t&.^^ 
pushed  courtier,  would  \ialw^vV^V\^imxi%\^^^Jsl^^^^^^«A^^^ 


v>f^ 


CVMBELINE.  13 

Past.  Tour  Italy  contains  none  so  accomplished  a  courtier  to 
onyince  the  honour  of  my  mistress,  if  in  the  holding  or  loss  of  that 
fOQ  term  her  frail.  I  do  nothing  doubt,  you  have  store  of  thieves ; 
lotwithstanding,  I  fear  not  my  ring. 

Phi,    Let  us  leave  here ,  gentlemen. 

Post,  Sir,  with  all  my  heart.  This  worthy  signior,  I  thank 
him,  makes  no  stranger  of  me;  we  are  familiar  at  first. 

lack.  With  five  times  so  much  conversation ,  I  should  get 
ground  of  your  fair  mistress ;  make  her  go  back,  even  to  the  yield- 
ing, had  I  admittance,  and  opportunity  to  friend. 

Post,    No,  no. 

lack.  I  dare  thereupon  pawn  the  moiety  of  my  estate  to  your 
iiBg,  which ,  in  my  opinion ,  overvalues  it  something ,  but  I  make 
my  wager  rather  against  your  confidence ,  than  her  reputation : 
iDd,  to  bar  your  ofifence  herein  too ,  I  durst  attempt  it  against  any 
ladjin  the  world. 

Post,  You  are  a  great  deal  abused  in  too  bold  a  persuasion ; 
isdl  doubt  not  you  sustain  what  you  're  worthy  of  by  your  attempt. 

lack.    What 's  that? 

Post,  A  repulse ;  though  your  attempt,  as  you  call  it,  deserve 
mere,  a  punishment  too. 

Phil,  Gentlemen,  enough  of  this;  it  came  in  too  suddenly  : 
letitdieasitwasborn,  and,  I  pray  you,  be  better  acquainted. 

lack.  Would  I  had  put  my  estate ,  and  my  neighbour's ,  on 
the  approbation  of  what  I  have  spoke. 

Post,    What  lady  would  you  choose  to  assail  ? 

laeh.  Yours;  whom  in  constancy,  you  think,  stands  so  safe. 
I  will  lay  you  ten  thousand  ducats  to  your  ring ,  that ,  commend 
me  to  the  court  where  your  lady  is ,  with  no  more  advantage  than 
the  opportunity  of  a  second  conference ,  and  I  will  bring  from 
thence  that  honour  of  hers,  which  you  imagine  so  reserved. 

Post,  I  will  wage  against  your  gold,  gold  to  it :  my  ring  I  hold 
deir  as  my  finger ;  't  is  part  of  it. 

laeh.  You  are  a  friend,  and  therein  the  wiser.  If  you  buy 
ladies'  flesh  at  a  million  a  dram ,  you  cannot  preserve  it  from  talnt- 
hig.    But  I  see,  /coli/iresome  religion  in yo\i,  tYkaX^OMl^vi. 
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P^.    Tii^^l>^^co&ijmmjoarum§uez  to*  bar  t  gnrer 

latk,  1  Am  the  ousier  of  my  speeches;  and  voold  ndagD 
vial '»  fefpoLtQ,  I  ivejj. 

Post.  Will  TOO?  —  I  shiU  but  lend  my  diamond  till  jon 
return.  Let  there  be  covenants  dravn  between  us.  My  mislrai 
eiceed»  in  leoodness  the  hugeness  of  toot  unworthy  thiakiiii:  1 
dare  yon  to  this  match.    Here 's  my  ring. 

Phil.    I  will  hare  it  no  lay. 

Jach.  By  the  gods  it  is  one.  —  If  I  bring  yon  no  sulBdnt 
testimony,  that  I  have  enjoyed  the  dearest  bodily  part  ofyoiir  mis- 
trew ,  my  ten  thousand  ducats  are  yours ;  so  is  your  diamond  too:  I 
if  I  come  off,  and  leave  her  in  such  honour  as  you  haretntttli, 
ftheyourjewel,  this  yonr  jewel,  and  my  gold  are  yours;  —  pit- 
vided ,  I  have  your  commendation ,  for  my  more  free  entnttii- 
ment. 

Post.  I  embrace  these  conditions ;  let  us  have  articles  betwfat 
IIS.  —  Only,  thus  far  you  shall  answer :  if  you  make  your  foyiit 
upon  hnr ,  and  give  me  directly  to  understand  you  hare  preftiri, 
J  am  no  farther  your  enemy;  she  is  not  worth  ourddMte:  If  ike 
remain  unKcduced ,  (you  not  making  it  appear  otherwise)  for  yiv 
ill  opinion ,  and  the  assault  you  have  made  to  her  chastity,  yM 
Hliall  auHwer  me  with  your  sword. 

Inch  Your  hand :  a  covenant.  We  will  have  these  thingi  id 
down  by  lawful  counsel,  and  straight  away  for  Britain,  lest  tk 
Imrgaln  Hhould  catch  cold ,  and  starve.  I  will  fetch  my  gold,  aai 
have  our  two  wagers  recorded. 

Poat .    Agreed .  [Exeunt  Posthumus  and  Iachdio. 

Fnffich.    Will  this  hold,  think  you? 

Phi.  Signior  lachimo  will  not  from  it.  Pray,  let  os  M- 
low  'em. 
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SCENE  VI. 

Britain.    A  Room  in  CTMBRLrsB's  Palace. 

Enter  QvRKS,  Ladies,  oni/ Cornblius. 

Queen.    Whiles  yet  the  dew's  on  groand,  gather  those  flowers : 
Mike  haste*    Who  has  the  note  of  them  ? 
\Lady.  I,  Madam. 

Queen.    Despatch.  —  [Exeunt  Ladies. 

Now,  master  doctor,  hafe  yoo  brought  those  drags? 
Cor.    Pleaseth  yoor  highness ,  ay :  here  they  are ,  Madam : 

[Presenting  a  small  Box, 
Ml  beseech  your  grace ,  without  offence , 
(My  conscience  bids  me  ask)  wherefore  yon  have 
Commanded  of  me  these  most  poisonous  compounds, 
Which  are  the  movers  of  a  languishing  death ; 
fiot  though  slow ,  deadly? 

Queen.  I  wonder ,  doctor , 

Thou  ask'st  me  such  a  question :  have  I  not  been 
niy  pupil  long?  Hast  thou  not  learn 'd  me  how 
To  make  perfumes?  distil?  preserve?  yea,  so, 
That  our  great  king  himself  doth  woo  me  oft 
For  my  confections?  Having  thus  far  proceeded, 
(Unless  thou  think'st  me  devilish)  is 't  not  meet 
That  I  did  amplify  my  judgment  in 
Other  conclusions?  I  will  try  the  forces 
Of  these  thy  compounds  on  such  creatures  as 
We  count  not  worth  the  hanging ,  (but  none  human) 
To  try  the  vigour  of  them ,  and  apply 
411ayments  to  their  act;  and  by  them  gather 
Their  several  virtues ,  and  effects. 

Cor.  Your  highness 

Shall  from  this  practice  but  make  hard  your  heart : 
Besides ,  the  seeing  these  effects  will  be 
Both  noisome  and  infectious. 

Queen.  0!  coDtenl  lYi^e. — 
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Enter  Pisanio. 

[Aside J\  Here  comes  a  flatteriDg  rascal;  upon  him 

Will  I  first  work :  he 's  for  his  master , 

And  eoemy  to  my  son.  —  How  now ,  Pisanio !  — 

Doctor ,  your  service  for  this  time  is  ended : 

Take  your  own  way. 

Cor.  [Aside, 1  I  do  sospect  yon ,  Madam; 

But  you  shall  do  no  harm. 

Queen,  Hark  thee,  a  word.  —    [TbPisii 

Cor,  [Aside,"]  I  do  not  like  her.    She  doth  think,  she  has 

Strange  lingering  poisons :  I  do  know  her  spirit , 

And  will  not  tnist  one  of  her  malice  with 

A  drng  of  such  damn'd  nature.    Those  she  has 

Will  stupify  and  dull  the  sense  awhile ; 

Which  first,  perchance,  she  '11  prove  on  cats,  and  dogs, 

Then  afterward  up  higher ;  but  there  is 

No  danger  in  what  show  of  death  it  makes , 

More  than  the  locking  up  the  spirits  a  time. 

To  be  more  fresh,  reviving.    Sheisfool'd 

With  a  most  false  effect ;  and  I  the  truer , 

So  to  be  false  with  her. 

Queen,  No  farther  service ,  doctor , 

Until  I  send  for  thee. 

Cor,  I  humbly  take  my  leave.  [i 

Queen,    Weeps  she  still,  say'st  thou?  Dost  thou  thiol 
time 

She  will  not  quench ,  and  let  instructions  enter 

Where  folly  now  possesses?  Do  thou  work : 

When  thou  shall  bring  me  word  she  loves  my  son , 

I  'II  tell  thee  on  the  instant  thou  art ,  then , 

As  great  as  is  thy  master:  greater;  for 

His  fortunes  all  lie  speechless ,  and  his  name 

Is  at  last  gasp :  return  he  cannot ,  nor 

Continue  where  he  is :  to  shift  his  being , 

Js  to  exchange  one  misery  ^\lh  another  ^ 

And  every  day  that  comes  tomts  vo  ^«iwj 
A  dafs  work  in  him.    VOi^V  s\i«Vx v\vom^t.^^^x  , 
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To  be  depender  oo  a  thing  that  leans? 

Who  cannot  be  new-built ;  nor  has  no  friends , 

[The  Queen  drops  a  Box:  Pisanio  takes  it  vp» 

So  much  as  but  to  prop  him.  —  Thou  tak'st  up 

Xhoa  knoVst  not  what ;  but  take  it  for  thy  labour. 

It  is  a  thing  I  made ,  which  hath  the  king 

FiTe  times  redeem'd  from  death :  I  do  not  know 

Wliat  is  more  cordial:  —  nay,  Ipr'ythee,  take  it; 

It  is  an  earnest  of  a  farther  good 

Ibat  I  mean  to  thee.    Tell  thy  mistress  how 

Xhe  case  stands  with  her :  do 't  as  from  thyself. 

Think  what  a  chance  thou  changest  on ;  but  think 

Thou  hast  thy  mistress  still;  to  boot,  my  son. 

Who  shall  take  notice  of  thee.    I  '11  move  the  king 

To  any  shape  of  thy  preferment ,  such 

As  thou 'It  desire;  and  then  myself ,  I  chiefly, 

That  set  thee  on  to  this  desert ,  am  bound 

To  load  thy  merit  richly.    Call  my  women : 

Think  on  my  words.  [Exit  Pisa.]  —  A  sly  and  constant  knave , 

Not  to  be  shak'd ;  the  agent  for  his  master , 

And  the  remembrancer  of  her,  to  hold 

The  hand  fast  to  her  lord.  —  I  have  given  him  that , 

Which,  if  he  take,  shall  quite  unpeople  her 

Of  Uegers  for  her  sweet ;  and  which  she  after , 

Bxcept  she  bend  her  humour,  shall  be  assured 

Re-enter  Pisanio  ,  and  Ladies, 

To  taste  of  too.  —  So,  so;  —  well  done,  well  done. 

The  violets,  cowslips,  and  the  primroses. 

Bear  to  my  closet.  —  Fare  thee  well ,  Pisanio ; 

Think  on  my  words.  [Exetmt  Queen  and  Ladies, 

Pis,  And  shall  do ; 

But  when  to  my  good  lord  I  prove  untrue , 
1 11  choke  myself:  there 's  all  1 11  do  for  you. 
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SCENE  VII. 

Another  Room  in  the  Same. 
Enter  Imo&bn. 
Into.    A  father  cruel,  and  a  step-dame  false ; 
A  foolish  suitor  to  a  wedded  lady, 
That  hath  her  husband  banish'd :  —  0 ,  that  husband ! 
My  supreme  crown  of  grief  I  and  those  repeated 
Vexations  of  it !  Had  I  been  thief-stolen , 
As  my  two  brothers,  happy!  but  most  miserable 
Is  the  desire  that 's  glorious :  blessed  be  those , 
How  mean  soe'er ,  that  have  their  honest  wills , 
Which  seasons  comfort.  —  Who  may  this  be  ?    Fie ! 

Enter  Pisanio  and  Iachimo. 

PU.    Madam,  a  noble  gentleman  of  Rome 
Comes  from  my  lord  with  letters. 

lack.  Change  you,  Madan 

The  worthy  Leonatus  is  in  safety ,     "^ 
And  greets  your  highness  dearly.  IPresent 

Imo,  Thanks,  good  Sir: 

You  are  kindly  welcome. 

lach.    All  of  her,  that  is  out  of  door,  most  rich! 
If  she  be  furnish'd  with  a  mind  so  rare , 
She  is  alone  the  Arabian  bird ,  and  I 
Have  lost  the  wager.    Roldness  be  my  friend ! 
Arm  me,  audacity,  from  head  to  foot, 
Or,  like  the  Parthian,  I  shall  flying  fight; 
Rather,  directly  fly. 

Imo,  [Reads,']  '  *  He  is  one  of  the  noblest  note ,  to  wl 
nesses  I  am  most  infinitely  tied.  Reflect  upon  him  tc 
as  you  value  your  trust  — 

**Lfi0Ni 

So  far  I  read  aloud ; 
Bat  even  the  very  middle  ot  m^  VmV 
Is  watm'd  bj  the  rest ,  and  laV^s  W  V^iW!^^Sx^^.  — 
You  are  as  welcome ,  -woiVh^  SVi  >  ^^^ 
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Bave  words  to  bid  you ;  and  shall  find  it  so , 
In  all  that  I  can  do. 

lach.  Thanks,  fairest  lady. — 

What!  are  men  mad?    Hath  nature  given  them  eyes 
To  see  this  vaulted  arch ,  and  the  rich  crop 
Of  sea  and  land ,  which  can  distinguish  'twixt 
the  fiery  orbs  above ,  and  the  twinn'd  stones 
dpon  the  numbered  beach ;  and  can  we  not 
Partition  make  with  spectacles  so  precious 
'Twixt  fair  and  foul? 

Imo.  What  makes  your  admiration  ? 

lach.    It  cannot  be  i'  the  eye ;  for  apes  and  monkeys , 
Twiit  two  such  shes ,  would  chatter  this  way ,  and 
Cootemn  with  mows  the  other :  nor  i'  the  judgment ; 
^or  idiots,  in  this  case  of  favour,  would 
Be  wisely  definite :  nor  i'  the  appetite ; 
flattery ,  to  such  neat  eicellence  oppos'd , 
Should  make  desire  vomit  emptiness , 
Vot  so  allur'd  to  feed. 

Into,    What  is  the  matter,  trow? 

lack.  The  cloyed  will, 

^That  satiate  yet  unsatisfied  desire , 
That  tub  both  fiU'd  and  running)  ravening  first 
The  lamb ,  longs  after  for  the  garbage. 

Into.  What,  dear  Sir, 

^hus  raps  you?    Are  you  well? 

Jack,    Thanks,  Madam,  well.  —  Beseech  you,  8ir,  desire 

[To  PiSAKIO. 

f  y  man's  abode  where  I  did  leave  him ;  he 
s  strange  and  peevish. 

Pis.  I  was  going,  Sir» 

?o  give  him  welcome.  [Exit  Pisahio. 

Imo.    Continues  well  my  lord?    His  health,  'beseech  you? 

lack.    Well,  Madam. 

Imo.    Is  he  disposed  to  mirth?    I  hope ,  lie  \a. 

/acA,    Exceeding  pleasaDt;  none  a  sUan^ei  iViei^ 
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So  merry  and  so  gamesome :  he  is  call'd 
The  Briton  reveller. 

Imo .  When  he  was  here , 

He  did  incline  to  sadness ;  and  oft-times 
Not  knowing  why. 

Jack,  I  never  saw  him  sad. 

There  is  a  Frenchman  his  companion ,  one , 
An  eminent  monsieur,  that,  it  seems,  much  loves 
A  Gallian  girl  at  home ;  he  furnaces 
The  thick  sighs  from  him ,  whiles  the  jolly  Briton 
(Your  lord,  I  mean)  laughs  from 's  free  lungs,  cries,  **0! 
Can  my  sides  hold,  to  think,  that  man, —  who  knows 
By  history,  report,  or  his  own  proof , 
What  woman  is,  yea,  what  she  cannot  choose 
But  must  be ,  —  will  his  free  hours  languish 
For  assur'd  bondage?" 

Imo.  Will  my  lord  say  so? 

lack.    Ay,  Madam,  with  his  eyes  in  flood  with  laughter: 
It  is  a  recreation  to  be  by , 

And  hear  him  mock  the  Frenchman;  but,  heavens  know. 
Some  men  are  much  to  blame. 

Imo.  Not  he,  I  hope. 

lack.    Not  he ;  but  yet  heaven's  bounty  towards  him  might 
Be  us'd  more  thankfully.    In  himself,  'tis  much; 
In  you ,  —  which  I  account  his  beyond  all  talents ,  — 
Whilst  I  am  bound  to  wonder ,  I  am  bound 
To  pity  too. 

Imo.         What  do  you  pity.  Sir? 

laeh.    Two  creatures,  heartily. 

Imo.  Am  I  one,  Sir? 

Tou  look  on  me :  what  wreck  discern  you  in  me , 
Deserves  your  pity? 

laeh.  Lamentable!    What! 

To  hide  me  from  the  radiant  sun ,  and  solace 
r  the  daogeoo  by  a  snuff? 

Imo.  \  ^i«i  io\x  ^  %« , 
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Deliver  with  more  openness  your  answers 
To  my  demands.    Why  do  yon  pity  me? 

lack.    That  others  do , 
I  was  abont  to  say,  enjoy  your  —  But 
It  is  an  office  of  the  gods  to  venge  it, 
Not  mine  to  speak  on 't. 

Imo.  Ton  do  seem  to  know 

Something  of  me,  or  what  concerns  me:  pray  you, 
(Since  doubting  things  go  ill ,  often  hurts  more 
Than  to  be  sure  they  do ;  for  certainties 
£ither  are  past  remedies ,  or,  timely  knowing, 
The  remedy  then  bom)  discover  to  me 
"What  both  you  spur  and  stop. 

Jack.  Had  I  this  cheek 

To  bathe  my  lips  upon ;  this  hand,  whose  touch. 
Whose  every  touch ,  would  force  the  feeler's  soul 
To  the  oath  of  loyalty;  this  object,  which 
Takes  prisoner  the  wild  motion  of  mine  eye. 
Fixing  it  only  here;  should  I  (damn'd  then) 
Slaver  with  lips  as  common  as  the  stairs 
That  mount  the  Capitol ;  join  gripes  with  hands 
Made  hard  with  hourly  falsehood  (falsehood  as 
With  labour)  then  by  peeping  in  an  eye , 
Base  and  illustrous  as  the  smoky  light 
That 's  fed  \rith  stinking  tallow ,  it  were  fit , 
That  all  the  plagues  of  hell  should  at  one  time 
Encounter  such  revolt. 

Imo.  My  lord,  I  fear, 

Has  forgot  Britain. 

lack.  And  himself.    Not  I, 

Inclined  to  this  intelligence ,  pronounce 
The  beggary  of  his  change ;  but 't  is  your  graces 
That,  from  my  mutest  conscience ,  to  my  tongue. 
Charms  this  report  out. 

Imo.  Let  me  hear  no  more. 

lack.    O  dearest  soul !  your  cause  doth  strike  my  heart 
With  pity,  that  doth  make  me  sick.    A.lad^ 
VI.  h>^ 
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So  fair,  and  fastened  to  an  empery  > 

Would  make  the  greatest  king  double ,  to  be  partnered 

With  tomboys ,  hir'd  with  that  self  exhibition 

Which  your  own  coffers  yield !  with  diseased  ventures , 

That  play  with  all  infirmities  for  gold 

Which  rottenness  can  lend  nature !  such  boil'd  stuff, 

As  well  might  poison  poison !    Be  reveng'd , 

Or  she  that  bore  you  was  no  queen ,  and  you 

Recoil  from  your  great  stock. 

Imo,  Reveng'd ! 

How  should  I  be  reveng'd  ?    If  this  be  true , 
(As  I  have  such  a  heart ,  that  both  mine  ears 
Must  not  in  haste  abuse)  if  it  be  true , 
How  should  I  be  reveng'd? 

lack.  Should  he  make  me 

Live,  like  Diana's  priest,  betwixt  cold  sheets. 
Whiles  he  is  vaulting  variable  ramps , 
In  your  despite ,  upon  your  purse?    Revenge  it. 
I  dedicate  myself  to  your  sweet  pleasure , 
More  noble  than  that  runagate  to  your  bed , 
And  will  continue  fast  to  youf  affection , 
Still  close,  assure^ 

Imo.  What  ho,  Pisanio! 

lach.    Let  me  my  service  tender  on  your  lips. 

Imo,    Away !  —  I  do  condemn  mine  ears ,  that  have 
So  long  attended  thee.  — If  thou  wert  honourable , 
Thou  would'st  have  told  this  tale  for  virtue  ,  not 
For  such  an  end  thou  seek'st,   as  base ,  as  strange. 
Thou  wrongest  a  gentleman ,  who  is  as  far 
From  thy  report,  as  thou  from  honour;  and 
Solicit'st  here  a  lady,  that  disdains 
Thee  and  the  devil  alike.  —  What  ho ,  Pisanio !  — 
The  king  my  father  shall  be  made  acquainted 
Of  thy  assault :  if  he  shall  think  it  fit , 
A  saucy  stranger ,  in  his  court ,  to  mart 
As  in  a  Romish  stew ,  and  to  expound 
Els  beastly  mind  to  us ,  he  hath  a  court 


He  little  cares  for ,  and  a  daughter  whom 

He  not  respects  at  all.  —  What  ho,  Pisanio  1  — 

lack,    O  happy  LeoDatus !  I  may  say; 
The  credit ,  that  thy  lady  hath  of  thee , 
Deserves  thy  trust ;  and  thy  most  perfect  goodness 
Her  assur'd  credit.  —  Blessed  live  you  long ! 
A.  lady  to  the  worthiest  Sir,  that  ever 
Country  call'd  his;  and  you  his  mistress ,  only 
For  the  most  worthiest  fit.    Give  me  your  pardon. 
I  have  spoke  this,  to  know  if  your  affiance 
Were  deeply  rooted ;  and  shall  make  your  lord , 
That  which  he  is ,  new  o'er :  and  he  is  one 
The  truest  manner*d ;  such  a  holy  witch , 
That  he  enchants  societies  unto  him : 
Half  all  men's  hearts  are  his. 

Imo,  Tou  make  amends. 

lack.    He  sits 'mongst  men ,  like  a  descended  god : 
He  hath  a  kind  of  honour  sets  him  off. 
More  than  a  mortal  seeming.    Be  not  angry , 
Most  mighty  princess ,  that  I  have  adventur'd 
To  try  your  taking  of  a  false  report;  which  hath 
Honour'd  with  confirmation  your  great  judgment 
In  the  election  of  a  sir  so  rare, 
Which ,  you  know ,  cannot  err.    The  love  I  bear  him 
Made  me  to  fan  you  thus ;  but  the  gods  made  you , 
Unlike  all  others ,  chafiSless.    Pray,  your  pardon. 

Imo,    All's  well.  Sir.    Take  my  power  i' the  court  for  yours. 

lack,    "iilL^  humble  tiianks.    1  had  almost  forgot 
T'  entreat  your  grace  but  in  a  small  request , 
And  yet  of  moment  too,  for  it  concerns 
Your  lord ;  myself,  and  other  noble  friends , 
Are  partners  in  the  business. 

Imo.  Pray,  what  is  *t? 

lack.    Some  dozen  Romans  of  us ,  and  your  lord , 
(The  best  fbather  of  our  wing)  have  mingled  sums, 
To  buy  a  present  for  the  emperor; 
Which  I,  the  factor  for  the  rest ,  have  done 
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Id  France:  'tis  plate  of  rare  device,  and  jewels 
Of  rich  and  exquisite  form.    Their  values  great , 
And  I  am  something  curious ,  being  strange, 
To  have  them  in  safe  stowage :  may  it  please  you 
To  take  them  in  protection? 

Imo.  Willingly, 

And  pawn  mine  honour  for  their  safety ;  since 
My  lord  hath  interest  in  them ,  I  will  keep  them 
In  my  bed-chamber. 

lack.  They  are  ip  a  trunk , 

Attended  by  my  men ;  I  will  make  bold 
To  send  them  to  you ,  only  for  this  night , 
I  must  aboard  to-morrow. 

Imo»  O!  no,  no. 

lack,    Tes,  I  beseech;  or  I  shall  short  my  word , 
By  lengthening  my  return.    From  Gallia 
I  crossed  the  seas  on  purpose ,  and  on  promise 
To  see  your  grace. 

Imo,  I  thank  you  for  your  pains ; 

But  not  away  to-morrow? 

lack.  O!  I  must,  Madam: 

Therefore,  I  shall  beseech  you,  if  you  please 
To  greet  your  lord  with  writing ,  do  *i  to-night : 
I  have  outstood  my  time ,  which  is  material 
To  the  tender  of  our  present. 

Imo.  I  will  write. 

Send  your  trunk  to  me :  it  shall  safe  be  kept. 
And  truly  yielded  you.    You  're  very  welcome. 

ACT  II.     SCENE  I. 
Court  before  Ctmbelikb's  Palace. 
Enter  Clotks  ,  and  Two  Lords. 
Clo.    Was  there  ever  mau  had  such  luck!  when  1 1 
jick  upon  an  up-cast,  to  be  YalK«^^\  V>a».^^V\sxA\«^v 
sad  then  a  whoreson  iackwi^v^^  ^"^^^  ^^'^  ^"^  "^"^ 
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g ;   as  if  I  borrowed  mine  oaths  of  him ,   and  might  not  spend 
em  at  my  pleasure. 

1  Lord,  What  got  he  by  that?  You  have  broke  his  pate  with 
•ur  bowl. 

2  Lord,  [Aside,']  If  his  wit  had  been  like  him  that  broke  it, 
would  have  run  all  out. 

Clo,  When  a  gentleman  is  disposed  to  swear ,  it  is  not  for  any 
inders-by  to  curtail  his  oaths ,  ha? 

^Lord,    No,  my  lord;  [Aside,]  norcrop  the  ears  of  them. 

Clo.  Whoreson  dog!  —  I  give  him  satisfaction?  Would  he 
id  been  one  of  my  raok! 

2  Lord,  [Aside,]    To  have  smelt  like  a  fool. 

Clo.  I  am  not  vexed  more  at  any  thing  in  the  earth.  —  A  pox 
I  't !  I  had  rather  not  be  so  noble  as  I  am :  they  dare  not  fight 
[th  me ,  because  of  the  queen  my  mother.  Every  jack-slave  hath 
s  belly  full  of  fighting,  and  I  must  go  up  and  down  like  a  cock 
at  no  body  can  match. 

2  Lord,  lAside,]  You  are  cock  and  capon  too ;  and  yon  crow, 
•ck ,  with  your  comb  on. 

Clo,    Sayestthou? 

2  Lord,  It  is  not  fit,  your  lordship  shonld  undertake  every 
impanion  that  you  give  offence  to. 

Clo,  No ,  I  know  that ;  but  it  is  fit  I  should  commit  offence  to 
y  inferiors. 

^  Lord,    Ay ,  it  is  fit  for  your  lordship  only. 

Clo,    Why,  so  I  say. 

1  Lord,  Did  you  hear  of  a  stranger,  that 's  come  to  court  to- 
ight? 

Clo,    A  stranger ,  and  I  not  know  on  H ! 

t  Lord,  [Ande,"]  He  's  a  strange  fellow  himself,  and  knows 
not. 

1  Lord,  There  's  an  Italian  come ;  and ,  't  is  thought ,  one  of 
•eonatos'  friends. 

Clo,  Leonatus!  a  banished  rascal ;  and  he 's  another,  what- 
soever he  be.    Who  told  you  of  this  stranger? 

1  Lord.    One  of  jour  /ordsfaip's  pages. 
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Clo,  Is  it  fit,  I  went  to  look  upon  him?  Is  there  no  deroga- 
tion in  't? 

1  Lord.    You  cannot  derogate,  my  lord. 
Clo,    Not  easily,  I  think. 

%'Lord,  [Aside, "]  You  are  a  fool  granted;  therefore,  your 
issues  being  foolish  do  not  derogate. 

Clo,  Come ,  I  '11  go  see  this  Italian.  What  I  have  lost  to-day 
at  bowls,  I '11  win  to-night  of  him.    Come,  go. 

2  Lord.    I  '11  attend  your  lordship. 

[Exeunt  Cloten  andfirtt  Lord. 
That  such  a  crafty  devil  as  is  his  mother 
Should  yield  the  world  this  ass !  a  woman ,  that 
Bears  all  down  with  her  brain ;  and  this  her  son 
Cannot  take  two  from  twenty  for  his  heart. 
And  leave  eighteen.    Alas ,  poor  princess ! 
Thou  divine  Imogen,  what  thou  endur'st. 
Betwixt  a  father  by  thy  step-dame  govern 'd ; 
A  mother  hourly  coining  plots ;  a  wooer , 
More  hateful  than  the  foul  expulsion  is 
Of  thy  dear  husband  ,  than  that  horrid  act 
Of  the  divorce  he  'd  make !  The  heavens  hold  firm 
The  walls  of  thy  dear  honour ;  keep  unshak'd 
That  temple ,  thy  fair  mind ;  that  thou  may'st  stand , 
T '  enjoy  thy  banish'd  lord ,  and  this  great  land !  [Exit 

SCENE  II. 
A  Bed-chamber ;  in  one  Part  of  it  a  Trunk. 
Imogen  reading  in  her  Bed;  a  Lady  attending. 
Imo,    Who's  there?  my  woman,  Helen? 
Ladf/,  Please  you,  Hadam. 

Imo .    What  hour  is  it  ? 

Lady,  Almost  midnight ,  Madam. 

Imo,    I  have  read  three  hours ,  then.    Mine  eyes  are  weak ; 
Fold  down  the  leaf  where  I  have  left :  to  bed. 
Take  not  away  the  taper,  leave  it  burning; 
Aad  iftbou  canst  awake  b^  toui  o*  X\i^  ^\^t>!- , 
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[  pr'ythee ,  call  me.    Sleep  hath  seized  me  wholly.      [Exit  Lady. 
To  your  protection  I  commend  me ,  gods ! 
From  fairies,  and  the  tempters  of  the  night, 
Eruardme,  beseech  ye! 

[Sleeps,    Iachimo  comes  from  the  Trunk, 
lack.    The  crickets  sing ,  and  man's  o'er-labour'd  sense 
Repairs  itself  by  rest :  onr  Tarqnin  thus 
Did  softly  press  the  rushes ,  ere  he  waken'd 
The  chastity  he  wounded.  —  Cytherea , 
How  bravely  thou  becom'st  thy  bed !  fresh  lily , 
knd  whiter  than  the  sheets !    That  I  might  touch ! 
But  kiss ;  one  kiss !  —  Rubies  unparagon'd , 
How  dearly  they  do  't!  —  'T  is  her  breathing  that 
Perfumes  the  chamber  thus :  the  flame  o'  the  taper 
Bows  toward  her,  and  would  under-peep  her  lids, 
7o  see  the  enclosed  lights ,  now  canopied 
Under  these  windows ;  white  and  azure ,  lac'd 
With  blue  of  heaven's  own  tinct.  —  But  my  design*, 
lo  note  the  chamber:  I  will  write  all  down :  — 
Such ,  and  such ,  pictures :  —  there  the  window;  —  such 
Th'  adornment  of  her  bed :  —  the  arras ,  figures. 
Why ,  such,  and  such ;  —  and  the  contents  o'  the  story.  — 
Kh !  but  some  natural  notes  about  her  body, 
Above  ten  thousand  meaner  moveables 
Would  testify ,  t*  enrich  mine  inventory : 
D  sleep  ^  thou  ape  of  death,  lie  dull  upon  her ! 
And  be  her  sense  but  as  a  monument, 
Thus  in  a  chapel  lying !  —  Come  off,  come  ofif ;  — 

[Taking  off  her  Bracelet, 
is  slippery^  as  the  Gordian  knot  was  hard !  — 
T  is  mine ;  and  this  will  witness  outwardly , 
^  strongly  as  the  conscience  does  within , 
to  the  madding  of  her  lord.  —  On  her  left  breast 
i  noiole  cinque-spotted ,  like  the  crimson  drops 
['  the  bottom  of  a  cowslip :  here  's  a  voucher, 
Stronger  than  ever  law  could  make :  this  secret 
Will  force  bim  think  I  have  p/ck'd  the  lock ,  and  \Xl  col 
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The  treasure  of  her  liODOor.    No  more.  —  To  what  end , 

Why  shoald  I  write  this  down ,  that 's  rireted , 

Serew'd  to  my  memory?    She  hath  been  reading  late 

The  tale  of  Tereos ;  here  the  leaf 's  tom'd  down , 

Where  Philomel  gave  op.  —  I  have  enough : 

To  the  tronk  again«  and  shut  the  spring  of  it. 

Swift,  swift,  you  dragons  of  the  night,  that  dawning 

Hay  bare  the  raven's  eye :  I  lodge  in  fear ; 

Though  this  a  heavenly  angel ,  hell  is  here.  [Clock  strikes. 

One ,  two ,  three ,  —  time ,  time ! 

[Goes  into  t/ie  Tnmk.     The  Scene  closes, 

SCENE  III. 
An  Ante-Chamber  adjoining  Imogen's  Apartment. 
Enter  Clotbn  and  Lords. 
1  Lord.    Your  lordship  is  the  most  patient  man  in  loss ,  the 
most  coldest  that  ever  turned  up  ace. 

Clo.    It  would  make  any  man  cold  to  lose. 
1  Lord.    But  not  every  man  patient ,  after  the  noble  temper  of 
your  lordship.    Tou  are  most  hot ,  and  furious ,  when  you  win. 

Clo.  Winniug  will  put  any  man  into  courage.  If  I  could  get 
this  foolish  Imogen ,  I  should  have  gold  enough.  It  's  almost 
morning,  is H not? 

1  Lord.    Day,  my  lord. 

Clo.  I  would  this  music  would  come.  I  am  advised  to  give 
her  music  o' moroings ;  they  say,  it  will  penetrate. 

Enter  Musicians. 
Come  on;  tune:  ifyou  can  penetrate  her  with  your  fingering,  so; 
we  '11  try  with  tongue  too:  if  none  will  do,  let  her  remain;  but 
I'll  never  give  o'er.  First,  a  very  excellent  good  conceited  thing; 
after,  a  wonderful  sweet  air,  with  admirable  rich  words  to  it,— 
and  then  let  her  consider. 

SONG. 
Hark!  hark  I  the  lark  at  heaven*  s  gate  sings  ^ 
And  Phasbw  'giru  arise , 


CYMBELINE.  29 

His  steeds  to  water  at  those  springs 

On  ckalic*d flowers  that  lies; 
And  winking  Mary-buds  begin 

To  ope  their  golden  eyes; 
With  every  thing  that  pretty  U^ 

My  lady  sweety  arise; 
Arise y  arise! 

So,  get  you  gone.  If  this  penetrate,  I  will  consider  yonr  music 
the  better :  if  it  do  not ,  it  is  a  vice  in  her  ears ,  which  horse-hairs, 
and  calves'-gats,  nor  the  voice  of  unpaved  ennnch  to  boot,  can 
neTer  amend.  [Exeunt  Musicians. 

Enter  Ctmbelikb  arid  Quebk. 

2  Lord.    Here  comes  the  king. 

Clo.  I  am  glad  I  was  np  so  late ,  for  that 's  the  reason  I  was 
np  so  early:  he  cannot  choose  but  take  this  service  I  have  done, 
fatherly.  —  Good  morrow  to  your  majesty,  and  to  my  gracious 
mother. 

Cym,    Attend  you  here  the  door  of  our  stem  daughter? 
Will  she  not  forth? 

Go.  I  have  assailed  her  with  music,  but  she  vouchsafes  oo 
notice. 

Cym.    The  exile  of  her  minion  is  too  new ; 
She  hath  not  yet  forgot  him :  some  more  time 
Must  wear  the  print  of  his  remembrance  out , 
And  then  she 's  yours. 

Queen.  Tou  are  most  bound  to  the  king ; 

Who  lets  go  by  no  vantages ,  that  may 
Prefer  you  to  his  daughter.    Frame  yourself 
To  orderly  solicits ,  and  be  friended 
With  aptness  of  the  season :  make  denials 
Increase  your  services :  so  seem,  as  if 
Ton  were  inspired  to  do  those  duties  which 
Ton  tender  to  her ;  that  you  in  all  obey  her. 
Save  when  command  to  your  dismission  tends , 
And  therein  you  are  senseless. 

C7^.  Seasdttsst  noXuo.    v 
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Enter  a  Messenger. 

Mess,    So  like  you,  Sir,  ambassadors  from  Rome : 
The  one  is  Caius  Lucius. 

Cym,  A  worthy  fellow , 

Albeit  he  comes  od  angry  purpose  now ; 
But  that 's  no  fault  of  his :  we  must  receive  him 
According  to  the  honour  of  his  sender; 
And  towards  himself,  his  goodness  forespent  on  us , 
We  must  extend  our  notice.  —  Our  dear  son , 
When  you  have  given  good  morning  to  your  mistress. 
Attend  the  queen ,  and  us ;  we  shall  have  need 
To  employ  you  towards  this  Roman.  —  Come,  our  queen. 

iExeunt  Cxu.  ^  Queen,  Lords^  and  Mess. 

Clo,    If  she  be  up,  I '11  speak  with  her ;  if  not. 
Let  her  lie  still ,  and  dream.  —  By  your  leave,  ho!—-     [Rmks. 
I  know  her  women  are  about  her :  what 
If  I  do  line  one  of  their  hands?    'T  is  gold 
Which  buys  admittance ;  oft  it  doth;  yea,  and  makes 
Diana's  rangers  false  themselves ,  yield  up 
^heir  deer  to  the  stand  o'  the  stealer ;  and  't  is  gold 
Which  makes  the  true  man  kill'd,  and  saves  the  thief; 
Nay,  sometime,  hangs  both  thiefand  true  man:  what 
Can  it  not  do ,  and  undo?    I  will  make 
One  of  her  women  lawyer  to  me ;  for 
I  yet  not  understand  the  case  myself. 
By  your  leave.  [Bnoela* 

Enter  a  Lady, 
*      Lady.    Who's  there,  that  knocks? 

Clo.  A  gentleman. 

Lady.  No  more? 

Clo.    Yes ,  and  a  gentlewoman's  son. 

Lady.  That 's  more 

Than  some ,  whose  tailors  are  as  dear  as  yours , 
Can  justly  boast  of.    What 's  your  lordship's  pleasure? 

Clo.    Your  lady's  person :  is  she  ready? 

Lady.  Ay, 

To  keep  her  chamber. 
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Clo,    There 's  gold  for  you ;  sell  me  your  good  report. 
Lady,    How!  my  good  name?  or  to  report  of  you 
'hat  I  shall  think  is  good?  —  The  princess  — 

Enter  Imogen. 

Clo.    Good  morrow,  fairest:  sister  your  sweet  hand. 

77/10.    Good  morrow,  Sir.    You  lay  out  too  much  pains 
)r  purchasing  but  trouble :  the  thanks  I  give , 
telling  you  that  I  am  poor  of  thanks , 
nd  scarce  can  spare  them. 

Clo.  Still,  I  swear,  I  love  you. 

Imo.    Ifyoubutsaidso,  't  were  as  deep  with  me : 
'you  swear  still ,  your  recompense  is  still 
hat  I  regard  it  not. 

Clo.  This  is  no  answer. 

Itno.    But  that  you  shall  not  say  I  yield ,  being  silent , 
would  not  speak.    I  pray  you,  spare  me:  faith, 
shall  unfold  equal  discourtesy 
0  your  best  kindness.    One  of  your  great  knowing 
hould  learn,  being  taught,  forbearance. 

Clo.    To  leave  you  in  your  madness ,  'twere  my  sin: 
will  not. 

Imo,    Fools  are  not  mad  folks. 

Ch.  Do  you  call  me  fool? 

Imo.    As  I  am  mad,  I  do: 
'  you  '11  be  patient ,  I  '11  no  more  be  mad ; 
hat  cures  us  both.    I  am  much  sorry ,  Sir, 
ou  put  me  to  forget  a  lady's  manners, 
y  being  so  verbal :  and  learn  now ,  for  all , 
hat  I,  which  know  my  heart ,  do  here  pronounce , 
y  the  very  truth  of  it ,  I  care  not  for  you ; 
nd  am  so  near  the  lack  of  charity , 
Id  accuse  myself)  I  hate  you ;  which  I  had  rather 
ou  felt ,  than  make  't  my  boast. 

Clo,  You  sin  against 

obedience,  which  you  owe  your  father.    For 
he  contract yoa pretend  with  tbat  base  wteldi. 
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(One ,  bred  of  alms ,  and  foster'd  with  cold  dishes , 
With  scraps  o'  the  court)  it  is  no  contract,  none : 
And  though  it  be  allow'd  in  meaner  parties , 
(Yet  who  than  he  more  mean  ?)  to  knit  their  souls 
(On  whom  there  is  no  more  dependency 
But  brats  and  beggary)  in  self-figur'd  knot, 
Tet  you  are  curb'd  from  that  enlargement  by 
The  consequence  o'  the  crown ,  and  must  not  foil 
The  precious  note  of  it  with  a  base  slave , 
A  hilding  for  a  livery ,  a  squire's  cloth , 
A  pantler ,  not  so  eminent. 

Into,  Profane  fellow ! 

Wert  thou  the  son  of  Jupiter ,  and  no  more 
But  what  thou  art  besides ,  thou  wert  too  base 
To  be  his  groom :  thou  wert  dignified  enough , 
Evea  to  the  point  of  envy ,  if  *i  were  made 
Comparative  for  your  virtues ,  to  be  styl'd 
The  under-hangman  of  his  kingdom ,  and  hated 
For  being  preferr'd  so  well. 

Clo.  The  south-fog  rot  him ! 

Imo.    He  never  can  meet  more  mischance ,  than  come 
To  be  but  nam'd  of  thee.    His  meanest  garment , 
That  ever  hath  but  clipp'd  his  body ,  is  dearer 
In  my  respect  than  all  the  hairs  above  thee , 
Were  they  all  made  such  men.  —  How  now ,  Pisanio  * 

Enter  Pisamio. 
Clo.    His  garment?    Now,  the  devil — 
Jmo,    To  Dorothy  my  woman  hie  thee  presently.  — 
Clo.    His  garment? 

Into.  I  am  sprighted  with  a  fool ; 

Frighted,  and  anger'd  worse.  —  Go,  bid  my  woman 
Search  for  a  jewel ,  that  too  casually 
j^  left  mine  arm :  it  was  thy  master's;  'shrew  me, 
If  f  ould  lose  it  for  a  revenue 
Of  £  king's  in  Europe.    I  do  think , 
/Mir^^^'norzuog:  confideiiiluxi, 
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light 't  was  00  mine  arm ;  I  kiss'd  it. 

e ,  it  be  not  gone  to  tell  my  lord 

I  kiss  aught  but  he. 

is.  *T  will  not  be  lost. 

no,    I  hope  so:  go,  and  search.  [Exit  Vis, 

h.  You  have  abus'd  me.  — 

leanest  garment? 

no.  Ay;  I  said  so,  Sir. 

1  will  make  *i  an  action ,  call  witness  to  H. 

la,    I  will  inform  your  father. 

no.  Your  mother  too : 

s  my  good  lady;  and  will  conceive,  I  hope, 

he  worst  of  me.    So  I  leave  you,  Sir, 

le  worst  of  discontent.  lExit. 

lo,  I  '11  be  revepg'd.  — 

aeanest  garment?  —  Well.  lExit. 

SCENE  IV. 

Rome.    An  Apartment  in  Philario's  House. 
Enter  Posthumus  an^f  Philario. 
*ost.    Fear  it  not.  Sir:  I  would,  I  were  so  sure 
in  the  king,  as  I  am  bold,  her  honour 
remain  hers. 

^hi.  What  means  do  you  make  to  him? 

^ost.    Not  any;  but  abide  the  change  of  time; 
£e  in  the  present  winter's  state,  and  wish 
warmer  days  would  come.    In  these  fear'd  hopes , 
ely  gratify  your  love ;  they  failing, 
St  die  much  your  debtor. 
'At.    Your  very  goodness ,  and  your  company , 
pays  all  I  can  do.    By  this ,  your  king 

I  heard  of  great  Augustus :  Caius  Lucius 

do 's  commission  throughly ;  and,  I  think,        3 

II  grant  the  tribute ,  send  the  arrearages , 
)ok  upon  our  Romans ,  whose  remembrauc« 
)t  fresh  ID  their  grief. 
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Post.  I  do  believe, 

(Statist  though  I  am  dodo  ,  nor  like  to  be) 
That  this  will  prove  a  war ;  aod  you  shall  hear 
The  legion ,  now  in  Gallia ,  sooner  landed 
In  our  not-fearing  Britain ,  than  have  tidings 
Of  any  penny  tribute  paid.     Our  countrymen 
Are  men  more  order'd ,  than  when  Julius  Caesar 
Smil'd  at  their  lack  of  skill ,  but  found  their  courage 
Worthy  his  frowning  at :  their  discipline 
(Now  mingled  with  their  courages)  will  make  known 
To  their  approvers ,  they  are  people ,  such 
That  mend  upon  the  world. 

Enter  Iachimo. 

Phi.  ,     See!    Iachimo? 

Post,    The  swiftest  harts  have  posted  you  by  land , 
And  winds  of  all  the  corners  kissed  your  sails , 
To  make  your  vessel  nimble. 

Phi.  Welcome,  Sir. 

Post.    I  hope,  the  briefness  ofyour  answer  made 
The  speediness  ofyour  return. 

lach.  Your  lady 

Is  one  of  the  fairest  that  I  have  look'd  upon. 

Post.    And,  therewithal,  the  best;  or  let  her  beauty 
Look  through  a  casement  to  allure  false  hearts , 
And  be  false  wilh  them. 

lack.  Here  are  letters  for  you . 

Post.    Their  tenor  good ,  I  trust. 

lack.  *T  is  very  like. 

Phi.    Was  Caius  Lucius  in  the  Britain  court , 
When  you  were  there? 

lach.  He  was  expected  then , 

But  not  approached. 

Post.  All  is  well  yet.  — 

Sparkles  this  stone  as  it  was  wont?  or  is 't  not 
Too  dull  for  your  good  wearing? 

/acA>  llWvw^Vi^v  vv  n 
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ye  lost  the  worth  of  it  in  gold, 
journey  twice  as  far,  t' enjoy 
ight  of  such  sweet  shortness ,  which 
in  Britain ;  for  the  ring  is  won. 
The  stone 's  too  hard  to  come  by. 

Not  a  whit, 
»eing  so  easy. 

Make  not,  Sir, 
our  sport:  I  hope,  you  know  that  we 
)ntinue  friends. 

Good  Sir,  we  must, 
covenant.    Had  I  not  brought 
;dge  of  your  mistress  home ,  I  grant 
)  question  farther ;  but  I  now 
self  the  winner  of  her  honour, 
ith  your  ring ;  and  not  the  wronger 
you ,  having  proceeded  but 
iir  wills. 

If  you  can  make 't  apparent 
ave  tasted  her  in  bed ,  my  hand , 
is  yours:  if  not,  the  foul  opinion 
her  pure  honour ,  gains,  or  loses, 
1,  or  mine;  or  masterless  leaves  both 
11  find  them. 

Sir,  my  circumstances,, 
iar  the  truth ,  as  I  will  make  them  y 
nduce  you  to  believe :  whose  strength    • 
rm  with  oath ;  which ,  I  doubt  not , 
!  me  leave  to  spare ,  when  you  shall  find 
t  not. 

Proceed. 

First,  her  bed-chamber,, 
[confess,  I  slept  not,  but,  profess, 
as  well  worth  watching)  it  was  hang'd 
itry  of  silk  and  silver ;  the  story , 
tpatra ,  when  she  met  her  Roman , 
s  sweJJ'd  above  the  banks ,  or  Cor 
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The  press  of  boats,  or  pride:  a  piece  of  work 
So  bravely  done ,  so  rich,  that  it  did  strive 
In  workmanship ,  and  value;  which,  Iwonder'd, 
Could  be  so  rarely  and  exactly  wrought, 
Since  the  true  life  on 't  was  — 

PosU  This  is  true ; 

And  this  you  might  have  heard  of  here ,  by  me , 
Or  by  some  other. 

lach.  More  particulars 

Must  justify  my  knowledge. 

Post.  So  they  must. 

Or  do  your  honour  injury. 

lack.  The  chimney 

Is  south  the  chamber;  and  the  chimney-piece. 
Chaste  Dian,  bathing:  never  saw  I  figures 
So  likely  to  report  themselves :  the  cutter 
Was  as  another  nature ,  dumb;  outwent  her, 
Motion  and  breath  left  out. 

Post,  This  is  a  thing. 

Which  you  might  from  relation  likewise  reap , 
Being,  as  it  is,  much  spoke  of. 

lack.  The  roof  o'  the  chamber 

With  golden  cherubins  is  fretted :  her  andirons 
(I  had  forgot  them)  were  two  winking  Cupids 
Of  silver ,  each  on  one  foot  standing ,  nicely 
Depending  on  their  brands. 

Post.  This  is  her  honour.  — 

Let  it  be  granted ,  you  have  seen  all  this ,  (and  praise 
Be  given  to  your  remembrance)  the  description 
Of  what  is  in  her  chamber ,  nothing  saves 
The  wager  you  have  laid. 

lach.  Then  if  you  can , 

Be  pale:  I  beg  but  leave  to  air  this  jewel ;  see!  — 

[Producing  the  BraeeU 
And  now 't  is  up  again :  it  must  be  married 
To  that  jour  diamond ;  I  '11  keep  them. 

Post.  IwOl  — 
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3re  let  me  behold  it.    Is  it  that 
left  with  her? 

Sir,  (I  thank  her)  that: 
pp*d  it  from  her  arm ;  I  see  her  yet ; 
ity  action  did  outsell  her  gift, 
eorich'd  it  too.    She  gave  it  me , 
1 ,  she  priz'd  it  once. 

Maybe,  she  pliick'd  it  off, 
it  me. 

She  writes  so  to  you ;  doth  she? 
.    O!  no,  no,  no;  'tis  true.    Here,  take  this  too; 

[Giving  the  Ring, 
isilisk  unto  mine  eye , 
I  to  look  on 't.  —  Let  there  be  no  honour , 
ihere  is  beauty;  truth,  where  semblance ;  love, 
there 's  another  man :  the  vows  of  women 
ore  bondage  be ,  to  where  they  are  made , 
ey  are  to  their  virtues ,  which  is  nothing.  — 
ve  measure  false ! 

Have  patience ,  Sir, 
e  your  ring  again ;  't  is  not  yet  won : 
)e  probable  she  lost  it ;  or , 
lows,  if  one,  her  women,  being  corrupted , 
9len  it  from  her? 
f.  Very  true ; 

,  I  hope,  he  came  by 't.  —  Back  my  ring. — 
to  me  some  corporal  sign  about  her, 
ident  than  this ,  for  this  was  stolen. 
t.    By  Jupiter,  I  had  it  from  her  arm. 
^    Hark  you,  he  swears;  by  Jupiter  he  swears, 
le ;  —  nay ,  keep  the  ring  —  't  is  true.    I  am  sure , 
lid  not  lose  it :  her  attendants  are 
m ,  and  honourable :  —  they  induc'd  to  steal  it ! 
a  stranger !  —  No ,  he  hath  enjoy 'd  her : 
;nizance  of  her  iocontineucy 
—  she  hath  bought  the  name  of  w\iote  vYkVis  ^^^\Vi«  — 
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There,  take  thy  hire;  and  all  the  fiends  of  hell 
Divide  themselves  between  you ! 

Phi,  Sir,  be  patient. 

This  is  not  strong  enough  to  be  believ'd 
Of  one  persuaded  well  of — 

Pott.  Never  talk  on  H; 

She  hath  been  colted  by  him. 

lack.  If  you  seek 

For  farther  satisfying ,  under  her  breast 
(Worthy  the  pressing)  lies  a  mole ,  right  proud 
Of  that  most  delicate  lodging :  by  my  life , 
I  kiss'd  it,  and  it  gave  me  present  hunger 
To  feed  again,  though  full.    You  do  remember 
This  stain  upon  her? 

Post.  Ay,  and  it  doth  confirm 

Another  stain ,  as  big  as  bell  can  hold. 
Were  there  no  more  but  it. 

lach.  Will  you  hear  more? 

Post.    Spare  your  arithmetic :  never  count  the  turns ; 
Once,  and  a  million! 

lack .  I  '11  be  sworn ,  — 

Post.  No  swearing. 

If  you  will  swear  you  have  not  done 't ,  you  lie ; 
And  I  will  kill  thee ,  if  thou  dost  deny 
Thou  'st  made  me  cuckold. 

lack,  I  will  deny  nothing. 

Post.    O,  thatlhadherjiere,  to  tear  her  limb-meal ! 
I  will  go  there,  and  do 't;  i' the  court;  before 
Her  father.  —  I  '11  do  something  —  [Exi\ 

Phi.  Quite  besides 

The  government  of  patience !  —  Tou  have  won : 
Let 's  follow  him ,  and  pervert  the  present  wrath 
He  hath  against  himself. 

lach.  With  all  my  heart. 

[Exeunt. 


\^ 


CYMBELINE. 

SCExNE    V. 

The  Same.    Another  Boom  in  the  Same. 
Enter  Posthumus. 
Post»    Is  there  no  way  for  men  to  be ,  but  women 
Must  be  half-workers?  We  are  all  bastards ; 
And  that  most  venerable  man ,  which  I 
Bid  call  my  father ,  was  I  know  not  where 
When  I  was  stamped ;  some  coiner  with  his  tools 
Made  me  a  counterfeit :  yet  my  mother  seemed 
The  Dian  of  that  time ;  so  doth  my  wife 
The  nonpareil  of  this —  O  vengeance ,  vengeance ! 
Me  of  my  lawful  pleasure  she  restrained , 
And  pray'd  me  oft  forbearance ;  did  it  with 
A  pudency  so  rosy ,  the  sweet  view  on  'i 
Might  well  have  warm'd  old  Saturn ;  that  I  thought  her 
As  chaste  as  unsunn*d  snow :  —  O ,  all  the  devils !  — 
This  yellow  lachimo ,  in  an  hour ,  —  was 't  not?  — 
Or  less ,  —  at  first ;  perchance  he  spoke  not ,  but , 
Like  a  full-acom'd  boar ,  a  German  one , 
Cry*d  *'oh!"  and  mounted;  found  no  opposition 
But  what  he  look'd  for  should  oppose ,  and  she 
Should  from  encounter  guard,    Could  I  find  out 
The  woman's  part  in  me !    For  there  's  no  motion 
That  tends  to  vice  in  man ,  but  I  affirm 
It  is  the  woman's  part :  be  it  lying ,  note  it , 
The  woman's;  flattering,  hers;  deceiving,  hers; 
Lust  and  rank  thoughts,  hers,  hers;  revenges,  hers; 
Ambitions,  covetings,  change  of  prides,  disdain, 
Nice  longings ,  slanders,  mutability. 
All  faults  that  may  be  nam 'd;  nay,  that  hell  knows, 
Why,  hers,  in  part,  or  all:  but,  rather,  all; 
For  even  to  vice 

They  are  not  constant,  but  are  changing  still 
One  vice,  but  ofa  minute  old,  for  one 
Not  half  so  old  as  that.    I  '11  write  against  them , 
Detest  them,  curse  tbem,  —  Yet 't  is  gTealef^^iAW.^ 
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In  a  true  hate ,  to  pray  they  have  their  will : 

The  very  devils  cannot  plague  them  better.  \Exit 

ACT  III.     SCENE  I. 

Britain.    A  Room  of  State  in  Ctmbelinb's  Palace. 

Enter  CTMBELiSEy  Queen,  Cioten,  and  Lords  j  at  one  Door; 
and  at  another ,  Caius  Lucius  and  Attendants, 

Cym.    Now  say,  what  would  Augustus  Cssar  with  us? 

Luc,    When  Julius  Cssar  (whose  remembrance  yet 
Lives  in  men's  eyes,  and  will  to  ears ,  and  tongues, 
Be  theme ,  and  hearing  ever)  was  in  this  Britain , 
And  conquered  it,  Cassibelan,  thine  uncle, 
(Famous  in  Caesar's  praises ,  no  whit  less 
Than  in  his  feats  deserving  it)  for  him , 
And  his  succession ,  granted  Rome  a  tribute , 
Yearly  three  thousand  pounds ;  which  by  thee  lately 
Is  left  untender'd. 

Queen.  And,  to  kill  the  marvel , 

Shall  be  so  ever. 

Clo.  There  be  many  Caesars , 

Ere  such  another  Julius.    Britain  is 
A  world  by  itself;  and  we  will  nothing  pay , 
For  wearing  our  own  noses. 

Queen,  That  opportunity , 

Which  then  they  had  to  take  from  us,  to  resume 
We  have  again. —  Remember,  Sir,  my  liege. 
The  kings  your  ancestors ,  together  with 
The  natural  bravery  of  your  isle ;  which  stands 
As  Neptune's  park,  ribbed  and  paled  in 
With  rocks  unscaleable ,  and  roaring  waters ; 
With  sands ,  that  will  not  bear  your  enemies'  boats , 
But  suck  them  up  to  the  top-mast.    A  kind  of  conquest 
Cssar  made  here ;  but  made  not  here  his  brag 
Of  "came,"  and  "saw,"  and  "overcame:"  with  shame 
(The  Grst  that  ever  toucVd\um)\i^^^s  t«mR.^ 
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our  coast,  twice  beaten;  and  his  shipping, 
lorant  baubles !)  on  our  terrible  seas , 
-shells  mov'd  upon  their  surges ,  crack'd 
'  'gainst  our  rocks.    For  joy  whereof 
d  Gassibelan ,  who  was  once  at  point 
ot  fortune !)  to  master  Caesar's  sword , 
id's  town  with  rejoicing  fires  bright, 
Ions  strut  with  courage. 

Come ,  there  's  no  more  tribute  to  be  paid.    Our  king- 
tronger  than  it  was  at  that  time ;  and ,  as  1  said ,  there  is 
I  such  Caesars :  other  of  them  may  have  crooked  noses ; 
owe  such  straight  arms ,  none. 
.     Son,  let  your  mother  end. 

We  have  yet  many  among  us  can  gripe  as  hard  as  Cas- 

I  do  not  say,  I  am  one;  but  I  have  a  hand.  —  Why  tri- 
hy  should  we  pay  tribute?  If  Caesar  can  hide  the  sun  from 
I  blanket ,  or  put  the  moon  in  his  pocket ,  we  will  pay  him 
or  light;  else,  Sir,  no  more  tribute ,  pray  you  now. 
.    You  must  know , 
injurious  Romans  did  eitort 
lUte  from  us ,  we  were  free :  Caesar's  ambition , 
swell'd  so  much ,  that  it  did  almost  stretch 
IS  o'  the  world)  against  all  colour,  here 
the  yoke  upon  us ;  which  to  shake  ofif , 
s  a  warlike  people ,  whom  we  reckon 
;s  to  be.    We  do  say ,  then ,  to  Caesar, 
estor  was  that  Mulmutius ,  which 
1  our  laws ;  whose  use  the  sword  of  Caesar 
» much  mangled ;  whose  repair,  and  franchise, 
)y  the  power  we  hold ,  be  our  good  deed , 
Rome  be  therefore  angry.    Mulmutius  made  our  laws , 
s  the  first  of  Rritain  which  did  put 
¥S  within  a  golden  crown ,  and  call'd 
a  king. 

I  am  sorry,  Cymbeline, 
m  to  pronounce  Augustus  Caesar 

that  batb  more  kiogs  his  servaats ,  l\iaTi 
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Thyself  domestic  officers)  thine  eoemy. 

Receive  it  from  me ,  then. —  War,  and  confasioii , 

Id  Gssar's  name  pronounce  I  'gainst  thee :  look 

For  fury  not  to  be  resisted.  —  Thus  defied , 

I  thank  thee  for  myself. 

Cym.  Thou  art  welcome ,  Caius. 

Thy  Cssar  knighted  me ;  my  youth  I  spent 
Much  under  him ;  of  him  I  gathered  honour ; 
Which  he,  to  seek  of  me  again,  perforce,  | 

Behoves  me  keep  at  utterance.    I  am  perfect ,  I 

That  the  Pannonians  and  Dalmatians ,  for  i 

Their  liberties ,  are  now  in  arms ;  a  precedent 
Which  not  to  read  would  show  the  Britons  cold :  j 

So  Cssar  shall  not  find  them.  I 

Luc.  Let  proof  speak.  I 

Clo.  His  majesty  bids  you  welcome.  Make  pastimd  with  us 
a  day  or  two ,  or  longer :  if  you  seek  us  afterwards  in  other  terms, 
you  shall  find  us  in  our  salt-waiter  girdle :  if  you  beat  us  out  of  it, 
it  is  yours.  If  you  fall  in  the  adventure,  our  crows  shall  &re  the 
better  for  you ;  and  there 's  an  end. 

Luc,    So,  Sir. 

Cym,    I  know  your  master's  pleasure ,  and  he  mine: 
All  the  remain  is ,  welcome.  [EMtmlU 

SCENE  II. 

Another  Room  in  the  Same. 
EnUr  PisANio. 
Pis.    How!  of  adultery?    Wherefore  write  you  not 
What  monsters  her  accuse? —  Leonatus! 
O,  master!  what  a  strange  infection 
Is  fallen  into  thy  ear !  What  false  Italian 
(As  poisonous  tongued ,  as  handed)  hath  prevail'd 
On  thy  too  ready  hearing?  —  Disloyal?  No  ; 
She  's  punish 'd  for  her  UulVv ;  w\d \Mi^w%<!i«& , 
More  goddess-like  than  w\(e-\vV<i ,  sxiOel  ^ss«q\>a 
As  would  take  in  some  virtue.  —  O  ,  mi  tiasVw\ 
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hy  mind  to  her  is  now  as  low ,  as  were 

by  forUines.  -^  How!  that  I  shoald  murder  her? 

pon  the  love,  and  truth,  and  vows,  which  I 

[aye  made  to  thy  command?  —  I ,  her?  —  her  blood  ? 

' it  be  so  to  do  good  service,  never 

et  me  be  counted  serviceable.    How  look  I , 

hat  I  should  seem  to  lack  humanity, 

0  much  as  this  fact  comes  to?  '*  Do 't.    The  letter        {Reading. 

hat  I  have  sent  her,  by  her  own  command 

hall  give  thee  opportunity: "  —  O  damn'd  paper ! 

ilack  as  the  ink  that 's  on  thee.    Senseless  bauble , 

iTi  thou  a  feodary  for  this  act,  and  look'st 

io  virgin-like  without?  Lo!  here  she  comes. 

Enter  luoeES. 

[am  ignorant  in  what  I  am  commanded. 

Jmo,    How  now,  Pisanio! 

Pis.    Madam,  here  is  a  letter  from  my  lord. 

Itno.    Who?  thy  lord?  that  is  my  lord :  Leonatus. 
0!  learn'd  indeed  were  that  astronomer, 
rhat  knew  the  stars  ^  as  I  his  characters  ; 
Be  'd  lay  the  future  open.  —  You  good  gods , 
Let  what  is  here  contained  relish  of  love , 
Of  my  lord's  health,  of  his  content,  —  yet  not , 
Ihat  we  two  are  asunder,  —  let  that  grieve  him : 
Some  griefs  are  medicinable ;  that  is  one  of  them , 
For  it  doth  physic  love;  —  of  his  content, 
AU  but  in  that !  —  Good  wax ,  thy  leave.  —  Bless'd  be , 
Ton  bees ,  that  make  these  locks  of  counsel !  Lovers , 
And  men  in  dangerous  bonds ,  pray  not  alike : 
Though  forfeiters  vou  cast  in  prison ,  yet 
Ton  clasp  young  Cupid's  tables.  —  Good  news ,  gods !       [Reads. 

"Justice,  and  your  father's  wrath,  should  he  take  me  in  bis 
dominion,  could  not  be  so  cruel  tome,  as  you,  O  the  dearest  oC 
cteatures,  would  even  renew  me  with  your  e^^s.    1?^^^  \iQi>\t^> 
^Iswia  Cambria,  a/ Jifjiford-Haven :  wVial  ^owt  q^uVw^^"^ 
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out  of  this  advise  you  follow.    So ,  ne  wishes  you  all  happiness, 
that  remains  loyal  to  his  vow ,  and  your,  increasiDg  in  love^ 

**Leonatus  Posthumvs/' 

O,  for  a  horse  with  wings ! — Hear'stthou^  Pisanio? 

He  is  at  Milford-Haven :  read^  and  tell  me 

How  far 't  is  thither.    If  one  of  mean  affairs 

May  plod  it  in  a  week ,  why  may  not  I 

Glide  thither  in  a  day  ?  —  Then ,  true  Pisanio , 

(Who  long'st^  like  me,  to  see  thy  lord;  who  long'st,  — 

O ,  let  me  'bate !  —  but  not  like  me ;  —  yet  longest ,  — 

But  in  a  fainter  kind :  —  O !  not  like  me , 

For  mine's  beyond  beyond)  say,  and  speak  thick , 

(Love's  counsellor  should  fill  the  bores  of  hearing, 

To  the  smothering  of  the  sense)  how  far  it  is 

To  this  same  blessed  Milford :  and ,  by  the  way , 

Tell  me  how  Wales  was  made  so  happy,  as 

T'  inherit  such  a  haven :  but,  first  of  all^ 

How  we  may  steal  from  hence ;  and ,  for  the  gap 

That  we  shall  make  in  time ,  from  our  hence-going. 

And  our  return ,  to  excuse :  —  but  first,  how  get  hence. 

Why  should  excuse  be  born,  or  e'er  begot? 

We  '11  talk  of  that  hereafter.    Pr'ythee ,  speak , 

How  many  score  of  miles  may  we  well  ride 

'Twixt  hour  and  hour? 

Pis.  One  score  'twixt  sun  and  sun , 

Madam,  's  enough  for  you ,  and  too  much,  too. 

Imo.    Why ,  one  that  rode  to 's  execution ,  man , 
Could  never  go  so  slow :  I  have  heard  of  riding  wagers. 
Where  horses  have  been  nimbler  than  the  sands 
That  run  i'  the  clock's  behalf.  —  But  this  is  foolery.  — 
Go,  bid  my  woman  feign  a  sickness ;  say 
She  '11  home  to  her  father ;  and  provide  me,  presently , 
A  riding  suit,  no  costlier  than  would  fit 
A  franklin's  housewife. 

Pis,  Madam ,  you  're  best  consider. 

/jvio,    I  see  before  me ,  man :  not  Yiw^ ,  liot  V«t^  ^ 

KVn- 
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Nor  what  ensues ,  but  have  a  fog  in  them , 

That  I  cannot  look  through.    Away,  Ipr'ythee: 

Do  as  I  bid  thee.    There 's  no  more  to  say ; 

Accessible  is  none  but  Milford  way.  [Exeimt. 

SCENE  III. 

Wales.    A  mountainous  Country,  wilh  a  Cave. 

Enter  Bblarius  ,  Guidkrius  ,  and  ARViRAeus. 

Bel,    A  goodly  day  not  to  keep  house,  with  such 
Whose  roof  .*s  as  low  as  ours.    Stoop,  boys:  this  gate 
Instructs  you  how  t'  adore  the  heavens,  and  bows  you 
To  a  morning's  holy  office :  the  gates  of  monarchs 
Are  arch'd  so  high ,  that  giants  may  jet  through 
And  keep  their  impious  turbands  on,  viithout 
Good  morrow  to  the  sun.  —  Hail ,  thou  fair  heaven ! 
We  house  i'  the  rock,  yet  use  thee  not  so  hardly 
As  prouder  livers  do. 

Gut.  Hail,  heaven! 

j4rv.  Hail,  heaven! 

BeL    Now,  for  our  mountain  sport.    Up  to  yond'  hill : 
Tour  legs  are  young ;  1  '11  tread  these  flats.    Consider, 
When  you  above  perceive  me  like  a  crow. 
That  it  is  place  which  lessens  and  sets  off: 
And  you  may  then  revolve  what  tales  I  have  told  you, 
Of  courts ,  of  princes ,  of  the  tricks  in  war : 
This  service  is  not  service,  so  being  done , 
But  being  so  allow'd :  to  apprehend  thus , 
Draws  us  a  profit  from  all  Uiings  we  see ; 
And  often  ,*  to  our  comfort,  shall  we  find 
The  sharded  beetle  in  a  safer  hold 
Than  is  the  fnll-wing'd  eagle.    O!  this  life 
Is  nobler,  than  attending  for  a  check ; 
Richer,  than  doing  nothing  for  a  bribe ; 
Prouder,  than  rustling  in  unpaid-for  silk: 
Such  gain  the  cap  of  him ,  that  makes  him  Gne^ 
Yet  keeps  bis  book  iincross'd.    No  life  lo  o\xt%. 
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GuL    Oat  of  your  proof  you  speak:  we,  pooraofledg*d, 
Have  never  wiDg'd  from  view  o'  the  nest;  nor  know  not 
What  air's  from  home.     Haply  this  life  is  best , 
If  quiet  life  be  best ;  sweeter  to  you , 
That  have  a  sharper  known ,  well  corresponding 
With  your  stiff  age ;  but  unto  us  it  is 
A  cell  of  ignorance ,  travelling  abed , 
A  prison  for  a  debtor ,  that  not  dares 
To  stride  a  limit. 

Jtw.  What  should  we  speak  of, 

When  we  are  old  as  you?  when  we  shall  hear 
The  rain  and  wind  beat  dark  December ,  how 
In  this  our  pinching  cave  shall  we  discourse 
The  freezing  hours  away  ?    We  have  seen  nothing : 
We  are  beastly :  subtle  as  the  fox  for  prey ; 
Like  warlike  as  the  wolf  for  what  we  eat : 
Our  valour  is ,  to  chase  what  flies ;  our  cage 
We  make  a  quire ,  as  doth  the  prison'd  bird , 
Acid  sing  our  bondage  freely. 

Bel,  How  you  speak ! 

Did  you  but  know  the  city's  usuries , 
And  felt  them  knowingly :  the  art  o'  the  court , 
As  hard  to  leave ,  as  keep ;  whose  top  to  climb 
Is  certain  falling,  or  so  slippery ,  that 
The  fear 's  as  bad  as  falling :  the  toil  of  the  war , 
A  pain  that  only  seems  to  seek  out  danger 
I'  the  name  of  fame ,  and  honour;  which  dies  i'  the  search, 
And  hath  as  oft  a  slanderous  epitaph , 
As  record  of  fair  act ;  nay ,  many  times , 
Doth  ill  deserve  by  doing  well ;  what's  worse, 
Must  court'sy  at  the  censure.  —  O ,  boys !  this  story 
The  world  may  read  in  me :  my  body 's  mark'd 
With  Roman  swords ,  and  my  report  was  once 
First  with  the  best  of  note.    Cymbeline  lov'd  me ; 
And  when  a  soldier  was  the  theme ,  my  name 
Was  not  far  off:  then,  was  I  as  a  tree, 
Whose  boughs  did  bend  mV\i  lmV\  \s\iV,  \\i  wifcxivsgEsX^ 
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A  Storm,  or  robbery,  call  it  ik  bat  you  will, 
Shook  down  my  mellow  baogings ,  nay,  my  leaves, 
And  left  me  bare  to  weather. 

Gut,  Uncertain  favour! 

Bel.    My  fault  being  nothing  (as  I  have  told  you  oft) 
But  that  two  villains,  whose  false  oaths  prevail'd 
Before  my  perfect  honour ,  swore  to  Cymbeline , 
I  was  confederate  with  the  Romans :  so , 
Follow'd  my  banishment ;  and  this  twenty  years 
This  rock ,  and  these  demesnes ,  have  been  my  world ; 
Where  I  have  liv'd  at  honest  freedom ,  paid 
More  pious  debts  to  heaven ,  than  in  all 
The  fore-end  of  my  time.  —  But ,  up  to  the  mountains ! 
This  is  not  hunter's  language.  —  He  that  strikes 
The  venison  first  shall  be  the  lord  o'  the  feast ; 
To  him  the  other  two  shall  minister, 
And  we  will  fear  no  poison ,  which  attends 
In  place  of  greater  state.    1  '11  meet  you  in  the  valleys. 

[Exeunt  Gui.  andXRf. 
How  hard  it  is ,  to  hide  the  sparks  of  nature ! 
These  boys  know  little ,  they  are  sons  to  the  king; 
Nor  Cymbeline  dreams  that  they  are  alive. 
They  Uiink ,  they  are  mine :  and,  though  train'd  up  thus  meanly 
r  the  cave  wherein  they  bow,  their  thoughts  do  hit 
The  roofs  of  palaces ;  and  nature  prompts  them , 
In  simple  and  low  things ,  to  prince  it,  much 
Beyond  the  trick  of  others.    This  Polydore ,  — 
The  heir  of  Cymbeline  and  Britain ,  whom 
The  king  his  father  call'd  Guiderius ,  —  Jove ! 
When  on  my  three-foot  stool  I  sit ,  and  tell 
The  warlike  feats  I  have  done ,  his  spirits  fly  out 
Into  my  story ,  say ,  —  '*  Thus  mine  enemy  fell ; 
And  thus  I  set  my  foot  on 's  neck ;  **  even  then 
The  princely  blood  flows  in  his  cheek ,  he  sweats , 
Strains  his  young  nerves ,  and  puts  himself  in  posture 
That  acts  my  words.    The  younger  brother ,  CoidTi^X  > 
(Once  Arvlragus)  in  as  like  a  figure , 
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Strikes  life  into  my  speecb ,  and  shows  much  more 
His  own  conceiving.    Hark !  the  game  is  roas'd.  ^ 
OCymbeline!  heaven,  and  my  conscience ,  knows, 
Thou  didst  unjustly  banish  me ;  whereon 
At  three ,  and  two  years  old ,  I  stole  these  babes , 
Thinking  to  bar  thee  of  succession ,  as 
Thou  reft'st  me  of  my  lands.    Euriphile , 
'  Thou  wast  their  nurse ;  they  took  thee  for  their  mother, 
And  every  day  do  honour  to  her  grave : 
Myself,  Belarius,  that  am  Morgan  call'd , 
They  take  for  natural  father.  —  The  game  is  up.  | 

SCENE    IV. 
Near  Milford-Haven. 
Enter  Pisanio  and  Imogen. 
Imo,    Thou  told'st  me ,  when  we  came  from  horse ,  the 
Was  near  at  hand.  —  Ne*er  long'd  my  mother  so 
To  see  me  first,  as  I  have  now ,  —  Pisanio !  Man ! 
Where  is  Poslhumus?    What  is  in  thy  mind , 
That  makes  thee  stare  thus?    Wherefore  breaks  that  sigh 
From  th'  inward  of  thee?    One ,  but  painted  thus , 
Would  be  interpreted  a  thing  perplex'd 
Beyond  self-explication :  put  thyself 
Into  a  haviour  of  less  fear ,  ere  wildness 
Vanquish  my  staider  senses.    What 's  the  matter? 
Why  tender'st  thou  that  paper  to  me ,  with 
A  look  untender  ?    If  it  be  summer  news , 
Smile  to 't  before ;  if  winterly,  thouneed'st 
But  keep  that  countenance  still.  —  My  husband's  hand! 
That  drug-damn'd  Italy  hath  out^craftied  him , 
Afid  he 's  at  some  hard  point.  —  Speak,  man :  thy  tongue 
May  take  off  some  extremity ,  which  to  read 
Would  be  even  mortal  to  me« 

^  And  you  shall  Ond  me ,  "vteUXi^^mwi  ^  ^>iJc:\\i% 
The  most  disdaia*d  oi  foiUxTv^. 
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Imo,  [Reads J]  **Thy  mistress,  Pisanio,  hath  played  the 
itrumpet  in  my  bed ;  the  testimonies  whereof  lie  bleeding  in  me. 
;  speak  not  out  of  weak  surmises,  but  from  proof  as  strong  as  my 
^rief,  and  as  certain  as  I  expect  my  revenge.  That  part,  thou, 
Pisanio,  must  act  for  me,  if  thy  faith  be  not  tainted  with  the 
)reachofhers.  Let  thine  own  hands  take  away  her  life;  I  shall 
;ive  thee  opportunity  at  Mil  ford-Haven :  she  hath  my  letter  for  the 
;>urpose :  where ,  if  thou  fear  to  strike ,  and  to  make  me  certain  it 
is  done,  thou  art  the  pandar  to  her  dishonour,  and  equally  to  me 
disloyal.*' 

Pis,    What  shall  I  need  to  draw  my  sword?  the  paper 
Hath  cut  her  throat  already.  —  No ;  't  is  slander , 
Whose  edge  is  sharper  than  the  sword ;  whose  tongue 
Outvenoms  all  the  worms  of  Nile ;  whose  breath 
Rides  on  the  posting  winds,  and  doth  belie 
All  corners  of  the  world:  kings,  queens,  and  states. 
Maids,  matrons,  nay,  the  secrets  of  the  grave 
This  viperous  slander  enters.  —  What  cheer.  Madam? 

Imo.    False  to  his  bed!    What  is  it,  to  be  false? 
To  lie  in  watch  there ,  and  to  think  on  him? 
To  weep  Hwixt  clock  and  clock?  if  sleep  charge  nature, 
To  break  it  with  a  fearful  dream  of  him , 
And  cry  myself  awake?  that 's  false  to  his  bed : 
Is  it? 

Pis,    Alas,  good  lady! 

Imo,    I  false?    Thy  conscience  witness.  —  lachimo 
Thou  didst  accuse  him  of  incontinency; 
Thou  then  1ook*dst  like  a  villain ;  now,  methinks. 
Thy  favour 's  good  enough.  —  Some  jay  of  Italy, 
Whose  mother  was  her  painting ,  hath  betray'd  him : 
Poor  I  am  stale ,  a  garment  out  of  fashion ; 
And ,  for  I  am  richer  than  to  hang  by  the  walls , 
I  must  be  ripp'd :  —  to  pieces  with  me !  —  O! 
Men's  vows  are  women's  traitors.    All  good  seeming , 
By  thy  revolt,  O  husband  I  shall  be  thought 
Put  on  for  villany ;  not  born  where 't  grows , 
But  worn  a  halt  for  ladies. 
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Pis.  Good  Madam,  hear  me. 

Imo,    True  hooesl  men  being  heard ,  like  false  i£neas , 
Were  in  his  time  thought  false ;  and  Sinon's  ^i^eeping 
Did  scandal  many  a  holy  tear ;  took  pity 
From  most  true  wretchedness :  so  thou,  Posthumus, 
Wilt  lay  the  leaven  on  all  proper  men : 
Goodly,  and  gallant,  shall  be  false,  andperjur'd, 
From  thy  great  fail.  —  Come ,  fellow ,  be  thou  honest : 
Do  thou  thy  master's  bidding.    When  thou  seest  him , 
A  little  witness  my  obedience :  look ! 
1  draw  the  sword  myself:  take  it ;  and  hit 
The  innocent  mansion  of  my  love ,  my  heart. 
Fear  not;  't  is  empty  of  all  things ,  but  grief: 
Thy  master  is  not  there ,  who  was,  indeed. 
The  riches  of  it.    Do  his  bidding;  strike. 
Thou  may'st  be  valiant  in  a  better  cause , 
But  now  thou  seem*st  a  coward. 

Pis.  Hence,  vile  instrument! 

Thou  shalt  not  damn  my  hand. 

Imo.  Why,  I  must  die; 

And  if  I  do  not  by  thy  hand ,  thou  art 
No  servant  of  thy  master's.    Against  self-slaughter 
There  is  a  prohibition  so  divine , 
That  cravens  my  weak  hand.    Come,  here  *s  my  heart : 
Something 's  afore  't:  —  Soft,  soft!  we  '11  no  defence; 
Obedient  as  the  scabbard.  —  What  is  here? 
The  scriptures  of  the  loyal  Leonatus , 
All  turn'd  to  heresy?    Away ,  away , 
Corrupters  of  my  faith !  you  shall  no  more 
Be  stomachers  to  my  heart.    Thus  may  poor  fools 
Believe  false  teachers :  though  those  that  are  betray'd 
Do  feel  the  treason  sharply,  yet  the  traitor 
Stands  in  worse  case  of  woe.  ^ 

And  thou ,  Posthumus ,  that  didst  set  up 
My  disobedience  'gainst  the  king  my  father. 
And  make  me  put  into  contempt  the  suits 
OfpriacelY  fellows ,  slull  h^teoift^x  ^\id 
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t  is  no  act  of  commoD  passage ,  but 

L  strain  of  rareness :  and  I  grieve  myself, 

To  tiiink ,  when  thou  shalt  be  disedg'd  by  her 

[hat  now  thou  tir*st  on ,  how  thy  memory 

SVill  then  be  pang'd  by  me.  —  Pr'ythee ,  despatch : 

The  lamb  entreats  the  butcher :  where 's  thy  knife? 

rhou  art  too  slow  to  do  thy  master's  bidding , 

^en  I  desire  it  too. 

Pis.  O  gracious  lady ! 

Since  I  receiv'd  command  to  do  this  business , 
[  have  not  slept  one  wink. 

Imo.  Do't,  and  to  bed,  then. 

Pis.    I  '11  wake  mine  eye-balls  blind  first. 

Imo.  Wherefore,  then, 

Didst  undertake  it?    Why  hast  thou  abus'd 
So  many  miles  with  a  pretence?  this  place? 
Mine  action,  and  thine  own?  our  horses' labour? 
The  time  inviting  thee?  the  perturb'd  court, 
For  my  being  absent ;  whereunto  I  never 
Purpose  return  ?    Why  hast  thou  gone  so  far , 
To  be  unbent ,  when  thou  hast  ta'en  thy  stand , 
Th'  elected  deer  before  thee? 

Pis.  But  to  win  time , 

To  lose  so  bad  employment;  in  the  which 
I  have  consider'd  of  a  course.  Good  lady , 
Hear  me  with  patience. 

Imo.  Talk  thy  tongue  weary ;  speak: 

I  have  heard  I  am  a  strumpet ,  and  mine  ear , 
Therein  false  struck ,  can  take  no  greater  wound , 
Nor  tent  to  bottom  that.    But  speak. 

Pis.  Then,  Madam, 

I  thought  you  would  not  back  again. 

Imo.  Most  like. 

Bringing  me  here  to  kill  me. 

Pis.  Not  so,  neither: 

But  if  I  were  as  wise  as  honest ,  then 
My  purpose  would  prove  well.    It  cannot  \ie  ^ 
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Bat  that  my  master  is  abus'd : 

Some  vUlain ,  ay,  and  singular  in  his  art , 

Hath  done  you  both  this  cursed  injury. 

Imo,    Some  Roman  courtezan. 

Pis.  No  ^  on  my  life. 

I  '11  give  but  notice  you  are  dead ,  and  send  him 
Some  bloody  sign  of  it;  for 't  is  commanded 
I  should  do  so :  you  shall  be  miss'd  at  court , 
And  that  will  well  confirm  it. 

Imo.  Why,  good  fellow. 

What  shall  I  do  the  while?  where  bide?  how  live? 
Or  in  my  life  what  comfort,  when  I  am 
Dead  to  my  husband  ? 

Pis.  Ifyou '11  back  to  the  court,  — 

Imo.    No  court,  no  father ;  nor  no  more  ado 
With  that  harsh,  noble,  simple  nothing , 
That  Cloten ,  whose  love-suit  hath  been  to  me 
As  fearful  as  a  siege. 

Pis.  Ifnot  at  court. 

Then  not  in  Britain  must  you  bide. 

Imo.  Where  then  ? 

Hath  Britain  all  the  sun  that  shines?    Day,  night. 
Are  they  not  but  in  Britain  ?    I'  the  world's  volume 
Our  Britain  seems  as  of  it,  but  not  in  it; 
In  a  great  pool ,  a  swan's  nest:  pr'ythee,  think 
There 's  livers  out  of  Britain. 

Pis.  I  am  most  glad 

Too  think  of  other  place.    Th'  embassador , 
Lucius  the  Roman ,  comes  to  Milford-Haven 
To-morrow:  now,  if  you  could  wear  a  mind 
Dark  as  your  fortune  is,  and  but  disguise 
That,  which,  t' appear  itself ,  must  not  yet  be , 
But  by  self-danger,  you  should  tread  a  course 
Pretty,  and  full  of  view:  yea,  haply,  near 
The  residence  of  Posthumus;  so  nigh,  at  least, 
Tliat  though  his  actions  wete  tvoX  n\s&\^  ,  ^^x 
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Report  should  render  him  hourly  to  your  ear, 
As  truly  as  he  moves. 

Imo,  O,  for  such  means ! 

Though  peril  to  my  modesty,  not  death  on 't, 
I  would  adventure. 

Pis.  Well  then,  here 's  the  point. 

Ton  must  forget  to  be  a  woman ;  change 
Command  into  obedience;  fear,  andniceness, 
(The  handmaids  of  all  women ,  or  more  truly , 
Woman  its  pretty  self)  into  a  waggish  courage : 
Ready  in  gibes,  quick-answer*d ,  saucy,  and 
As  quarrelous  as  the  weasel :  nay,  you  must 
Forget  that  rarest  treasure  of  your  cheek, 
Eiposing  it  (but ,  O ,  the  harder  heart ! 
Alack ,  no  remedy !)  to  the  greedy  touch 
Of  common-kissing  Titan ;  and  forget 
Your  laboursome  and  dainty  trims ,  wherein 
Tou  made  great  Juno  angry. 

Imo.  Nay,  be  brief: 

I  see  into  thy  end ,  and  am  almost 
A  man  already. 

Pis.  First,  make  yourself  but  like  one. 

Forethinking  this,  I  have  already  fit 
(T  is  in  my  cloak-bag)  doublet,  hat,  hose ,  all 
That  answer  to  them :  would  you ,  in  their  serving , 
And  with  what  imitation  you  can  borrow 
From  youth  of  such  a  season,  'fore  noble  Lucius 
Present  yourself ,  desire  his  service^  tell  him 
Wherein  you  are  happy ,  (which  you  will  make  him  know, 
If  that  his  head  have  ear  in  music)  doubtless. 
With  joy  he  will  embrace  you ;  for  he 's  honourable , 
And,  doubling  that,  most  holy.     Your  means  abroad , 
You  have  me ,  rich ;  and  I  will  never  fail 
Beginning  nor  supplyment. 

Imo.  Thou  art  all  the  comfort 

The  gods  will  diet  me  with.    Pr'ythee,  away: 
There  *s  more  to  be  considered ,  but  we  '\\  ftNen 

ri.  vs»v 
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All  that  good  time  will  give  us .    This  attempt 
I  'm  soldier  to ,  and  will  abide  it  with 
A  prince's  courage.    Away ,  I  pr'ythee. 

Pis.    Well,  Madam,  we  must  take  a  short  farewell 
Lest,  being  miss'd,  I  be  suspected  of 
Your  carriage  from  the  court.    My  noble  mistress , 
Here  is  a  boi ;  I  had  it  from  the  queen : 
What 's  in  't  is  precious;  if  you  are  sick  at  sea , 
Or  stomach-qualm'd  at  land ,  a  dram  of  this 
Will  drive  away  distemper.  —  To  some  shade , 
And  fit  you  to  your  manhood.  —  May  the  gods   . 
Direct  you  to  the  best! 

Jmo,  Amen.   I  thank  thee.  [Ex^m^ 

SCENE  V. 

A  Room  in  Ctmbblinb's  Palace. 

Enter  Cyubrlijue^  Quebn,  Clotbn,  Lucius,  and  Lords. 

Cym.    Thus  far;  and  so  farewell. 

Luc.  Thanks,  royal  Sir. 

My  emperor  hath  wrote ,  I  must  from  hence; 
And  am  right  sorry  that  I  must  report  ye 
My  master's  enemy. 

Cym.  Our  subjects.  Sir, 

Will  not  endure  his  yoke ;  and  for  ourself 
To  show  less  sovereignty  than  they ,  must  needs 
Appear  unkinglike. 

Luc.  So,  Sir.    I  desire  of  you 

A  conduct  over  land  to  Milford-Haven.  — 
Madam ,  all  joy  befall  your  grace ,  and  you ! 

Cym.    My  lords ,  you  are  appointed  for  that  office ! 
The  due  of  honour  in  no  point  omit. 
So,  farewell,  noble  Lucius. 

Luc.  Your  hand ,  my  lord. 

Clo.    Receive  it  friendly ;  but  from  this  time  forth 
/  wear  it  as  your  enemy. 
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Lite.  Sir,  theeveot 

[s  yet  to  name  the  wioDer.    Fare  you  well. 

Cym.    Leave  not  the  worthy  Lucius ,  good  my  lords , 
rill  he  have  cross'd  the  Severn.  —  Happiness ! 

[Exeunt  Lucius  and  Lords, 

Queen,    He  goes  hence  frowning;  but  it  honours  us , 
That  we  have  given  him  cause. 

Clo.  'T  is  all  the  better: 

four  valiant  Britons  have  their  wishes  in  it. 

Cym,    Lucius  hath  wrote  already  to  the  emperor 
How  it  goes  here.    It  fits  us,  therefore,  ripely, 
Our  chariots  and  our  horsemen  be  in  readiness  * 
The  powers  that  he  already  hath  in  Gallia 
Will  soon  be  drawn  to  head ,  from  whence  he  moves 
His  war  for  Britain. 

Queen,  '  T  is  not  sleepy  business , 

But  must  be  look'd  to  speedily ,  and  strongly. 

Cym,    Our  expectation  that  it  would  be  thus 
Hath  made  us  forward.    But ,  my  gentle  queen, 
Where  is  our  daughter?    She  hath  not  appear'd 
Before  the  Roman ,  nor  to  us  hath  tender'd 
The  duty  of  the  day.    She  looks  us  like 
A  thing  more  made  of  malice ,  than  of  duty : 
We  have  noted  it.  —  Call  her  before  us ,  for 
We  have  been  too  slight  in  sufferance.  [Exit  an  Attendant, 

Queen,  Royal  Sir , 

Since  the  eiile  of  Posthumus,  most  retir'd 
Hath  her  life  been ;  the  cure  whereof,  my  lord , 
'T  is  time  must  do.    Beseech  your  majesty , 
Forbear  sharp  speeches  to  her :  she  *s  a  lady 
So  tender  of  rebukes ,  that  words  are  strokes , 
JUd  strokes  death  to  her. 

Re-enter  an  Attendant, 
Cym,  Where  is  she.  Sir?  How 

Can  her  contempt  be  answer'd  ? 
-^-^toas.  Please  vou ,  ^\t , 
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Her  chambers  are  all  lock'd ;  and  there 's  no  answer 
That  will  be  given  to  the  loud  noise  we  make 

Queen.    My  lord ,  when  last  I  went  to  visit  her , 
She  pray'd  me  to  excuse  her  keeping  close ; 
Whereto  constrain'd  by  her  infirmity, 
She  should  that  duty  leave  unpaid  to  you. 
Which  daily  she  was  bound  to  proffer :  this 
She  wish'd  me  to  make  known ,  but  our  great  court 
Made  me  to  blame  in  memory. 

Cym.  Her  doors  lock'd  ? 

Not  seen  of  late  ?    Grant ,  heavens ,  that  which  I 
Fear  prove  false  I  lEi 

Queen,  Son,  I  say,  follow  the  king. 

Clo,    That  man  of  hers ,  Pisanio ,  her  old  servant , 
I  have  not  seen  these  two  days. 

Queen,  Go ,  look  after.  — 

[Eont  Clotbt  :»' 
Pisanio ,  thou  that  stand'st  so  for  Posthumus , 
He  hath  a  drug  of  mine :  I  pray ,  his  absence 
Proceed  by  swallowing  that,  for  he  believes 
It  is  a  thing  most  precious.    But  for  her , 
Where  is  she  gone?    Haply,  despair  hath  seiz'd  her; 
Or,  wing'd  with  fervour  of  her  love ,  she 's  flown 
To  her  desir'd  Posthumus.    Gone  she  is 
To  death ,  or  to  dishonour ;  and  my  end 
Can  make  good  use  of  either :  she  being  down , 
I  have  the  placing  of  the  British  crown. 

Re-enter  Cloten. 
How  now ,  my  son ! 

Clo,  'T  is  certain,  she  is  fled. 

Go  in ,  and  cheer  the  king :  he  rages ;  none 
Dare  come  about  him. 

Queen,  All  the  better:  may 

This  night  forestal  him  of  the  coming  day !  lExit  Quben  . 

Clo,    I  love ,  and  hate  her ,  for  she 's  fair  and  royal ; 
And  that  she  hath  all  courtly  paxls ,  m^ix^  %:vq^\s\\si 
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Xhanlady,  ladies,  woman:  from  every  one 
Xhe  best  she  bath ,  and  she ,  of  aQ  compounded , 
Ontsells  them  all.    I  love  her  therefore ;  but, 
iDisdaining  me ,  and  throwing  favours  on 
"Xhe  low  Posthumus ,  slanders  so  her  judgment , 
"^hat  what 's  else  rare  is  chok'd ;  and  in  that  point 
X  will  conclude  to  hate  her ;  nay ,  indeed , 
"^0  be  reveng'd  upon  her :  for,  when  fools  shall  — 

Enter  Pisanio. 

• 

""^Hio  is  here?  What!  are  you  packing,  sirrah? 
dome  hither.    Ah,  you  precious  pandar!  Villain, 
"Vhere  is  thy  lady?    In  a  word ,  or  else 
Tlliou  art  straightway  with  the  fiends. 

Pis.  O,  good  my  lord! 

Clo.    Where  is  thy  lady?  or,  by  Jupiter  — 
1  will  not  ask  again.     Close  villain , 
I  '11  have  this  secret  from  thy  heart ,  or  rip 
Thy  heart  to  find  it.    Is  she  with  Posthumus ? 
From  whose  so  many  weights  of  baseness  cannot 
A  dram  of  worth  be  drawn. 

Pis.  Alas,  my  lord! 

How  can  she  be  with  him  ?    When  was  she  miss'd  ? 
He  is  in  Rome. 

Clo.  Where  is  she,  Sir?  Come  nearer; 

No  farther  halting :  satisfy  me  home 
What  is  become  of  her? 

Pis.    O,  my  all-worthy  lord ! 

Clo.  All-worthy  villain ! 

Discover  where  thy  mistress  is ,  at  once , 
At  the  next  word ,  —  No  more  of  worthy  lord ,  — 
Speak ,  or  thy  silence  on  the  instant  is 
Thy  condemnation  and  thy  death. 

Pis.  Then  Sir , 

This  paper  is  the  history  of  my  knowledge 
louchiDgheraigbt.  \^Preseuttng  al^Uw* 
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Clo,  Let 's  see 't.  —  I  will  pursue  her 

Even  to  Augustus'  throne. 

Pis.  iJside,]  Or  this,  or  perish. 

She 's  far  enough ;  and  what  he  learns  by  this , 
May  prove  his  travel ,  not  her  danger. 

Clo.  Humph! 

Pis.  [Aside.]  I '11  write  to  my  lord  she 's  dead.  0  Imogen, 
Safe  may'st  thou  wander ,  safe  return  again ! 

Clo.    Sirrah,  is  this  letter  true? 

Pis.    Sir,  as  I  think. 

Clo.  It  is  Posthumus'  hand;  I  know't.  —  Sirrah,  ifthon 
would'st  not  be  a  villain,  but  do  me  true  service,  undergo  those 
employments ,  wherein  I  should  have  cause  to  use  thee ,  with  a 
serious  industry,  —  that  is,  what  villany  soe'er  I  bid  thee  do,  to 
perform  it  directly  and  truly.  I  would  think  thee  an  honest  man : 
thou  shouldest  neither  want  my  means  for  thy  relief,  nor  my  voice 
for  thy  preferment. 

Pis.    Well,  my  good  lord 

Clo .  Wilt  thou  serve  me  ?  For  since  patiently  and  constantly 
thou  hast  stuck  to  the  bare  fortune  of  that  beggar  Posthumus,  thou 
canst  not  in  the  course  of  gratitude  but  be  a  diligent  follower  of 
mine.    Wilt  thou  serve  me? 

Pis.     Sir,  I  will. 

Clo.  Give  me  thy  hand;  here 's  my  purse.  Hast  any  of  Ay 
late  master's  garments  in  thy  possession? 

Pis.  I  have,  my  lord,  at  my  lodging,  the  same  suit  he  wore 
when  he  took  leave  of  my  lady  and  mistress. 

Clo.  The  first  service  thou  dost  me ,  fetch  that  suit  hither :  let 
it  be  thy  first  service ;  go. 

Pis.    I  shall,  my  lord.  [Exit. 

Clo.  Meet  thee  at  Milford-Haven.  —  I  forgot  to  ask  him  one 
thing ;  I  '11  remember 't  anon.  —  Even  there  thou  villain ,  Posthu- 
mus,  will  I  kill  thee.  —  I  would,  these  garments  were  come.  She 
said  upon  a  time  (the  bitterness  of  it  I  now  belch  fromi  my  heart) 
that  she  held  the  very  garment  of  Posthumus  in  more  respect  than 
my  noble  and  natural  person ,  together  with  the  adommeniof  my 
qualities.     With  that  suit  \ipoTi  ta^  \i^^Y,  ^'^  \\«(\^^'a\  tot 
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ill  him,  and  in  her  eyes;  there  shall  she  see  my  yalour,  which 
viU  then  be  a  torment  to  her  contempt.  He  on  the  ground ,  my 
peech  of  insultment  ended  on  his  dead  body,  —  and  when  my  lust 
lath  dined,  (which,  as  I  say,  to  vex  her,  I  will  execute  in  the 
;lothes  that  she  so  praised)  to  the  court  I  '11  knock  her  back ,  foot 
ler  home  again.  She  hath  despised  me  rejoicingly,  and  I '11  be 
nerry  in  my  revenge. 

Re-enter  Pisanio,  with  the  Clothes, 
Be  those  the  garments? 

Pis.    Ay,  my  noble  lord. 

Clo.    How  long  is 't  since  she  went  to  Milford-^UaTen  ? 

Pis.    She  can  scarce  be  there  yet. 

Clo.  Bring  this  apparel  to  my  chamber;  that  is  the  second 
thing  that  I  have  commanded  thee :  the  third  is ,  that  thou  wilt  be 
a  voluntary  mute  to  my  design.  Be  but  duteous,  and  true  prefer- 
ment shall  tender  itself  to  thee.  —  My  revenge  is  now  at  Milford : 
would  1  had  wings  to  follow  it.  —  Come,  and  be  true.  lExit. 

Pis.    Thou  bidd'st  me  to  my  loss :  for ,  true  to  thee , 
Were  to  prove  false ,  which  I  will  never  be , 
To  him  that  is  most  true.  —  To  Milford  go , 
And  find  not  her  whom  thou  pursuest.    Flow,  flow, 
You  heavenly  blessings ,  on  her!    ^his  fool's  speed 
Be  cross'd  with  slowness :  labour  be  his  meed !  [Exit. 

SCENE  VI. 

Before  the  Cave  of  Belarius. 
Enter  Imogen  ,  in  Boy*s  Clothes. 
Into,    I  see,  a  man's  life  is  a  tedious  one : 
I  have  tir'd  myself,  and  for  two  nights  together 
Have  made  the  ground  my  bed :  I  should  be  sick , 
But  that  my  resolution  helps  me.  —  Milford , 
When  from  the  mountain-top  Pisanio  show'd  thee , 
Thou  wast  within  a  ken.    OJove!  I  think, 
Foundations  fly  the  wretched;  such,  I  mean, 
Waere  ibe/ should  be  relieved.    Two  begaats  \.o\^  m^ , 
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I  could  not  miss  my  way :  will  poor  folks  lie , 

That  have  afEIictioDS  oq  them ,  knowing 't  is 

A  punishment,  or  trial?    Yes;  no  wonder, 

Wlien  rich  ones  scarce  tell  true :  to  lapse  in  fulness 

Is  sorer,  than  to  lie  for  need;  and  falsehood 

Is  worse  in  kings ,  than  beggars.  —  My  dear  lord ! 

Thou  art  one  o'  the  false  ones :  now  I  think  on  thee , 

My  hunger 's  gone ;  but  even  before ,  I  was 

At  point  to  sink  for  food.  —  But  what  is  this? 

Here  is  a  path  to  it :  't  is  some  savage  hold : 

I  were  best  not  call;  I  dare  not  call ;  yet  famine. 

Ere  clean  it  overthrow  nature ,  makes  it  valiant. 

Plenty,  and  peace,  breeds  cowards ;  hardness  ever 

Of  hardiness  is  mother.  —  Ho !  Who  *s  here? 

If  any  thing  that's  civil,  speak;  if  savage, 

Take ,  or  lend.  —  Ho !  —  No  answer?  then ,  I  'U  enter. 

Best  draw  my  sword ;  and  if  mine  enemy 

But  fear  the  sword  like  me ,  he  '11  scarcely  look  on 't. 

Such  a  foe ,  good  heavens !  iShe  enters  the  Can 

Enter  Belarivs  y  Guiderius,  anef  Arviragus. 

Bel.    You,  Polydore,  have  prov'd  best  woodman ,  and 
Are  master  of  the  feast :  Cadwal,  and  I, 
Will  play  the  cook  and  servant ;  't  is  our  match : 
The  sweat  of  industry  would  dry ,  and  die , 
But  for  the  end  it  works  to.    Come;  our  stomachs 
Will  make  what's  homely,  savoury:  weariness 
Can  snore  upon  the  flint,  when  resty  sloth 
Finds  the  down  pillow  hard.  —  Now,  peace  be  here , 
Poor  house ,  that  keep'st  thyself ! 

Gut,  1  am  thoroughly  weary. 

Arv.    I  am  weak  with  toil ,  yet  strong  in  appetite. 

Gtii,    There  is  cold  meat  i'  the  cave :  we  11  browze  on  that, 
Whilst  what  we  have  kill'd  be  cook'd. 

Bel.  Stay:  come  not  in. 
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It  that  it  eats  oar  victuals,  I  should  think 
ere  were  a  fairy. 

Gut.  What's  the  matter «  Sir? 

Bel,    By  Jupiter,  an  angel!  or,  if  not, 
n  earthly  paragon !  —  Behold  divineness 

0  elder  ^an  a  boy ! 

Enter  Imogen. 

Imo.    Good  masters ,  harm  me  not : 
efore  I  enter'd  here,  Icall'd;  and  thought 
obavebegg'd,  or  bought,  what  I  have  took.    Good  troth, 
have  stolen  nought ;  nor  would  not,  though  1  had  found 
old  strew'd  i'  the  floor.    Here 's  money  for  my  meat : 
would  have  left  it  on  the  board ,  so  soon 
s  I  had  made  my  meal ,  and  parted 
nth  prayers  for  the  provider. 

Gui»  Money,  youth? 

j4rv.    All  gold  and  silver  rather  turn  to  dirt ! 
s  *t  is  no  better  reckoned,  but  of  those 
iTho  worship  dirty  gods. 

Imo»  I  see,  you  are  angry, 

now,  if  you  kill  me  for  my  fault,  I  should 
[ave  died ,  had  I  not  made  it. 

Bel.  Whither  bound? 

Imo.    To  Milford-Haven. 

Bel,    What  *s  your  name? 

Imo.    Fidele,  Sir.    I  have  a  kinsman ,  who 

1  bound  for  Italy :  he  embark*d  at  Milford ; 

b  whom  being  going,  almost  spent  with  hunger, 
am  fallen  in  this  offence. 

Bel.  Pr'ythee,  fair  youth, 

hink  us  no  churls ,  nor  measure  our  good  minds 
^  this  rude  place  we  live  in .    Well  encounler'd. 
r  is  almost  night :  you  shall  have  better  cheer 
Ire  you  depart;  and  thanks,  to  stay  and  eat  it. — 
toys,  bid  him  welcome. 

Gm\  Were  you  a  vomaii ,  ^o\xV\x , 
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I  should  woo  hard ,  bat  be  your  groom.  ~  lo  honesty, 
I  bid  for  you  ,  as  I  do  buy. 

j4rv,  I  '11  make  *l  my  comfort , 

He  is  a  man :  1  '11  love  him  as  my  brother ; 
And  such  a  welcome  as  I  'd  give  to  him , 
After  long  absence ,  such  is  yours.  —  Most  welcome. 
Be  sprightly,  for  you  fall  'mongst  friends. 

Imo.  'Mongst  friends!       It 

If  brothers?  — [^ftV/e.]  Would  it  had  been  so,  that  they  i; 

Had  been  my  father's  sons :  then ,  had  my  prize 
Been  less ;  and  so  more  equal  ballasting 
To  thee,  Posthumus. 

BeL  He  wriugs  at  some  distress. 

Gui.    Would  I  could  free  *t ! 

Jrv,  Or  I;  whate'eritbe. 

What  pain  it  cost,  what  danger.    Gods! 

BeL  Hark,  boys. 

Into,    Great  men , 
That  had  a  court  no  bigger  than  this  cave, 
That  did  attend  themselves,  and  had  the  virtue 
Which  their  own  conscience  sealed  them ,  (laying  by 
That  nothing  gift  of  differing  multitudes 
Could  not  out-peer  these  twain.    Pardon  me,  gods ! 
I  'd  change  my  sei  to  be  companion  with  them, 
Since  Leonatus  false^ 

Bel,  It  shall  be  so. 

Boys,  we  '11  go  dress  our  hunt.  —  Fair  youth ,  come  in : 
Discourse  is  heavy,  fasting;  when  we  have  supp'd, 
'We  '11  mannerly  demand  thee  of  thy  story , 
So  far  as  thou  wilt  speak  it. 

Gui.  Pray,  draw  near. 

Arv,    The  night  to  the  owl,  and  mora  to  the  lark,  lewii^ 
come. 

Imo.    Thanks,  Sit. 
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SCENE  VII. 

Rome. 
Enter  Two  Senators  and  Tribunes, 

1  Sen.    This  is  the  teoour  of  the  emperor*s  writ : 
lat  sioce  the  commoo  men  are  now  in  action 
ainst  the  Pannonians  and  Dalmatians; 
id  that  the  iegions  now  in  Gallia  are 
Jl  weak  to  undertake  our  wars  against 
le  faDen-off  Britons ,  that  we  do  incite 
le  gentry  to  this  business.    He  creates 
icius  pro-consul ;  and  to  you ,  the  tribunes , 
ir  this  immediate  levy  he  commands 
is  absolute  commission.    Long  live  Cssar ! 

Tri,    Is  Lucius  general  of  the  forces  ? 

^  Sen.  Ay. 

7H.    Remaining  now  in  Gallia? 

1  Sen.  With  those  legions 

'hich  I  have  spoke  of,  whereunto  your  levy 
nst  be  suppliant :  the  words  of  your  commission 
^ill  tie  you  to  the  numbers ,  and  the  time 
r  their  despatch. 

Tri.  We  will  discharge  our  duty.  lExeunt. 

ACT  IV.     SCENE  I. 

The  Forest,  near  the  Cave. 
Enter  Cloten. 
Clo.  I  am  near  to  the  place  where  they  should  meet,  if  Pisa- 
0  have  mapped  it  truly.  How  fit  his  garments  serve  me !  Why 
iould  his  mistress,  who  was  made  by  him  that  made  the  tailor, 
>t  be  fit  too?  the  rather  (saving  reverence  of  the  word)  for  't  is 
id,  a  woman's  fitness  comes  by  fits.  Therein  I  mast  play  the 
orkman.  I  dare  speak  it  to  myself,  (for  it  is  not  yain-glory ,  for 
man  and  his  glass  to  confer  in  his  own  chamber)  I  meajn^  tlv^ 
les  of  my  body  are  as  weJi-drawn  as  bis;  no  Vt^'^^'osM^i  xbss» 
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Strong,  not  beneath  him  in  fortunes,  beyond  him  in  the  adyan- 
tage  of  the  time ,  above  him  in  birth ,  alike  conversant  in  general 
services ,  and  more  remarkable  in  single  oppositions :  yet  this  iin- 
perseverant  thing  loves  him  in  my  despite.  What  mortality  is! 
Posthumus ,  thy  head ,  which  now  is  growing  upon  thy  shoulders, 
shall  within  this  hour  be  off,  thy  mistress  enforced,  thy  garments 
cut  to  pieces  before  thy  face ;  and  all  this  done ,  spurn  her  home 
to  her  father ,  who  may ,  haply ,  be  a  little  angry  for  my  so  rougk 
usage,  but  my  mother,  having  power  of  histestiness,  shall  tarn 
all  into  my  commendations.  My  horse  is  tied  np  safe:  oat, 
sword ,  and  to  a  sore  purpose !  Fortune ,  put  them  into  my  hand! 
This  is  the  very  description  of  their  meeting-place,  and  the  fellow 
dares  not  deceive  me.  {Exit, 

SCENE  11. 

Before  the  Gave. 
Enter,  from  the  Cave,  Belarius,  Guidkrius,  ARYUUeus, 
and  Imo&bm. 
BeL    You  are  not  well:  [To  Imogen.]   remain  here  in  tlK 
cave; 
We  '11  come  to  you  after  hunting. 

Arv,  Brother,  stay  here: 

ITo  Imogkn. 
Are  we  not  brothers? 

Imo.  So  man  and  man  should  be ; 

But  clay  and  clay  differs  in  dignity. 
Whose  dust  is  both  alike.    I  am  very  sick. 

Guu    Go  you  to  hunting ;  I  '11  abide  with  him. 
lmo»    So  sick  I  am  not ,  —  yet  I  am  not  well ; 
But  not  so  citizen  a  wanton ,  as 
To  seem  to  die,  ere  sick.    So  please  you,  leave  me; 
Stick  to  your  journal  course :  the  breach  of  custom 
l5  breach  of  all.    I  am  ill;  but  your  being  by  me 
CfliiDot  amend  me:  sodeV^  \s \xf>  t^ioSftTX 
To  one  not  sociable.    1  am  xiot ^w^  s\^  > 
Since  J  caa  reason  of  U-.  pta^  l^x ,  vroa\m^\tfsw;\ 
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I H  rob  none  bat  myself;  and  let  me  die , 
Stealing  so  poorly. 

Gui.  Hove  thee;  I  have  spoke  it 

How  mach  the  quantity ,  the  weight  as  much , 
As  I  do  lore  my  father. 

Bel.  What!  how?  how? 

Jrv,    If  it  be  sin  to  say  so,  Sir,  I  yoke  me 
lo  my  good  brother's  fault :  I  know  not  why 
I  loye  this  youth ;  and  I  have  heard  you  say , 
Love's  reason 's  without  reason :  the  bier  at  door , 
And  a  demand  who  is 't  shall  die ,  I  'd  say , 
My  father,  not  this  youth. 

Bel.  [j^side,']  O  noble  strain ! 

0  worthiness  of  nature !  breed  of  greatness ! 
Cowards  father  cowards ,  and  base  things  sire  base : 
Nature  hath  meal ,  and  bran;  contempt  and  grace. 

1  am  not  their  father ;  yet  who  this  should  be , 
Doth  miracle  itself,  lov'd  before  me.  — 

T  is  the  ninth  hour  o'  the  mom. 

Jrv,  Brother,  farewell. 

Imo.    I  wish  ye  sport. 

Arv,  You  health.  —  So  please  you ,  Sir. 

Imo,  [jiside,]  These  are  kind  creatures.    Gods ,  what  lies  I 
have  heard ! 
Our  courtiers  say ,  all 's  savage  but  at  court : 
Eiperience,  O!  thou  disprov'st  report. 
Th'  imperious  seas  breed  monsters ;  for  the  dish , 
Poor  tributary  rivers  as  sweet  fish. 
I  am  sick  still ;  heart-sick.  —  Pisanio , 
1 11  now  taste  of  thy  drug. 

Gm*  I  could  not  stir  him : 

He  said,  he  was  gentle,  but  unfortunate ; 
Dishonestly  afflicted ,  but  yet  honest. 

Arv*    Thus  did  he  answer  me ;  yet  said,  hereafter 
I  might  know  more. 

Bel.  To  the  field,  to  the  field!  — 

We  'U  leave  fou  for  this  time ;  go  in ,  and  resl. 
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Arv,    We  *ll  not  be  long  away. 

Bel.  *  Pray,  be  not  sick, 

For  you  naust  be  our  housewife. 

Imo.  Well,  or  ill, 

I  am  bound  to  you. 

Bel.  And  shalt  be  ever.  lExit  Imoge!«. 

This  youth ,  howe'er  distress'd ,  appears  he  hath  had 
Good  ancestors. 

Arv.  How  angel-like  he  sings. 

Gut.    But  his  neat  cookery :  he  cut  our  roots  in  characters; 
And  sauc'd  our  broths ,  as  Juno  had  been  sick , 
And  he  her  dieter. 

^rv.  Nobly  he  yokes 

A  smiling  with  a  sigh ,  as  if  the  sigh 
Was  that  it  was ,  for  not  being  such  a  smile ; 
The  smile  mocking  the  sigh ,  that  it  would  fly 
From  so  divine  a  temple ,  to  commix 
With  winds  that  sailors  rail  at. 

Gut.  I  do  note , 

That  grief  and  patience ,  rooted  in  him  both , 
Mingle  their  spurs  together. 

/4rv.  Grow,  patience! 

And  let  the  stinking  elder ,  grief,  untwine 
His  perishing  root  with  the  increasing  vine ! 

Bel.    It  is  great  morning.    Come ;  away !  —  Who  *8  there? 

Enter  Clotbn. 

Clo.    I  cannot  find  those  runagates :  that  villain 
Hath  mock'd  me.  —  I  am  faint. 

Bel.  Those  runagates! 

Means  he  not  us?  I  partly  know  him ;  His 
Cloten ,  the  son  o'  the  queen.    I  fear  some  ambush. 
I  saw  him  not  these  many  years ,  and  yet 
1  know 't  is  he.  —  We  are  held  as  outlaws ;  —  hence. 

Qui.    He  is  but  one.    You  and  my  brother  search 
What  companies  are  near :  pray  you,  away; 
Zel  me  alone  mih  him.  \  Exeutil'ftVLi^K^vQ^  and  kvctfLA^eus. 
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Clo.  Soft!    What  are  you 

That  fly  me  thus?  some  yillain  mountaineers? 
I  have  heard  of  such.  —  What  slave  art  thou? 

Gui,  A.  thing 

More  slavish  did  I  ne'er ,  than  answering 
A  slave  without  a  knock. 

Clo,  Thou  art  a  robber , 

A. law-breaker,  a  villain.    Yield  thee,  thief. 

Guu    To  whom?  to  thee?  What  art  thou?  Have  not  I 
An  arm  as  big  as  thine?  a  heart  as  big? 
Thy  words,  I  grant,  are  bigger;  for  I  wear  not 
My  dagger  in  my  mouth.    Say,  what  thou  art, 
Why  I  should  yield  to  thee? 

Clo.  Thou  villain  base , 

Know'st  me  not  by  my  clothes? 

Gui.  No,  nor  thy  tailor,  rascal 

Who  is  thy  grandfather :  he  made  those  clothes , 
Which,  as  it  seems,  make  thee. 

Clo,  Thou  precious  variety 

My  tailor  made  them  not. 

Gui.  Hence  then,  and  thank 

The  man  that  gave  them  thee.    Thou  art  some  fool ; 
1  am  loath  to  beat  thee. 

Clo.  Thou  injurious  thief, 

Hear  but  my  name ,  and  tremble. 

Gm.  What's  thy  name? 

Clo.    Cloten,  thou  villain. 

Gui.    Cloten,  thou  double  villian,  be  thy  name, 
I  cannot  tremble  at  it:  were  it  toad,  or  adder,  spider,. 
T  would  move  me  sooner. 

Clo.  To  thy  farther  fear , 

Nay ,  to  thy  mere  confusion ,  thou  shalt  know 
I  'm  son  to  the  queen. 

Gui.  I  am  sorry  for 't,  not  seeming 

So  worthy  as  thy  birth. 

Ch.  Art  not  afeard'J 
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Gui.    Those  that  I  reverence ,  those  I  fear,  the  wise: 
At  fools  I  laugh ,  not  fear  them. 

Clo.  Die  the  death. 

When  I  have  slain  thee  with  my  proper  hand , 
I  'U  follow  those  that  even  now  fled  hence , 
And  on  the  gates  of  Lud*s  town  set  your  heads. 
Yield,  rustic,  mountaineer.  [Exeunt ,  fighting 

Enter  Bblarius  and  Aryiragus. 

Bel,    No  company's  abroad. 

^rv.    None  in  the  world.    You  did  mistake  him ,  sure. 

Bel,    1  cannot  tell:  long  is  it  since  I  saw  him , 
But  time  hath  nothing  blurr'd  those  lines  of  favour 
Which  then  he  wore :  the  snatches  in  his  voice , 
And  burst  of  speaking,  were  as  his.    I  am  absolute 
T  was  very  Cloten. 

Arv^  In  this  place  we  left  them : 

I  wish  my  brother  make  good  time  with  him , 
You  say  he  is  so  fell. 

Bel,  Being  scarce  made  up , 

I  mean,  toman,  he  had  not  apprehension 
Of  roaring  terrors ;  for  th'  effect  of  judgment 
Is  oft  the  cause  of  fear.    But  see,  thy  brother. 

Re-enter  Guidbrius,  with  CLOfBi^'s  Head, 

Gui,    This  Cloten  was  a  fool ,  an  empty  purse , 
There  was  no  money  in 't.    Not  Hercules 
Could  have  knocked  out  his  brains ,  for  he  had  none ; 
Yet  I  not  doing  this ,  the  fool  had  borne 
My  head,  as  I  do  his. 

Bel,  What  hast  thou  done? 

Qui,    I  am  perfect  what :  cut  offoneCloten's  head. 
Son  to  the  queen ,  after  his  own  report ; 
Who  call'd  me  traitor,  mountaineer;  and  swore, 
With  his  own  single  hand  he  'd  take  us  in , 
Displace  our  heads ,  where  (thank  the  gods !)  they  grow , 
And  set  them  oo  Lud*s  lo^fu. 

B€l,  y^^  w^  ?iJ\\wAwifc. 
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i.    Why,  worthy  father ,  what  have  we  to  lose , 
It  he  swore  to  take ,  oar  lives?    The  law 
ts  not  us ;  then ,  why  should  we  be  tender , 
an  arrogant  piece  of  flesh  threat  us ; 
idge,  and  eiecutioner ,  all  himself, 

I  do  fear  the  law?    What  company 
er  you  abroad? 

f.  No  single  soul 

i  set  eye  on ,  but  in  all  safe  reason 

St  have  some  attendants.    Though  his  humour 

othing  but  mutation ;  ay ,  and  that 

)ne  bad  thing  to  worse;  not  frenzy,  not 

ite  madness ,  could  so  far  have  rav'd , 

ag  him  here  alone.    Although,  perhaps, 

be  heard  at  court ,  that  such  as  we 

ere ,  hunt  here ,  are  outlaws ,  and  in  time 

ake  some  stronger  head ;  the  which  he  hearing , 

is  like  him)  might  break  out,  and  swear 

etch  us  in ,  yet  is 't  not  probable 

le  alone ,  either  he  so  undertaking , 

f  so  suffering:  then,  on  good  ground  we  fear , 

0  fear  this  body  hath  a  tail 

lerilous  than  the  head. 

').  Let  ordinance 

isthegodsforesayit:  howsoe'er, 

»ther  hath  done  well. 

f.  I  had  no  mind 

it  this  day :  the  boy  Fidele's  sickness 

ike  my  way  long  forth. 

i.  With  his  own  sword , 

he  did  wave  against  my  throat ,  I  have  ta'en 

id  from  him :  I  '11  throw 't  into  the  creek 

[  our  rock ;  and  let  it  to  the  sea , 

II  the  fishes ,  he  *s  the  queen's  son ,  Cloten : 

all  I  reck.  lExiL 

I.  I  fear,  't  will  be  reveng'd. 
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Would,  Polydore,  thou  had 'st  not  done 't ,  though  Yaloor 
Becomes  thee  well  enough. 

Arv,  'Would  I  had  done 't , 

So  the  revenge  alone  pursued  me.  —  Polydore, 
I  love  thee  brotherly ,  but  envy  much , 
Thou  hast  robb*d  me  of  this  deed :  I  would  revenges , 
That  possible  strength  might  meet ,  would  seek  us  through. 
And  put  us  to  our  answer. 

Bel.  Well,  'tis  done. 

We  11  hunt  no  more  to-day ,  nor  seek  for  danger 
Where  there 's  no  profit.    I  pr'ythee ,  to  our  rock : 
Tou  and  Fidele  play  the  cooks ;  I  '11  stay 
Till  hasty  Polydore  return ,  and  bring  him 
To  dinner  presently. 

Arv,  Poor  sick  Fidele ! 

I  '11  willingly  to  him :  to  gain  his  colour, 
I  'd  let  a  parish  of  such  Clotens  blood, 
And  praise  myself  for  charity.  {Exii> 

Bel,  O  thou  goddess , 

Thou  divine  Nature ,  how  thyself  thou  blazon'st 
In  these  two  princely  boys !    They  are  as  gentle 
As  zephyrs ,  blowing  below  the  violet , 
Not  wagging  his  sweet  head ;  and  yet  as  rough , 
Their  royal  blood  enchaf 'd ,  as  the  rud'st  wind , 
That  by  the  top  doth  take  the  mountain  pine , 
And  make  him  stoop  to  the  vale.     'T  is  wonder , 
That  an  invisible  instinct  should  frame  them 
To  royalty  unlearn'd ,  honour  untaught , 
Civility  not  seen  from  other,  valour 
That  wildly  grows  in  them ,  but  yields  a  crop 
As  if  it  had  been  sow'd !    Yet  still  it 's  strange , 
What  Gloten's  being  here  to  us  portends , 
Or  what  his  death  will  bring  us. 

Re-enter  Guiderius. 
Gui.  Where  's  my  brother? 

I  bare  seat  Cioteo's  clotpoU  do^n  lYie  ^Vt^vcci  ^ 
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Id  embassy  to  his  mother :  his  body's  hostage 

For  his  return .  [Solemn  Mtuic, 

Bel,  My  ingenious  instrument ! 

Hark,  Polydore,  it  sounds;  but  what  occasion 
Hath  Cadwal  now  to  give  it  motion?    Hark ! 

GtU,    Is  he  at  home? 

Bel,  He  went  hence  even  now. 

Gui,    What  does  he  mean  ?  since  death  of  my  dear*st  mother 
It  did  not  speak  before.    All  solemn  things 
Should  answer  solemn  accidents.    The  matter? 
Triumphs  for  nothing ,  and  lamenting  toys , 
Is  jollity  for  apes ,  and  grief  for  boys. 
Is  Cadwal  mad? 

Re-enter  Aryiragus,  bearing  Imogen,  as  dead^  in  his  Arms, 

Bel,  Look!  here  he  comes, 

And  brings  the  dire  occasion  in  his  arms , 
Of  what  we  blame  him  for. 

Arv.  The  bird  is  dead , 

That  we  have  made  so  much  on.    I  had  rather 
Have  skipp'd  from  sixteen  years  of  age  to  sixty , 
To  have  turn'd  my  leaping  time  into  a  crutch , 
Than  have  seen  this. 

Gut,  O  sweetest,  fairest  lily! 

My  brother  wears  thee  not  the  one  half  so  weU , 
As  when  thou  grew'st  thyself. 

Bel,  O,  melancholy! 

Who  ever  yet  could  sound  thy  bottom?  find 
The  ooze ,  to  show  what  coast  thy  sluggish  crare 
Might  easiliest  harbour  in?  —  Thou  blessed  thing! 
Jove  knows  what  man  thou  might'st  have  made ;  but  I , 
Thou  diedst  a  most  rare  boy ,  of  melancholy.  — 
How  found  you  him  ? 

j4rv.  Stark,  as  you  see: 

Thus  smiling,  as  some  fly  had  tickled  slumber , 
Not  as  death's  dart,  being  laugh'd  at ;  his  right  cheek 
Reposing  od  a  cusMod, 
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Gui.  Where? 

Jrv.  O' the  floor; 

His  arms  thus  leagu'd :  I  thought  he  slept,  and  pat 
My  clouted  brogues  from  off  my  feet,  whose  rudeuess 
Answer'd  my  steps  too  loud. 

Gui.  Why,  he  but  sleeps; 

If  he  be  gone ,  he  '11  make  his  grave  a  bed  : 
With  female  fairies  will  his  tomb  be  haunted, 
And  worms  will  not  come  to  thee. 

Jrv.  With  fairest  flowers , 

Whilst  summer  lasts ,  and  I  live  here ,  Fidele, 
I  '11  sweeten  thy  sad  grave :  thou  shalt  not  lack 
The  flower,  that  *s  like  thy  face ,  pale  primrose ;  nor 
The  azur'd  hare-bell ,  like  thy  veins ;  no,  nor 
The  leaf  of  eglantine ,  whom  not  to  slander , 
Out-sweeten'd  not  thy  breath :  the  ruddock  would , 
With  charitable  bill  (O  bill ,  sore-shaming 
Those  rich-left  heirs ,  that  let  their  fathers  lie 
Witnout  a  monument ! )  bring  thee  all  this ; 
Yea ,  and  furr'd  moss  besides ,  when  flowers  are  none , 
To  winter-ground  thy  corse. 

Gui.  Pr'ythee,  have  done; 

And  do  not  play  in  wench-like  words  with  that 
Which  is  so  serious.    Let  us  bury  him , 
And  not  protract  with  admiration  what 
Is  now  due  debt.  —  To  the  grave. 

j4rv.  Say,  where  shall 's  lay  him? 

Gui,    By  good  Euriphile ,  our  mother. 

j4rv.  Be 't  so : 

And  let  us,  Polydore,  though  now  our  voices 
Have  got  the  mannish  crack ,  sing  him  to  the  ground , 
As  once  our  mother :  use  like  note ,  and  words , 
Save  that  Euriphile  must  be  Fidele. 

Gui.    Cadwal, 
I  cannot  sing :  I  '11  weep,  and  word  it  with  thee ; 
For  notes  of  sorrow,  out  of  tune,  are  worse 
Han  priests  and  fanes  that  Vie. 
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V.  We  '11  speak  it  then. 

/.    Great  griefs,  I  see,  medicine  the  less ;  forCloten 
;e  forgot.    He  was  a  queen's  son ,  boys; 
though  he  came  our  enemy ,  remember , 
s  paid  for  that:  though  mean  and  mighty ,  rotting 
ler,  have  one  dust,  yet  reverence , 
angel  of  the  world)  doth  make  distinction 
cc  'tween  high  and  low.    Our  foe  was  princely , 
lough  you  took  his  life ,  as  being  our  foe , 
iry  him  as  a  prince. 

i.  Pray  you,  fetch  him  hither, 

tes'  body  is  as  good  as  Ajax , 
neither  are  alive. 

V.  If  you  '11  go  fetch  him , 

say  our  song  the  whilst.  —  Brother,  begin. 

[Eant  Belarius. 
iL    Nay,  Cadwal,  we  must  lay  his  head  to  the  east; 
her  hath  a  reason  for 't. 
V.  'T  is  true. 

:i.     Come  on  then ,  and  remove  him. 
V.  So.  —  Begin. 

/- 

SONG. 

Gui.    Fear  no  more  the  heat  o'  the  sun, 

Nor  the  furious  winter's  rages; 
Thou  thy  worldly  task  hast  done, 

Home  art  gone ,  and  ta^en  thy  wages : 
Golden  lads  and  girls  all  must , 
As  chimney-sweepers ,  come  to  dust, 

Arv.     Fear  no  more  thefrovm  o*  the  great , 

Thou  art  past  the  tyranfs  stroke; 
Care  no  more  to  clothe ,  and  eat; 

To  thee  the  reed  is  as  the  oak: 
The  sceptre,  learnings  physic^  mtist 
^11  follow  this,  and  come  to  di«t. 
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Gui.      Fear  no  more  the  liglitning-fiask , 
Arv.      Nor  th'  all-dreaded  thtmder^tone ; 
Gui.      Fearnot  slander ,  censure  rash; 
Arv.       Thou  hast  finish' d joy  and  moan  : 
Both.    All  lovers  youngs  all  lovers  must 
Consign  to  thee,  and  come  to  dust, 

Gui.      No  exorciser  harm  thee ! 
Arv.      Nor  no  witchcrqft  charm  thee  ! 
Gui .       Ghost  wilaidforbear  thee  ! 
Arv.       Nothing  ill  come  near  thee  ! 
Both.     Quiet  consummation  have  ; 
And  renowned  be  thy  grave ! 

Re-enter  Beiarius  ,  with  the  Body  q/'Cloten. 

Gui*    We  have  done  our  obsequies.    Come ,  lay  him  down. 

Bel,    Here 's  a  few  flowers ,  but  'bout  midnight  more : 
The  herbs  that  have  on  them  cold  dew  o'  the  night, 
Are  strewings  fitt*st  for  graves.  —  Upon  their  faces.  — 
Tou  were  as  flowers ,  now  wither'd ;  even  so 
These  herb 'lets  shall ,  which  we  upon  you  strew.  — 
Come  on ,  away ;  apart  upon  our  knees. 
The  ground  that  gave  them  first  has  them  again : 
Their  pleasures  here  are  past,  so  is  their  pain. 

[i?a;et/nf  Beiarius  ,  Guiderius,  aTufARViRAeus. 

Imo,  [Awaking.^    Yes,  Sir,  to  Milford-Haven ;  which  is  the 
way?  — 
I  thank  you.  —  By  yond'.bush?  —  Pray,  how  far  thither? 
'Ods  pittikins !  — •  can  it  be  six  miles  yet?  — 
I  have  gone  all  night :  —  'faith ,  I  '11  lie  down  and  sleep. 
But ,  soft !  no  bedfellow.  —  O ,  gods  and  goddesses ! 

[Seeing  the  Body, 
These  flowers  are  like  the  pleasures  of  the  world; 
This  bloody  man ,  the  care  on 't.  —  I  hope  I  dream , 
For  so  I  thought  I  was  a  cave-keeper, 
And  cook  to  honest  creatures ;  but 't  is  not  so : 
'T  was  hut  a  bolt  of  nol\im§ ,  ^\xoX  ^\\i^VJsx«i%, 
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Which  the  brain  makes  of  fumes.    Our  yery  eyes 

Are  sometimes  like  our  judgments,  blind.    Good  faith, 

I  tremble  still  with  fear ;  but  if  there  be 

Yet  left  in  heaven  as  small  a  drop  of  pity 

As  a  wren's  eye ,  fear'd  gods ,  a  part  of  it ! 

The  dream's  here  still :  even  when  I  wake ,  it  is 

Without  me ,  as  within  me ;  not  imagined ,  felt. 

A  headless  man !  —  The  garment  of  Posthumus ! 

I  know  the  shape  of 's  leg :  this  is  his  hand ; 

His  foot  Mercurial ;  his  Martial  thigh ; 

The  brawns  of  Hercules :  but  his  Jovial  face  — 

Murder  in  heaven !  —  How?  — ' T  is  gone.  —  Plsanio , 

All  curses  madded  Hecuba  gave  the  Greeks, 

And  mine  to  boot,  be  darted  on  thee !    Thou, 

Conspired  with  that  irregulous  devil ,  Cloten , 

Hast  here  cut  off  my  lord.  —  To  write ,  and  read , 

Be  henceforth  treacherous !  —  Damn'd  Plsanio 

Hath  with  his  forged  letters ,  —  damn'd  Pisanio  — 

From  this  most  bravest  vessel  of  the  world 

Struck  the  main-top !  —  0 ,  Posthumus !  alas , 

Where  is  thy  head?  where  's  that?    Ah  me !  where 's  that? 

Plsanio  might  have  kill'd  thee  at  the  heart , 

And  left  this  head  on.  —  How  should  this  be?    Pisanio ! 

'Tishe,  and  Cloten:  malice  and  lucre  in  them 

Have  laid  this  woe  here.    O !  't  is  pregnant ,  pregnant. 

The  drug  he  gave  me ,  which ,  he  said ,  was  precious 

And  cordial  to  me ,  have  I  not  found  it 

Murderous  to  the  senses ?    That  confirms  it  home : 

This  is  Pisanio's  deed ,  and  Cloten :  O !  — 

Give  colour  to  my  pale  cheek  with  thy  blood , 

That  we  the  horrider  may  seem  to  those 

Which  chance  to  find  us.    O,  my  lord,  my  lord! 

Enter  Lucius ,  a  Captain,  and  other  Officers ,  and  a  Sooth- 
sayer. 
Cap,    To  them  the  legions  garrison'd  in  Gallia  ^ 
After  your  wiU,  Aaye  cross'd  the  sea ;  aUeYi^\Yi% 
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Toa,  here  at  Milford-Haven ,  with  your  ships : 
They  are  here  in  readiness. 

Luc.  Bat  what  from  Rome  T 

Cap*    The  senate  hath  stirr*d  up  the  confiners , 
And  gentlemen  of  Italy ;  most  willing  spirits , 
That  promise  noble  senrice ,  and  they  come 
Under  the  conduct  of  bold  lachimo , 
Sienna's  brother. 

Luc.  When  expect  you  them? 

Cap.    With  the  next  benefit  o'  the  wind. 

Luc.  This  forwardness 

Makes  our  hopes  fair.    Command,  our  present  numbers 
Be  muster'd ;  bid  the  captains  look  to 't.  —  Now ,  Sir , 
What  have  you  dream'd  of  late  of  this  war's  purpose? 

Sooth,    Last  night  the  very  gods  show'd  me  a  vision , 
(I  fast,  and  pray'd ,  for  their  intelligence)  thus :  — 
I  saw  Jove's  bird ,  the  Roman  eagle ,  wing'd 
From  the  spungy  south  to  this  part  of  the  west, 
There  vanish'd  in  the  sunbeams :  which  portends , 
(Unless  my  sins  abuse  my  divination) 
Success  to  the  Roman  host. 

Luc.  Dream  often  so , 

And  never  false.  —  Soft ,  ho !  what  trunk  is  here , 
Without  his  top?    The  ruin  speaks ,  that  sometime 
It  was  a  worthy  building.  —  How !  a  page !  — 
Or  dead,  or  sleeping  on  him?    But  dead  rather; 
For  nature  doth  abhor  to  make  his  bed 
With  the  defunct,  or  sleep  upon  the  dead.  — 
Let 's  see  the  boy's  face. 

Cap.  He  is  alive,  my  lord. 

Luc.    He  'U  then  instruct  us  of  this  body.  —  Young  one , 
Inform  us  of  thy  fortunes ;  for,  it  seems , 
They  crave  to  be  demanded.    Who  is  this , 
Thou  mak'st  thy  bloody  pillow?    Or  who  was  he , 
That,  otherwise  than  noble  nature  did, 
Hatb  altered  that  good  pictutft*l    ^\kaX'?.>\jL^*\\iV«^^\. 
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Id  this  sad  wreck?    How  came  it?    Who  is  it? 
What  art  thou? 

Imo,  I  am  nothing:  or  if  not, 

Nothing  to  be  were  better.    This  was  my  master , 
A  very  yaliant  Briton ,  and  a  good , 
That  here  by  mountaineers  lies  slain.  —  Alas! 
There  are  no  more  such  masters:  I  may  wander 
From  east  to  Occident,  cry  out  for  service , 
Try  many,  all  good,  serve  truly,  never 
Find  such  another  master. 

Luc,  'Lack,  good  youth! 

Thou  mov'st  no  less  with  thy  complaining ,  than 
Thy  master  in  bleeding.    Say  his  name,  good  friend. 

Imo,    Richard  du  Champ.     [^«i^.]  If  I  do  lie,  and  do 
No  harm  by  it,  though  the  gods  hear ,  I  hope 
They  *11  pardon.  —  Say  you ,  Sir? 

Lius,  Thy  name? 

Imo.  Fidele,  Sir. 

Luc.    Thou  dost  approve  thyself  the  very  same : 
Thy  name  well  fits  thy  faith;  thy  faith,  thy  name. 
Wilt  take  thy  chance  with  me ?    I  will  not  say , 
Thou  shalt  be  so  well master'd ,  but,  be  sure, 
No  less  belov'd.    The  Roman  emperor's  letters , 
Sent  by  a  consul  to  me ,  should  not  sooner. 
Than  thine  own  worth ,  prefer  thee :  go  with  me. 

Mo.    I  '11  follow ,  Sir.    But  first,  an  't  please  the  gods, 
1 11  hide  my  master  from  the  flies ,  as  deep 
As  these  poor  pickaxes  can  dig:  and  when 
With  wild  wood'leaves  and  weeds  I  have  strewed  his  grave , 
And  on  it  said  a  century  of  prayers. 
Such  as  I  can ,  twice  o'er ,  I  '11  weep ,  and  sigh ; 
And,  leaving  so  his  service ,  follow  you, 
So  please  you  entertain  me. 

Luc.  Ay,  good  youth; 

And  rather  father  thee ,  than  master  thee.  —  My  friends , 
The  boy  hath  taught  us  manly  duties :  let  us 
find  out  the  prettiest  ddAsie&  plot  we  can , 


78  CVMBELINE. 

And  make  him  with  our  pikes  and  partisans 

A  grave :  come ,  arm  him.  —  Boy ,  he  is  preferr'd 

By  thee  to  us ,  and  he  shall  be  interr'd , 

As  soldiers  can.    Be  cheerful;  wipe  thine  eyes : 

Some  falls  are  means  the  happier  to  arise.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE  III. 

A  Room  in  CTMBELrNE*s  Palace. 

Enter  Ctmeelithe  J  Lords  ^  onif  Pisanio. 

Cym.    Again ;  and  bring  me  word  how  't  is  with  her. 
A  fever  with  the  absence  of  her  son ; 
A  madness ,  of  which  her  life  's  in  danger.  —  HeaveDS , 
How  deeply  you  at  once  do  touch  me !    Imogen , 
The  great  part  of  my  comfort,  gone;  my  queen 
Upon  a  desperate  bed ,  and  in  a  time 
When  fearful  wars  point  at  me ;  her  son  gone , 
So  needful  for  this  present:  it  strikes  me,  past 
The  hope  of  comfort.  —  But  for  thee ,  fellow , 
Who  needs  must  know  of  her  departure ,  and 
Dost  seem  so  ignorant,  we  '11  enforce  it  from  thee 
By  a  sharp  torture. 

Pis.  Sir,  my  life  is  yours , 

I  humbly  set  it  at  your  will ;  but ,  for  my  mistress , 
I  nothing  know  where  she  remains ,  why  gone , 
Kor  when  she  purposes  return.    Beseech  your  highness, 
Hold  me  your  loyal  servant. 

1  Lord.  Good  my  liege, 

The  day  that  she  was  missing  he  was  here : 
I  dare  be  bound  he 's  true ,  and  shall  perform 
All  parts  of  his  subjection  loyally.    For  Cloten , 
There  wants  no  diligence  in  seeking  him , 
And  will ,  no  doubt ,  be  found. 

Cym.  The  time  is  troublesome : 

We  '11  slip  you  for  a  season ;  but  our  jealousy  [To  Pisamio. 

Does  yet  depend. 

1  Lord.  So  please  'soxw  tci^sVi , 
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rhe  Roman  legions ,  all  from  Gallia  drawn, 
ire  landed  on  your  coast,  with  a  supply 
3f  Roman  gentlemen  by  the  senate  sent. 

Cym,    Now  for  the  counsel  of  my  son  and  queen !  — 
[  am  amaz'd  with  matter. 

1  Lord,  Good  my  liege , 

four  preparation  can  affront  no  less 
Than  what  you  hear  of:  come  more ,  for  more  you  're  ready, 
rhe  want  is ,  but  to  put  those  powers  in  motion , 
That  long  to  move. 

Cym.  I  thank  you.    Let 's  withdraw , 

ind  meet  the  time ,  as  it  seeks  us:  we  fear  not 
What  can  from  Italy  annoy  us ,  but 
We  grieve  at  chances  here.  —  Away !  [ExeUnU 

Pis,    I  heard  no  letter  from  my  master,  since 
[  wrote  him  Imogen  was  slain.    'T  is  strange : 
Sot  hear  I  from  my  mistress,  who  did  promise 
To  yield  me  often  tidings;  neither  know  I 
What  is  betid  to  Cloten ,  but  remain 
Perplex'd  in  all :  the  heavens  still  must  work. 
Wherein  I  am  false ,  I  am  honest ;  not  true ,  to  be  true : 
These  present  wars  shall  find  I  love  my  country , 
Even  to  the  note  o'  the  king ,  or  I  '11  fall  in  them. 
iUl  other  doubts  by  time  let  them  be  clear'd ; 
Fortune  brings  in  some  boats  that  are  not  steer'd.  {Exit. 

SCENE  IV. 

Before  the  Cave, 
^nfer  Belarius  ,  Guiderius,  a/tr/ARviRAGUS. 
Gui.    The  noise  is  round  about  us. 
Bel,  Let  us  from  it. 

Arv,    What  pleasure,  Sir,  find  we  in  life,  to  lock  it 
From  action  and  adventure? 

Gui,  Nay,  what  hope 

Save  we  in  hiding  us?  this  way  the  Romans 
Must  or  for  BritoDS  slay  us ,  or  receive  us 
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For  barbarous  and  annatoral  revolts 
During  their  use ,  and  slay  as  after. 

Bel.  Sons, 

Yfe  '11  higher  to  the  mountains ;  there  secure  us. 
To  the  king's  party  there 's  no  going :  newness 
Of  Cloten's  death  (we  being  not  known ,  not  muster*d 
Among  the  bands)  may  drive  us  to  a  render 
Where  we  have  liv'd ;  and  so  extort  from  's  that 
Which  we  have  done ,  whose  answer  would  be  death 
Drawn  on  with  torture. 

Crui,  This  is,  Sir,  a  doubt, 

Id  such  a  time  nothing  becoming  you, 
Nor  satisfying  us. 

j4rv.  It  is  not  likely, 

That  when  they  hear  the  Roman  horses  neigh, 
Behold  their  quarter'd  fires ,  have  both  their  eyes 
And  ears  so  cloy'd  importantly  as  now, 
That  they  will  waste  their  time  upon  our  note , 
To  know  from  whence  we  are. 

Bel,  O !  I  am  known 

Of  many  in  the  army :  many  years , 
Though  Cloten  then  but  young ,  you  see ,  not  wore  him 
From  my  remembrance :  and,  besides,  the  king 
Hath  not  deserv'd  my  service ,  nor  your  loves , 
Who  find  in  my  exile  the  want  of  breeding , 
The  certainty  of  this  hard  life;  aye,  hopeless 
To  have  the  courtesy  your  cradle  promised. 
But  to  be  still  hot  summer's  tanlings ,  and 
The  shrinking  slaves  of  winter. 

Gui.  Than  be  so , 

Better  to  cease  to  be.    Pray,  Sir,  to  the  army: 
I  add  my  brother  are  not  known ;  yourself. 
So  out  of  thought,  and  thereto  so  o'ergrown , 
Cannot  be  questioned. 

Arv.  By  this  sun  that  shines , 

/  77  tbitber :  what  thing  is 't ,  that  I  never 
JDId see  man  diet  scarce  e\et\ooV!^ovi\Aft^i^^ 
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But  that  of  coward  hares,  hot  goats,  aDdvenisoD? 

Never  bestrid  a  horse ,  save  one  that  had 

A  rider  like  myself,  who  ne'er  wore  rowel , 

Nor  iron,  on  his  heel?  I  am  asham'd 

To  look  upon  the  holy  sun ,  to  have 

The  benefit  of  his  bless'd  beams ,  remaining 

So  long  a  poor  unknown. 

Gut.  By  heavens  y  I '11  go. 

If  you  will  bless  me,  Sir,  and  give  me  leave, 
I'll  take  the  better  care;  butif  you  will  not , 
The  hazard  therefore  due  fall  on  me  by 
The  hands  of  Romans. 

Jrv*  So  say  I.    Ameo. 

Bel.    No  reason  I,  since  of  your  lives  you  set 
So  slight  a  valuation,  should  reserve 
My  crack'd  one  to  more  care.    Have  with  you,  boys. 
If  in  your  country  wars  you  chance  to  die. 
That  is  my  bed  too,  lads,  and  there  I '11  lie: 
Lead,  lead —  [Aside,]  The  time  seems  long;  their  blood  thinks 

.  scorn, 
Till  it  fly  out,  and  show  them  princes  born.  [Exetml, 


ACT  V.     SCENE  I. 
A  Field  between  the  British  and  Roman  Camps. 
Eftter  PosTHUMUS ,  with  a  bloody  Handkerchief, 
Post.    Tea,  bloody  cloth,  I '11  keep  thee;  forlwish'd 
Thou  should'st  be  colour'd  thus.    You  married  ones , 
If  each  of  you  should  take  this  course ,  how  many 
Mast  murder  wives  much  better  than  themselves. 
For  wrying  but  a  little?  —  0 ,  Pisanio ! 
Every  good  servant  does  not  all  commands ; 
Mo  bond,  but  to  do  just  ones.  —  Gods!  if  you 
Should  have  ta'^  vengeance  on  my  faults ,  I  never 
Had  liv'd  to  put  on  this :  so  had  you  saved 
The  DobJe  Imogen  to  repent ,  and  stracSs. 
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Me,  wretch,  more  worth  your  yengeance.    But,  alack  I 

You  snatch  some  heuce  for  little  faults;  that 's  lore, 

To  have  them  fall  no  more :  you  some  permit 

To  second  ills  with  ills ,  each  elder  worse ; 

And  make  them  dread  it,  to  the  doer's  thrift. 

Bi^t  Imogen  is  your  own :  do  your  best  wills , 

And  make  me  bless*d  to  obey !  —  I  am  brought  hither 

Among  the  Italian  gentry,  and  to  fight 

Against  my  lady's  kingdom :  't  is  enough 

That,  Britain^  I  have  kill'd  thy  mistress ;  peace! 

I  Ml  give  no  wound  to  thee.    Therefore ,  good  heavens , 

Hear  patiently  my  purpose.    I  '11  disrobe  me 

Of  these  Italian  weeds ,  and  suit  myself 

As  does  a  Briton  peasant:  so  I  'II  fight 

Against  the  part  I  come  with ;  €0 1  '11  die 

For  thee,  0  Imogen !  even  for  whom  my  life 

Is,  every  breath,  a  death:  and  thus  unknown , 

Pitied  nor  hated,  to  the  face  of  peril 

Myself  I  'II  dedicate.    Let  me  make  men  know 

More  valour  in  me,  than  my  habits  show.   • 

Gods,  put  the  strength  o'  the  LeonatI  in  me ! 

To  shame  the  guise  o' the  world ,  I  will  begin 

The  fashion ,  less  without,  and  more  within.  [Exit. 

SCENE  II. 
The  Same. 
Enter  at  one  Side  y  Lucius,  Iachimo,  and  the  Roman  Army :  at 
the  other  Side ,  the  British  Army;  Leomatus  PosTHUiius/?/- 
lowing  like  a  poor  Soldier,  They  march  over  and  go  out. 
Alarums.  Then  enter  again  in  skirmish,  Iachimo,  oiMf  Posthu- 
Mus :  he  vanquisheth  and  disarmetk  Iachimo  ,  and  then  leaves 
him. 

lach.    The  heaviness  and  guilt  within  my  bosom 
Takes  off  my  manhood :  I  have  belied  a  lady , 
The  princess  of  this  country ,  and  the  air  on  *t 
ReveagiDglj  enfeebles  me ;  ot  cofoXd  \\iV&  tv^  ^ 
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A  very  drudge  of  Dtture's ,  have  subdu'd  me 

Id  my  profession?  Knighthoods  and  honours,  borne 

As  I  wear  mine,  are  titles  but  of  scorn. 

If  that  thy  gentry,  Britain,  go  before 

This  lout,  as  he  exceeds  our  lords ,  the  odds 

Is ,  that  we  scarce  are  men ,  and  you  are  gods.  [Exit. 

The  Battle  continues ^   the  Britons  fly;   Ctmbblivb  is  taken: 
then  enter,  to  his  rescue  ^  Bblarius,  GniDSBius,  and  Kk^V' 

RA6US. 

Bel,    Stand,  stand!  We  have  the  advantage  of  the  ground. 
The  lane  is  guarded :  nothing  routs  us,  but 
The  villainy  of  our  fears. 

Gui.    Arv,  Stand,  stand,  and  fight! 

Enter  Posthumus  ,  and  seconds  the  Britons;  they  rescue  Ctn- 
BELiNB,  andexeunt:  then,  en^er  Lucius,  Iaghimo,  and  Imo&bm. 

Luc.    Away,  boy,  from  the  troops,  and  save  thyself ; 
For  friends  kill  friends ,  and  the  disorder 's  such 
As  war  were  hood-wink'd. 

lach.  *T  is  their  fresh  supplies. 

Luc,    It  is  a  day  tum'd  strangely :  or  betimes 
Let's  re-enforce,  or  fly.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  III. 

Another  Part  of  the  Field. 
Enter  Posthumus  and  a  British  Lord, 
Lord.    Cam'st  thou  from  where  they  made  the  stand? 
Post,  I  did; 

Though  you,  it  seems ,  come  from  the  filers. 

Lord.  I  did. 

Post,    No  blame  be  to  yon ,  Sir;  for  all  was  lost, 
But  that  the  heavens  fought.    The  king  himself 
Of  his  wings  destitute ,  the  army  broken , 
And  but  the  backs  of  Britons  seen ,  all  (lyin^ 
•  Throagh  a  strait  lane :  the  enemy  fuU-heaTUd . 
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Lolling  the  tongue  irith  slaughtering ,  having  work 
More  plentiful  than  tools  to  do  *t ,  struck  down 
Some  mortally  j  some  slightly  touch'd,  some  falling 
Merely  through  fear ;  that  the  strait  pass  was  damm'd 
With  dead  men  hurt  behind ,  and  cowards  living 
To  die  with  lengthen'd  shame. 

Lord.  Where  was  this  lane  ? 

Po$U    Close  by  the  battle,  ditch'd,  and  wall'd  with  turf ; 
Which  gave  advantage  to  an  ancient  soldier, 
An  honest  one ,  I  warrant ;  who  deserv'd 
So  long  a  breeding ,  as  his  white  beard  came  to , 
In  doing  this  for 's  country :  athwart  the  lane , 
He,  with  two  striplings ,  (lads  more  like  to  run 
The  country  base ,  than  to  commit  such  slaughter; 
With  faces  fit  for  masks ,  or  rather  fairer 
Than  those  for  preservation  cas*d ,  or  shame) 
Made  good  the  passage ;  cry'd  to  those  that  fled , 
**  Our  Britain's  harts  die  flying ,  not  our  men : 
To  darkness  fleet,  souls  that  fly  backwards !   Stand; 
Or  we  are  Romans,  and  will  give  you  that 
Like  beasts,  which  you  shun  beastly ,  and  may  save, 
But  to  look  back  in  frown :  stand ,  stand ! "  —  These  three , 
Three  thousand  confident ,  in  act  as  many, 
(For  three  performers  are  the  file ,  when  all 
The  rest  do  nothing)  with  this  word ,  '*  stand ,  stand ! " 
Accommodated  by  the  place ,  more  charming , 
With  their  own  nobleness ,  (which  could  have  tum'd 
A  distaff  to  a  lance)  gilded  pale  looks , 
Part  shame,  part  spirit  renew'd ;  that  some,  tum'd  coward 
But  by  example  (0 ,  a  sin  in  war, 
Damn'd  in  the  first  beginners !)  'gan  to  look 
The  way  that  they  did ,  and  to  grin  like  lions 
Upon  the  pikes  o'  the  hunters.    Then  began 
A  stop  i'  the  chaser,  a  retire ;  anon , 
A  rout,  confusion  thick  *  forthwith  they  fly. 
Chickens ,  ih^  way  wbicli  Uie^  ^loo^'d  «;^%\ft« ;  ^laves^ 
The  strides  they  victors  made.    Kxi^  \i^^  ^^n  ^^^vs^ 
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(Like  fragments  in  hard  yoyages)  became 
The  life  o'  the  need :  having  found  the  back-door  open 
Ofthe  unguarded  hearts,  Heavens,  how  they  wound ! 
Some  slain  before ;  some  dying;  some,  their  friends, 
O'er-borne  i*  the  former  wave :  ten  chac'd  by  one , 
Are  now  each  one  the  slaughter-man  of  twenty : 
Those  that  would  die  or  ere  resist  are  grown 
The  mortal  bugs  o'  the  field. 

Lord,  This  was  strange  chance : 

A  narrow  lane ,  an  old  man ,  and  two  boys ! 

Post.    Nay,  do  not  wonder  at  it :  you  are  made 
Rather  to  wonder  at  the  things  you  hear. 
Than  to  work  any.    Will  you  rhyme  upon  H , 
And  vent  it  for  a  mockery  ?    Here  is  one : 
*' Two  boys,  an  old  man  twice  a  boy,  a  lane. 
Preserved  the  Britons ,  was  the  Romans'  bane." 

Lord,    Nay,  be  not  angry,  Sir. 

Post,  'Lack!  to  what  end? 

Who  dares  not  stand  his  foe ,  I  *11  be  his  friend ; 
For  if  he  '11  do ,  as  he  is  made  to  do , 
I  know,  he  11  quickly  fly  my  friendship  too. 
You  have  put  me  into  rhyme. 

Lord,  Farewell;  you  are  angry.        lExit, 

Pott,    Still  going  ?  —  This  is  a  lord .    0  noble  misery ! 
To  be  i' the  field ,  and  ask,  what  news,  of  me. 
To-day,  how  many  would  have  given  their  honours 
To  have  sav'd  their  carcases?  took  heel  to  do  't. 
And  yet  died  too  ?    I ,  in  mine  own  woe  charm'd , 
Could  not  find  death  where  I  did  hear  him  groan  ^ 
Nor  feel  him  where  he  struck :  being  an  ugly  monster , 
'T  is  strange  he  hides  him  in  fresh  cups ,  soft  beds , 
Sweet  words ;  or  hath  more  ministers  than  we 
That  draw  his  knives  i'  the  war.  —  Well ,  I  will  find  him ; 
For  being  now  a  favourer  to  the  Brilon , 
No  more  a  Briton ,  I  have  resum'd  again 
The  part  I  came  in.    Fight  I  will  no  more , 
But  yield  me  to  the  veriest  hind ,  that  shaW 
VL  ^V^ 
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Once  touch  my  shoalder.    Great  the  slaughter  is 
Here  made  by  the  Roman ;  great  the  answer  be 
Britons  must  take ;  for  me ,  my  ransom 's  death : 
On  either  side  I  come  to  spend  my  breath , 
Which  neither  here  I  '11  keep ,  nor  bear  again , 
But  end  it  by  some  means  for  Imogen. 

Enter  Two  British  Captains ,  and  Soldiers. 

i  Cap.    Great  Jupiter  be  prais'd !    Lucius  is  taken. 
'  T  is  thought ,  the  old  man  and  his  sons  were  angels. 

*Z  Cap.    There  was  a  fourth  man ,  in  a  sillv  habit , 
That  gave  th'  affront  with  them. 

1  Cap.  So 't  is  reported ; 
But  none  of  them  can  be  found.  —  Stand !  Who  is  there? 

Post.    A  Roman  ^ 
Who  had  not  now  been  drooping  here,  if  seconds 
Had  answer'd  him. 

2  Cap.  Lay  hands  on  him ;  a  dog ! 
A  leg  of  Rome  shall  not  return  to  tell 

-What  crows  have  peck'd  them  here.    He  brags  his  service 
As  if  he  were  of  note.    Bring  him  to  the  king. 

Enter  Gtmbelinb,  attended;  Belarius,  Guidbrios,  Arvi- 
RAGUs ,  PiSANio ,  and  Roman  Captives.  The  Captains  present 
PosTHUMUs  to  Gtmbelinb  ,  who  dcHvers  him  over  to  a  Jailer; 
qfter  which,  all  go  out. 

SCENE  IV. 

A  Prison. 

Enter  Posthumus  ,  and  lkt>o  Jailerx. 

1  Jail.    You  shall  not  now  he  stolen ;  you  have  locks  upon 

you: 
So ,  graze  as  you  find  pasture. 

2  Jail.  Ay,  or  a  stomach. 

[Exeunt  Jailers. 
Post.    Most  welcome,  bondage,  for  thou  art  a  way 
I  think,  to  liberty.    Yet  am  I  better 
Than  one  that 's  sick  o'  the  goul;  smc^  Yv«\i^^i^\.\aAt 
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oan  so  in  perpetuity,  thao  be  cur'd 
r  the  sure  physician,  death,  who  is  the  key 
unbar  these  loclis.    My  conscience ,  thou  art  fetter'd 
ore  than  my  shanlis ,  and  wrists :  you  good  gods ,  give  me 
le  penitent  instrument  to  pick  that  bolt , 
len,  free  for  ever!    Is 't  enough,  I  am  sorry? 
)  children  temporal  fathers  do  appease ; 
)ds  are  more  full  of  mercy.    Most  I  repent? 
cannot  do  it  better  than  in  gyves , 
3sir'd,  more  than  constrain'd :  to  satisfy^ 
ofmy  freedom 'tis  the  main  part,  take 
)  stricter  render  of  me ,  than  my  all. 
inow ,  you  are  more  clement  than  vile  men , 
lio  of  their  broken  debtors  take  a  third, 
sixth,  a  tenth,  letting  them  thrive  again 
Q  their  abatement :  that  *s  not  my  desire. 
)r  Imogen's  dear  life ,  take  mine;  and  though 
'  is  not  so  dear ,  yet 't  is  a  life ;  you  coin'd  it 
?ween  man  and  man  they  weigh  not  every  stamp, 
tirough  light,  take  pieces  for  the  figure's  sake : 
3u  rather  mine ,  being  yours;  and  so,  great  powers, 
you  will  take  this  audit,  take  this  life , 
nd  cancel  these  cold  bonds.    0  Imogen ! 
11  speak  to  thee  in  silence.  iHe  sleeps, 

'ilemn  Music.  Enter  ^  as  an  y^pparition ,  Sicilics  Leonatus, 
Father  to  Posthumus,  an  old  Man,  attired  like  a  JVarrior; 
leading  in  his  Hand  an  ancient  Matron ,  kis  Wife  and  Mother 
to  Posthumus,  with  Music  before  them:  then,  qfter  other 
Music  follow  the  Two  young  Leonati,  Brothers  to  Posthu- 
mus ,  with  Wounds  as  they  died  in  the  Wars,  They  circle 
Posthumus  rounds  as  he  lies  sleeping, 

Sid.    No  more,  thouthutider-master,  show 
Thy  spite  on  mortal  flies : 
With  Mars  fall  out ,  with  Juno  chide , 
That  thy  adulteries 
Hates  and  revenges. 
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Hath  my  poor  boy  done  aught  but  w^llT 

Whose  face  I  never  saw ; 
I  died ,  whilst  in  the  womb  he  stay'd 

Attending  nature's  law. 
Whose  father,  then,  (as  men  report , 

Thou  orphans'  father  art) 
Thou  shouldst  have  been ,  and  shielded  him 

From  this  earth-vexing  smart. 

Moth.    Lucina  lent  not  me  her  aid , 
But  took  me  in  my  throes ; 
That  from  me  was  Posthumus  ript. 
Came  crying  'mongst  his  foes , 
A  thing  of  pity! 

Sid.    Great  nature,  like  his  ancestry , 
Moulded  the  stuff  so  fair. 
That  he  deserv'd  the  praise  o'  the  world , 
As  great  Sicilins'  heir. 

1  Bro.    When  once  he  was  mature  for  man , 

In  Britain  where  was  he , 
That  could  stand  up  his  parallel , 

Or  fruitful  object  be 
In  eye  of  Imogen ,  that  best 

Gould  deem  his  dignity? 

Moth.    With  marriage  wherefore  was  he  mock'd 
Tobeexird,  and  thrown 
From  Leonati'  seat ,  and  cast 
From  her  his  dearest  one , 
Sweet  Imogen? 

Sid.    Why  did  you  suffer  lachimo , 

Slight  thing  of  Italy, 
To  taint  his  nobler  heart  and  brain 

With  needless  jealousy ; 
And  to  become  the  geek  and  scorn 

0'  the  other's  villain^*! 
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2  Bro,    For  this  from  stiller  seats  yit  came , 
Our  parents,  and  us  twain, 
That  striking  in  our  country's  cause 

Fell  bravely ,  and  were  slain ; 
Our  fealty ,  and  Tenantius'  right , 
With  honour  to  maintain. 
1  Bro.    Like  hardiment  Posthumus  hath 
To  Cymbeline  performed : 
Then,  Jupiter^  thou  king  of  gods. 
Why  hast  thou  thus  adjourn 'd 
The  graces  for  his  merits  due. 
Being  all  to  dolours  turn'd? 
Sici,    Thy  crystal  window  ope ;  look,  lookout: 
No  longer  exercise , 
Upon  a  valiant  race ,  thy  harsh 
And  potent  injuries. 
Moth,    Since,  Jupiter,  our  son  is  good , 

Take  off  his  miseries. 
Sid.    Peep  through  thy  marble  mansion ;  help! 
Or  we  poor  ghosts  will  cry , 
To  the  shining  synod  of  the  rest, 
Against  thy  deity. 
%Bro.    Help,  Jupiter!  or  we  appeal. 
And  from  thy  justice  fly. 

PITER  descends  in  Thunder  and  Lightnings  sit&ng  upon  an 
Eagle:  he  throws  a  Thunderbolt;  the  Ghosts  fall  on  their 
Knees, 

ip.    No  more,  you  petty  spirits  of  region  low , 
Offend  our  hearing :  hush !  ~  How  dare  you  ghosts 
ccuse  the  thunderer ,  whose  bolt  you  know , 
Sky-planted ,  batters  all  rebelling  coasts? 
)or  shadows  of  Elysium,  hence;  and  rest 
Upon  your  never-withering  banks  of  flowers : 
e  not  with  mortal  accidents  opprest; 
Jio  care  of  yours  it  is;  you  know,  'l\so\tts% 
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Whom  best  I  love,  I  cross;  to  make  my  gift , 

The  more  delay'd ,  delighted.    Be  content; 
Your  low-laid  son  our  godhead  will  uplift :  « 

His  comforts  thrive ,  his  trials  well  are  spent. 
Our  Jovial  star  reign'd  at  his  birth ,  and  in 

Our  temple  was  he  married.  —  Rise ,  and  fade !  — 
He  shall  be  lord  of  lady  Imogen , 

Aod  happier  much  by  his  affliction  made. 
This  tablet  lay  upon  his  breast ,  wherein 

Our  pleasure  his  full  fortune  doth  confine ; 
And  so,  away:  no  farther  with  your  din 

Express  impatience ,  lest  you  stir  up  mine.  — 

Mount,  eagle,  to  my  palace  crystalline.  [Ascends. 

Sici,    He  came  in  thunder ;  his  celestial  breath 
Was  sulphurous  to  smell :  the  holy  eagle 
Stoop'd,  as  to  foot  us:  his  ascension  is 
More  sweet  than  our  bless'd  fields.    His  royal  bird 
Prunes  the  immortal  wing ,  and  cloys  his  beak , 
As^when  his  god  is  pleas'd. 

All.  Thanks,  Jupiter. 

Sici.    The  marble  pavement  closes ;  he  is  entered 
His  radiant  roof.  —  Away !  and ,  to  be  blest , 
Let  us  with  care  perform  his  great  behest.  [Ghosts  vanish. 

Post.   [JFaking.'\  Sleep,   thou  hast  been  a  grandsire,   and 
begot 
A  father  to  me ;  and  thou  hast  created 
A  mother,  and  two  brothers.    But  (0  scorn!) 
Gone !  they  went  hence  so  soon  as  they  were  bom , 
And  so  I  am  awake.  — Poor  wretches ,  that  depend 
On  greatness'  favour ,  dream  as  I  have  done ; 
Wake ,  and  find  nothing.  —  But ,  alas ,  I  swerve : 
Many  dream  not  to  find ,  neither  deserve , 
And  yet  are  steep 'd  in  favours ;  so  am  I , 
That  have  this  golden  chance ,  and  know  not  why. 
What  fairies  haunt  this  ground?  A  book?  0 ,  ralre  one ! 
Be  not,  as  is  our  fangled  world ,  a  garment 
Nobler  than  that  it  covets  i  lei  v\\>j  «i\l^t\& 
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So  follow ,  to  be  most  unlike  our  courtiers , 
As  good  as  promise. 

[Reads.]  **  Wheo  as  a  lion's  whelp  shall ,  to  himself  unknown, 
without  seeking  find,  and  be  embraced  by  a  piece  of  tender  air; 
and  when  from  a  stately  cedar  shall  be  lopped  branches ,  which^ 
being  dead  many  years ,  shall  after  revive ,  be  jointed  to  the  old 
stock,  and  freshly  grow ,  then  shall  Posthumus  end  his  miseries, 
Britain  be  fortunate,  and  flourish  in  peace  and  plenty." 

'T  is  still  a  dream ,  or  else  such  stuff  as  madmen 
Tongue,  and  brain  not;  either  both,  or  nothing: 
Or  senseless  speaking ,  or  a  speaking  such 
As  sense  cannot  untie.    Be  what  it  is , 
The  action  of  my  life  is  like  it,  which 
1  '11  keep ,  if  but  for  sympathy. 

Re-enter  Jailers. 

Jail.    Come,  Sir,  are  you  ready  for  death? 

Post,    Over-roasted,  rather;  ready  long  ago. 

Jail.  Hanging  is  the  word.  Sir:  if  you  be  ready  for  that,  you 
are  well  cooked. 

Post,  So ,  if  I  prove  a  good  repast  to  the  spectators,  the  dish 
pays  the  shot. 

Jail.  A  heavy  reckoning  for  you,  Sir;  but  the  comfort  is, 
yon  shall  be  called  to  no  more  payments,  fear  no  more  tavern  bills, 
which  are  often  the  sadness  of  parting,  as  the  procuring  of  mirth. 
Yon  come  in  faint  for  want  of  meat,  depart  reeling  with  too  much 
drink;  sorry  that  you  have  paid  too  much,  and  sorry  that  you  are 
paid  too  much ;  purse  and  brain  both  empty :  the  brain  the  heavier 
for  being  too  light,  the  purse  too  light,  being  drawn  of  heaviness. 
O!  ofthis  contradiction  you  shall  now  be  quit.  —  0,  the  charity 
of  a  penny  cord !  it  sums  up  thousands  in  a  trice :  you  have  no  true 
debitor  and  creditor  but  it ;  ofwhat'spast,  is,  and  to  come,  the 
discharge.  —  Your  neck.  Sir,  is  pen,  book,  and  counters;  so 
the  acquittance  follows. 

Post.    I  am  merrier  to  die ,  than  thou  art  to  live. 

Jail.  Indeed,  Sir,  he  that  sleeps  feels  not  the  tQotVk-«s.^^\ 
but  a  man  that  were  to  sleep  your  sleep ,  wi^  %.\iM!i^BccasiV»'^'^ 
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him  to  bed ,  I  think ,  he  would  change  places  with  his  officer;  for, 
look  you,  Sir,  you  know  not  which  way  you  shall  go. 

Post,    Yes,  indeed  do  I,  fellow. 

Jail,  Your  death  has  eyes  in  's  head ,  then ;  I  have  not  seen 
him  so  pictured :  you  must  either  be  directed  by  some  that  take 
upon  them  to  know,  or  take  upon  yourself  that,  which  I  am  sure 
you  do  not  know,  or  jump  the  after-inquiry  on  your  own  peril: 
and  how  you  shall  speed  in  your  journey's  end,  I  think  you  '11 
never  return  to  tell  one. 

Post,  I  tell  thee ,  fellow ,  there  are  none  want  eyes  to  direct 
them  the  way  I  am  going ,  but  such  as  wink ,  and  will  not  use 
them. 

JaiL  What  an  infinite  mock  is  this,  that  a  man  should  have 
the  best  use  of  eyes  to  see  the  way  of  blindness  1  I  am  sure,  hang- 
ing 's  the  way  of  winking. 

Enter  a  Messenger, 
Mess,    Knock  off  his  manacles:  bring  your  prisoner  to  the 
king. 

Post,    Thou  bring'st  good  news.    I  am  called  to  be  made  free. 
Jail,    I '11  be  hanged ,  then. 

Post,  Thou  shalt be  then  freer  than  a  jailer;  no  bolts  for  the 
dead.  [Exeunt  Posthumus  and  Messenger, 

Jail,  Unless  a  man  would  marry  a  gallows,  and  beget  young 
gibbets,  I  never  saw  one  so  prone.  Yet,  on  my  conscience,  there 
are  verier  knaves  desire  to  live ,  for  all  he  be  a  Roman ;  and  there 
be  some  of  them  too ,  that  die  against  their  wills :  so  should  I,  if  I 
were  one.  I  would  we  were  all  of  one  mind ,  and  one  mind  good : 
0 ,  there  were  desolation  of  jailers ,  and  gallowses !  I  speak 
against  my  present  profit,  but  my  wish  hath  a  preferment  in 't. 

[Exeunt, 
SCENE  V. 
Ctmbelikb's  Tent. 
Enter  Ctmbelike,  Belarius,  Guiderius,  Arviraous, 

PiSANiOj  Lords  ^  Officers^  and  Attendants, 
Cym,    Stand  by  my  side ,  you  whom  the  gods  have  made 
Preservers  of  my  throne.    'Woe  \s  m^\i«iwv  ^ 
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That  the  poor  soldier ,  that  so  richly  fought , 
Whose  rags  sham'd  gilded  arms ,  whose  naked  breast 
Stepp'd  before  targe  of  proof,  cannot  be  found : 
He  shall  be  happy  that  can  find  him ,  if 
Our  grace  can  make  him  so. 

Bel.  I  never  saw 

Such  noble  fury  in  so  poor  a  thing ; 
Such  precious  deeds  in  one,  that  promised  nought 
But  beggary  and  poor  looks. 

Cym.  No  tidings  of  him  ? 

Pis,    He  hath  been  searched  among  the  dead  and  living , 
But  no  trace  of  him. 

Cytn.  To  my  grief,  lam 

The  heir  of  his  reward ;  which  I  will  add 
To  you,  the  liver,  heart,  and  brain  of  Britain, 
By  whom,  I  grant,  she  lives.    *T  is  now  the  time 
Toaskofwhenceyouare:  —  report  it. 

Bel.  Sir, 

In  Cambria  are  we  bom ,  and  gentlemen. 
Farther  to  boast,  were  neither  true  nor  modest , 
Unless  I  add ,  we  are  honest. 

Cym.  Bow  your  knees. 

Arise,  my  knights  o' the  battle :  I  create  you 
Companions  to  our  person ,  and  will  fit  you 
With  dignities  becoming  your  estates. 

Enter  Cornelius  and  Ladies. 
There 's  business  in  these  faces.  —  Why  so  sadly 
Greet  you  our  victory?  you  look  like  Bomans , 
And  not  o*  the  court  of  Britain. 

Cor,  Hail,  great  king! 

To  sour  your  happiness,  I  must  report 
The  queen  is  dead. 

Cym.  Whom  worse  than  a  physician 

Would  this  report  become?    But  I  consider , 
By  medicine  life  may  be  prolonged ,  yet  de^X\i 
Win  seize  the  doctor  too.  —  How  ended  s\i^1 
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Cor.    With  horror,  madly  dying ,  like  her  life; 
Which,  being  cruel  to  the  worid ,  concladed 
Most  cruel  to  herself.    What  she  confessed , 
I  will  report ,  so  please  you :  these  her  women 
Can  trip  me,  if  I  err,  who  with  wet  cheeks 
Were  present  when  she  finished. 

Cym.  Pr'ythee,  say. 

Cor.    First,  she  confessed  she  never  lov'd  you;  only 
Affected  greatness  got  by  you ,  not  you : 
Married  your  royalty ,  was  wife  to  your  place , 
Abhorr'd  your  person. 

Cym.  She  alone  knew  this ; 

And,  but  she  spoke  it  dying,  I  would  not 
Believe  her  lips  in  opening  it.    Proceed. 

Cor.    Your  daughter,  whom  she  bore  in  hand  to  love 
With  such  integrity ,  she  did  confess 
Was  as  a  scorpion  to  her  sight ;  whose  life , 
But  that  her  flight  prevented  it,  she  had 
Ta'en  off  by  poison. 

Cym.  0  most  delicate  fiend ! 

Who  is 't  can  read  a  woman?  —  Is  there  more? 

Cor.    More,  Sir,  and  worse.    She  did  confess ,  she  had 
For  you  a  mortal  mineral ;  which ,  being  took , 
Should  by  the  minute  feed  on  life ,  and  lingering 
By  inches  waste  you :  in  which  time  she  purposed , 
By  watching,  weeping,  tendance,  kissing,  to 
Overcome  you  with  her  show ;  and  in  time 
(When  she  had  fitted  you  with  her  craft)  to  work 
Her  son  into  th'  adoption  of  the  crown: 
But  failing  of  her  end  by  his  strange  absence , 
Grew  shameless-desperate ;  open'd,  in  despite 
Ofheavenandmen,  her  purposes;  repented 
The  evils  she  hatch'd  were  not  effected ;  so. 
Despairing  died. 

Cym.  Heard  you  all  this,  her  women? 

Ladi/,    We  did  so,  ^ease>io\tt\»%Vv\wss&. 
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Were  not  io  fault ,  for  she  was  beautiful ; 

Mine  ears,  that  heard  her  flattery ;  nor  my  heart, 

That  thought  her  like  her  seeming ;  it  had  been  vicious , 

To  have  mistrusted  her :  yet,  O  my  daughter! 

That  it  was  folly  in  me ,  thou  may'st  say , 

And  prove  it  in  thy  feeling.    Heaven  mend  all ! 

Enter  Lucius,    Iachimo,    the  Soothsayer ,    and  other  Roman 
Prisoners  J  guarded;  Vostrvuvs  behind ,  and  Imo&eta. 

Thou  com'st  not ^  Gains,  now  for  tribute :  that 

The  Britons  have  raz'd  out,  though  with  the  loss 

Of  many  a  bold  one ;  whose  kinsmen  have  made  suit , 

That  their  good  souls  may  be  appeas'd  with  slaughter 

Of  you  their  captives ,  which  ourself  have  granted : 

So,  think  of  your  estate. 

Luc.    Consider,  Sir,  the  chance  of  war:  the  day 

Was  yours  by  accident;  had  it  gone  with  us , 

We  should  not ,  when  the  blood  was  cool ,  have  threatened 

Our  prisoners  with  the  sword.    But  since  the  gods 

Will  have  it  thus ,  that  nothing  but  our  lives 

May  be  call'd  ransom ,  let  it  come :  ^ufficeth , 

A  Roman  with  a  Roman's  heart  can  suffer: 

Augustus  lives  to  think  on  't ;  and  so  much 

For  my  peculiar  care.    This  one  thing  only 

I  will  entreat :  my  boy,  a  Briton  born. 

Let  him  be  ransom'd :  never  master  had  ^ 

A  page  so  kind ,  so  duteous ,  diligent,  • 

So  tender  over  his  occasions ,  true, 

So  feat ,  so  nurse-like.    Let  his  virtue  join 

With  my  request,  which,  I '11  make  bold ,  your  highness 

Cannot  deny :  he  hath  done  no  Briton  harm , 

Though  he  have  serv'd  a  Roman.    Save  him,  Sir, 

And  spare  no  blood  beside. 

Cym,  I  have  surely  seen  him : 

His  favour  is  familiar  to  me.  —  Boy , 

Thou  hast  look'd  thyself  into  my  grace , 

And  art  mine  own.  —  J  know  not  why ,  not  -vtei^lot^  ^ 


95  CTMBEUNE. 

To  say,  liye,  boy:  ne'er  thank  thy  master;  live, 
And  ask  of  Cymbeline  what  boon  thoa  wilt , 
Fitting  my  bounty  and  thy  state ,  I  '11  give  it ; 
Yea ,  though  thou  do  demand  a  prisoner , 
The  noblest  ta'en. 

Imo.  I  hambly  thank  your  highness. 

Luc.    I  do  not  bid  thee  beg  my  life ,  good  lad. 
And  yet  I  know  thou  wilt. 

Into.  No,  no;  alack! 

There 's  other  work  in  hand.  —  I  see  a  thing 
Bitter  to  me  as  death.  —  Your  life ,  good  master , 
Must  shuffle  for  itself. 

Lue.  The  boy  disdains  me , 

He  leaves  me,  scorns  me:  briefly  die  their  joys. 
That  place  them  on  the  truth  of  girls  and  boys.  — 
Why  stands  he  so  perplex'd? 

Cym.  What would*st thou,  boy? 

I  love  thee  more  and  more ;  think  more  and  more 
What 's  best  to  ask.    Know*st  him  thou  look'st  on  ?  speak ; 
Wilt  have  him  live?    Is  he  thy  kin?  thy  friend? 

Imo.    He  is  a  Roman;  n'o  more  kin  to  me , 
Than  I'to  your  highness ,  who ,  being  born  your  vassal , 
Am  something  nearer. 

Cym,  Wherefore  ey'st  him  so  ? 

Imo.    I '11  tell  yon,  Sir,  in  private,  if  you  please 
To  give  me  hearing. 

Cym.  Ay,  with  all  my  heart, 

And  lend  my  best  attention.    What 's  thy  name  ? 

Imo.    Fidele,  Sir. 

Cym.  Thou  art  my  good  youth ,  my  page; 

I '11  be  thy  master :  walk  with  me;  speak  freely. 

[Ctmbelinb  and  Imogbd  converse  apo 

Bel.    Is  not  this  boy  reviv'd  from  death  ? 

Arv.  One  sand  anothe 

Not  more  resembles :  that  sweet  rosy  lad , 
Who  died ,  and  was  Fidele.  —  What  think  you? 

6rm'.    The  same  dead  Uilnf^  aAri^. 
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Bel.    Peace,  peace!  see  farther;  he  eyes  us  not :  forbear, 
Creatures  may  be  alike :  were 't  he ,  I  am  smre 
He  would  have  spoke  to  us. 

Gui.  But  we  saw  him  dead. 

Bel.    Be  silent;  let 's  see  farther. 

PU.  [j4side.]  It  is  my  mistress ! 

Since  she  is  living ,  let  the  time  run  on , 
To  good ,  or  bad.  [Gtmbeline  and  Imogen  comefoffDc 

Cym.  Come ,  stand  thou  by  our  side : 

Make  thy  demand  aloud.  —  Sir,  [To  Iacuimo.]  step  you  forth 
Give  answer  to  this  boy ,  and  do  it  freely , 
Or ,  by  our  greatness ,  and  the  grace  of  it , 
Which  is  our  honour ,  bitter  torture  shall 
Winnow  the  truth  from  falsehood.  —  On ,  speak  to  him. 

Into.    My  boon  is,  that  this  gentleman  may  render 
Of  whom  he  had  this  ring. 

Post.  [Aside.]  What 's  that  to  him? 

Cym.    That  diamond  upon  your  finger ,  say, 
How  came  it  yours? 

lack.    Thou  'It  torture  me  to  leave  unspoken  that 
Which ,  to  be  spoke ,  would  torture  thee. 

Cym.  How!  me? 

lae/i.    I  am  glad  to  be  constrain'd  to  utter  that  which 
Torments  me  to  conceal.    By  viliany 
I  got  this  ring :  't  was  Leonatus'  jewel ; 
Whom  thou  didst  banish ;  and  (which  more  may  grieye  thee, 
As  it  doth  me)  a  nobler  sir  ne'er  liv'd 
Twixt  sky  and  ground.    Wilt  thou  hear  more ,  my  lord? 

Cym.    All  that  belongs  to  this . 

lack.  That  paragon,  thydaugh 

For  whom  my  heart  drops  blood ,  and  my  false  spirits 
Quail  to  remember ,  —  Give  me  leave ;  I  faint. 

Cym.    My  daughter!  what  of  her?    Renew  thy  strength : 
I  had  rather  thou  should'st  live  while  nature  will , 
Than  die  ere  I  hear  more.    Strive  man,  and  speak. 

lack.    Upon  a  time,  (unhappy  was l\i«  t\o^ 
Tbst  struck  the  bom)  it  was  in  Rome ,  ^accxnts"  di 
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Themansion  where) 'twas  at  a  feast,  (0!  would 

Our  viands  had  been  poison'd ,  or  at  least 

Those  which  I  heav'd  to  head)  the  good  Posthumus , 

(What  should  I  say?  he  was  too  good  to  be 

Where  ill  men  were ,  and  was  the  best  of  all 

Amongst  the  rar'st  of  good  ones)  sitting  sadly , 

Hearing  us  praise  our  loves  of  Italy 

For  beauty ,  that  made  barren  the  swelled  boast 

Ofhim  that  best  could  speak:  for  feature,  laming 

The  shrine  of  Venus ,  or  straightr-pight  Minerva , 

Postures  beyond  brief  nature ;  for  condition , 

A  shop  of  all  the  qualities  that  man 

Loves  woman  for;  besides,  that  hook  of  wiving, 

Fairness ,  which  strikes  the  eye :  — 

Cym.  I  stand  on  fire. 

Gome  to  the  matter. 

lack.  All  too  soon  I  shall , 

Unless  thou  would'st  grieve  quickly.  —  This  Posthumus , 
(Most  like  a  noble  lord  in  love ,  and  one 
That  had  a  royal  lover)  took  his  hint; 
And,  not  dispraising  whom  we  prais'd ,  (therein 
He  was  as  calm  as  virtue)  he  began 
His  mistress'  picture ;  which  by  his  tongue  being  made , 
And  then  a  mind  put  in  't,  either  our  brags 
Were  crack'd  of  kitchen  trulls,  or  his  description 
Prov'd  us  unspeaking  sots. 

Cym.  Nay,  nay,  to  the  purpose. 

lack.    Your  daughter's  chastity  —  there  it  begins. 
He  spake  of  her  as  Dian  had  hot  dreams. 
And  she  alone  were  cold :  whereat,  I,  wretch. 
Made  scruple  of  his  praise ;  and  wager'd  with  him 
Pieces  of  gold  'gainst  this ,  which  then  he  wore 
Upon  his  honour'd  finger,  to  attain 
In  suit  the  place  of  his  bed ,  and  win  this  ring 
By  her's  and  mine  adultery.    He,  true  knight, 
No  lesser  of  her  honour  cotiftd^wt 
TAafl/ did  truly  find  her,  stakes  l\vv^tvci%\ 
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And  would  so ,  had  it  been  a  carbancle 

Of  Phoebus' wheel;  and  might  so  safely,  had  it 

Been  all  the  worth  of  his  car.    Away  to  Britain 

Post  I  in  this  design .  well  may  you,  Sir, 

Bemember  me  at  court ,  where  I  was  taught 

Of  your  chaste  daughter  the  wide  difference 

'  Twixt  amorous  and  villainous.    Being  thus  quench'd 

Of  hope,  not  longing,  mine  Italian  brain 

'  Gan  in  your  duller  Britain  operate 

Host  vilely;  for  my  vantage ,  excellent; 

And,  to  be  brief,  my  practice  so  prevail'd , 

That  I  return'd  with  simular  proof,  enough 

To  make  the  noble  Leonatus  mad , 

By  wounding  his  belief  in  her  renown 

With  tokens  thus ,  and  thus ;  averring  notes 

Of  chamber-hanging,  pictures,  this  her  bracelet , 

(0  cunning,  how  I  got  it!)  nay,  some  marks 

Of  secret  on  her  person ,  that  he  could  not 

But  think  her  bond  of  chastity  quite  crack'd , 

I  having  ta'en  the  forfeit.    Whereupon ,  — 

Methinks,  I  see  him  now, — 

Post,  Ay,  so  thou  dost, 

[Coming  forward, 
Italian  fiend !  —  Ah  me !  most  credulous  fool , 
Egregious  murderer,  thief,  any  thing 
That 's  due  to  all  the  villains  past,  in  being. 
To  come !  —  0 ,  give  me  cord ,  or  knife ,  or  poison , 
Some  upright  justicer!    Thou,  king,  send  out 
For  torturers  ingenious :  it  is  I 
That  all  the  abhorred  things  o'  the  earth  amend , 
By  being  worse  than  they.    I  am  Posthumus , 
That  kill'd  thy  daughter :  —  villain-like ,  I  lie ; 
That  caus'd  a  lesser  villain  than  myself, 
A  sacrilegious  thief,  to  do  't :  —  the  temple 
Of  virtue  was  She :  —  yea ,  and  she  herself 
Spit,  and  throw  stones ,  cast  mire  upon  me;  s«l 
The  dogs  a '  the  street  to  bar  me :  every  viU&iii 
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kcall'i.  K>«:^«n$ LMoatiis ,  and 

M;^{s««=.  nylife,  mjvife!    O Imogen, 
laMcn.  I»»«a! 

In^.  Jhence.  mrlord!  kear,  kear!  — 

Pc^.    SUl  '<  kxre  a  pUj  of  tkis?    Tboa  scomfiil  page , 
Tkn«  Ik  ;kT  pan.  [Sirikimf^  ker:  skeJalU. 

Pis.  O.  gentlemen!  Mp. 

XiBe.  andTotarmislress^  — O.  BTlordPosClmmiis! 
Ton  ne'er  kill'd  Im««en  till  now.  —  Help ,  lielp !  — 
MinelKHionrdUdTr 

Cym.  Dims  tlie  vorld  go  round? 

Aw/.    Hov  come  tbese  staggets  on  me? 

Fis,  Wake,  my  mistress! 

C^rv.    Ifthisbeso,  Ike  ^ods  do  mean  to  strike  me 
To  deatk  viik  mortal  jot. 

Fis,  How  fares  mj  mistress? 

/jB«.    O !  get  Ikee  from  my  sigkt; 
Tkon  gaT*st  me  poison :  dangerous  feUow,  kence! 
Breatke  not  wkere  princes  are. 

Cym,  Tke  tune  of  Imogen! 

Pis,    Lady, 
Tke  gods  tkrow  stones  of  snlpknr  on  me ,  if 
That  box  I  gaTc  too  was  not  tboogkt  by  me 
A  precioos  thing :  I  had  it  from  tke  qneen. 

Cym.    New  matter  still? 

Imo,  It  poison*d  me. 

Cor.  O  gods! 

I  left  out  one  thing  which  the  queen  confessed. 
Which  must  approTe  thee  honest :  if  Pisanio 
Have,  said  she,  given  his  mistress  that  confection 
"HTiich  I  gave  him  for  a  cordial ,  she  is  seiy'd 
As  I  would  serve  a  rat. 

Cym.  ^Yial*s\\i\s,  CwcL^Uos? 

Cor.     The  queen ,  Sir ,  \erj  ^i^Vtav^tVasL^TMi 
To  temper  poisons  for  bet ;  s\VW  ^i^v^^^wv^ 
The  satisfaction  of  her  \Lao^\t^%^ ,  ^^M 
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lo  killing  creatures  >ile,  as  cats  and  dogs 

Of  no  esteem :  I ,  dreading  tbat  her  purpose 

Was  of  more  danger ,  did  compound  for  her 

A  certain  stuff,  which ,  being  ta*en ,  would  cease 

The  present  power  of  life ;  but ,  in  short  time , 

All  offices  of  nature  should  again 

Do  their  due  functions.  —  Have  you  ta'en  of  it? 

Imo,    Most  like  I  did ,  for  I  was  dead. 

Bel.  My  boys, 

There  was  our  error. 

Gui,  This  is,  sure,  Fidele. 

Imo,    Why  did  you  throw  your  wedded  lady  from  you? 
Think ,  that  you  are  upon  a  rock ;  and  now 
Throw  me  again .  [Embracing  him. 

Post  Hang  there  like  fruit,  my  soul, 

Till  the  tree  die ! 

Cym.  How  now!  my  flesh,  my  child? 

What !  mak'st  thou  me  a  dullard  in  this  act? 
Wilt  thou  not  speak  to  me? 

Jmo.  Your  blessing.  Sir.  [Kneeling. 

BeL    Though  you  did  love  this  youth ,  I  blame  ye  not ; 
You  had  a  motive  for 't.  [To  Guiderius  and  Aryiragos. 

Cym.  My  tears  that  fall. 

Prove  holy  water  on  thee !    Imogen , 
Thy  mother 's  dead. 

Imo,  I  am  sorry  for 't,  my  lord. 

Cym,    O !  she  was  naught ;  and  'long  of  her  it  was^ 
That  we  meet  here  so  strangely :  but  her  son 
sgone,  we  know  not  how ,  nor  where. 

Pis.  My  lord, 

ow  fear  is  from  me ,  I  '11  speak  troth.    Lord  Cloten , 
pon  my  lady's  missing ,  came  to  me 

ith  his  sword  drawn ;  foam'd  at  the  mouth ,  and  swore , 
[  discover'd  not  which  way  she  was  gone , 

vas  my  instant  death.    By  accident , 

id  a  feigned  letter  of  my  master's 

a  in  my  pocket,  which  directed  Wxxa 
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To  seek  her  on  the  mountains  near  to  MUford ; 
Where,  in  a  frenzy,  in  my  master's  garments , 
Which  he  inforc'd  from  me ,  away  he  posts 
With  unchaste  purpose ,  and  with  oath  to  violate 
My  lady's  honour :  what  became  of  him , 
I  farther  know  not. 

Gui.  Let  me  end  the  story. 

I  slew  him  there. 

Cym»  Marry,  the  gods  forefend ! 

I  would  not  thy  good  deeds  should  from  my  lips 
Pluck  a  hard  sentence :  pr'ythee,  valiant  youth , 
Deny 't  again. 

GuL  I  have  spoke  it,  and  I  did  it. 

Cym.    He  was  a  prince. 

Gui.    A  most  uncivil  one.    The  wrongs  he  did  me 
Were  nothing  prince-like ;  for  he  did  provoke  me 
With  language  that  would  make  me  spurn  the  sea, 
If  it  could  so  roar  to  me.   I  cut  off 's  head ; 
And  am  right  glad ,  he  is  not  standing  here 
To  tell  this  tale  of  mine. 

Cym.  I  am  sorry  for  thee : 

By  thine  own  tongue  thou  art  condemned ,  and  must 
Endure  our  law.    Thou  art  dead. 

Imo.  That  headless  man 

I  thought  had  been  my  lord. 

Cym,  Bind  the  offender, 

And  take  him  from  our  presence. 

Bel.  Stay,  sir  king. 

This  is  better  than  the  man  he  slew , 
As  well  descended  as  thyself;  and  hath 
More  of  thee  merited ,  than  a  band  of  Clotens 
Had  ever  scar  for.  —  Let  his  arms  alone ;  [To  the  Guard. 

They  were  not  born  for  bondage. 

Cym.  Why,  old  soldier, 

Wilt  thou  undo  the  worth  thou  art  unpaid  for , 
Bf  tasting  of  our  wrath?  How  oC  descent 
As  good  as  we? 
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Arv,  In  that  he  spake  too  far. 

Cym,    And  thou  shalt  die  for 't. 

Bel.  We  will  die  all  three : 

But  I  will  prove  that  two  on 's  are  as  good 
As  I  have  given  out  him.  —  My  sons ,  I  must 
For  mine  own  part  unfold  a  dangerous  speech, 
Though,  haply,  well  for  you. 

Jrv.  Your  danger 's  ours. 

Gui,    And  our  good  his. 

Bel.  Have  at  it,  then,  by  leave. 

Thouhadst,  great  king,  a  subject,  whowascall'd 
Belarius. 

Cym.    What  of  him?  he  is 
A  banish'd  traitor. 

Bel.  He  it  is  that  hath 

Assum'd  this  age :  indeed,  a  banish'd  man ; 
I  know  not  how,  a  traitor. 

Cym.  Take  him  hence. 

The  whole  world  shall  not  save  him. 

Bel.  Not  loo  hot: 

First  pay  me  for  the  nursing  of  thy  sons ; 
And  let  it  be  confiscate  all ,  so  soon 
As  I  have  receiv'd  it. 

Cym.  Nursing  of  my  sons  ? 

Bel.    I  am  too  blunt ,  and  saucy ;  here 's  my  knee : 
Ere  I  arise ,  I  will  prefer  my  sons ; 
Then , .  spare  not  the  old  father.    Mighty  Sir , 
These  two  young  gentlemen ,  that  call  me  father, 
And  think  they  are  my  sons,  are  none  of  mine : 
They  are  the  issue  of  your  loins ,  my  liege , 
And  blood  of  your  begetting. 

Cym.  How!  my  issue? 

Bel.    So  sure  as  you  your  father 's.    I ,  old  Morgan, 
Am  that  Belarius  whom  you  sometime  banish'd : 
Your  pleasure  was  my  mere  offence ,  my  punishment 
Itself,  and  all  my  treason ;  that  I  suffered 
Was  all  the  barm  I  did.    These  gentle  priutes 
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(For  such ,  and  so  they  are)  these  twenty  years 
Have  I  train'd  up ;  those  arts  they  have ,  as  I 
Could  put  into  them :  my  breeding  was ,  Sir ,  as 
Your  highness  knows.    Their  nurse,  Euriphile, 
Whom  for  the  theft  I  wedded ,  stole  these  children 
Upon  my  banishment :  I  mov'd  her  to 't ; 
Having  receiv'd  the  punishment  before, 
For  that  which  I  did  then :  beaten  for  loyalty 
Excited  me  to  treason .    Their  dear  loss , 
The  more  of  you 't  was  felt,  the  more  it  shap'd 
Unto  my  end  of  stealing  them.    But,  gracious  Sir, 
Here  are  your  sons  again ;  and  I  must  lose 
Two  of  the  sweet'st  companions  in  the  world.  — 
The  benediction  of  these  covering  heavens 
Fall  on  their  heads  like  dew !  for  they  are  worthy 
To  inlay  heaven  with  stars. 

Cym,  Thouweep'st,  andspeak'st. 

The  service ,  that  you  three  have  done ,  is  more 
Unlike  than  this  thou  tell'st.     I  lost  my  children : 
If  these  be  they ,  I  know  not  how  to  wish 
A  pair  of  worthier  sons. 

Bel.  Be  pleas'd  a  while. 

This  gentleman ,  whom  I  call  Polydore , 
Most  worthy  prince,  as  your's  is  true  Guiderius : 
This  gentleman ,  myCadwal,  Arviragus, 
Your  younger  princely  son :  he.  Sir,  waslapp'd 
In  a  most  curious  mantle ,  wrought  by  the  hand 
Of  his  queen  mother,  which,  for  more  probation, 
I  can  with  ease  produce. 

Cym.  Guiderius  had 

Upon  his  neck  a  mole ,  a  sanguine  star : 
It  was  a  mark  of  wonder. 

Bel.  This  is  he , 

Who  hath  upon  him  still  that  natural  stamp. 
It  was  wise  nature's  end  in  the  donation , 
To  be  his  evidence  now. 
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A  mother  to  the  birth  of  three?    Ne'er  mother 
Rejoic'd  deliverance  more.  —  Bless'd  pray  you  be , 
That  after  this  strange  starting  from  your  orbs , 
You  may  reign  in  them  now.  —  0  Imogen ! 
Thou  hast  lost  by  this  a  kingdom. 

Imo,  No,  my  lord; 

I  have  got  two  worlds  by 't.  —  O ,  my  gentle  brothers ! 
Have  we  thus  met?    O!  never  say  hereafter , 
But  I  am  truest  speaker :  you  call'd  me  brother , 
When  I  was  but  your  sister ;  I  you  brothers , 
When  you  were  so  indeed. 

Cyin.  Did  you  e'er  meet? 

Ai*v.    Ay,  my  good  lord. 

Gui.  And  at  Orst  meeting  lov*d ; 

Continued  so ,  until  we  thought  he  died. 

Cor.    By  the  queen's  dram  she  swallow'd. 

Cym.  0  rare  instincX 

When  shall  I  hear  all  through?    This  fierce  abridgment 
Hath  to  it  circumstantial  branches,  which 
Distinction  should  be  rich  in.  —  Where?  how  liv'd  you? 
And  when  came  you  to  serve  our  Roman  captive? 
How  parted  with  your  brothers?  how  first  met  them? 
Why  fled  you  from  the  court,  and  whither?   These, 
And  your  three  motives  to  the  battle ,  with 
I  know  not  how  much  more,  should  be  demanded , 
And  all  the  other  by-dependencies , 
From  chance  to  chance ;  but  nor  the  time ,  nor  place. 
Will  serve  our  long  inter'gatories.     See , 
Posthumus  anchors  upon  Imogen ; 
And  she,  like  harmless  lightning ,  throws  her  eye 
On  him,  her  brothers,  me,  her  master,  hitting 
Each  object  with  a  joy :  the  counterchange 
Is  severally  in  all.    Let 's  quit  this  ground , 
And  smoke  the  temple  with  our  sacrifices.  — 
Thou  art  my  brother :  so  we  '11  hold  thee  ever.         [To  B&i.ksj 

Into.    You  are  my  father ,  too;  anddVoLi^Wcs^tftfe, 
To  see  this  gracious  seasoD . 
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Cym,  AUo'erjoy'd, 

Save  these  in  bonds :  let  them  be  joyful  too , 
For  they  shall  taste  our  comfort. 

Imo .  My  good  master , 

I  will  yet  do  you  service. 

Luc,  Happy  be  you ! 

Cym,    The  forlorn  soldier,  that  so  nobly  fought, 
He  would  have  well  become  this  place,  and  grac*d 
The  thankings  of  a  king. 

Post.  lam.  Sir, 

The  soldier  that  did  company  these  three 
In  poor  beseeming :  H  was  a  fitment  for 
The  purpose  I  then  foUow'd.  —  That  I  was  he, 
Speak,  lachimo:  I  had  you  down,  and  might 
Have  made  you  finish. 

lack,  I  am  down  again ;  [KneeUng. 

But  now  my  heavy  conscience  sinks  my  knee , 
As  then  your  force  did.    Take  that  life ,  beseech  you , 
Which  I  so  often  owe ;  but  your  ring  first , 
And  here  the  bracelet  of  the  truest  princess. 
That  ever  swore  her  faith. 

Post,  Kneel  not  to  me : 

The  power  that  I  have  on  you  is  to  spare  you ; 
The  malice  towards  you  to  forgive  you.    Live  ♦ 
And  deal  with  others  better. 

Cym.  Nobly  doomed. 

We  *11  learn  our  freeness  of  a  son-in-law : 
Pardon  *s  the  word  to  all. 

Arv.  You  holp  us ,  Sir , 

As  you  did  mean  indeed  to  be  our  brother; 
Joy'd  are  we ,  that  you  are. 

Post,    Your  servant,  princes.  —  Good  my  lord  of  Rome, 
Call  forth  your  soothsayer.    As  I  sleept ,  methought , 
Great  Jupiter ,  upon  his  eagle  back'd, 
Appear'd  to  me ,  with  other  spritely  shows 
Of  mine  owa  kindred :  when  I  'wak'd ,  1  fouxid 
Til js label  od  my  bosoin ;  wbose  conUmii^ 
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Is  so  from  sense  io  hardness ,  that  I  can 
Make  no  collection  of  it :  let  him  show 
His  skill  in  the  construction. 

Luc,  Philarmonus! 

Sooth.    Here,  my  good  lord.  [Coming  forward. 

Luc.  Read,  and  declare  the  meaning. 

Sooth.  [Reads."]  **When  as  a  lion's  whelp  shall,  to  himself 
unknown ,  without  seeking  find ,  and  be  embraced  by  a  piece  of 
tender  air;  and  when  from  a  stately  cedar  shall  be  lopped  branches, 
which  being  dead  many  years  shall  after  revive,  be  jointed  to  the 
old  stock ,  and  freshly  grow ,  then  shall  Posthumus  end  his  mise- 
ries ,  Britain  be  fortunate ,  and  flourish  in  peace  and  plenty." 
Thou,  Leonatus,  art  the  lion's  whelp ; 
The  fit  and  apt  construction  of  thy  name , 
Being  Leo-natus ,  doth  import  so  much. 

The  piece  of  tender  air ,  thy  virtuous  daughter,     [  To  Ctmbblimk. 
Which  we  call  mollis  aer;  and  mollis  aer 
We  term  it  mutter:  which  mt^/ter ,  I  divine, 
Is  this  most  constant  wife ;  who,  even  now. 
Answering  the  letter  of  the  oracle , 
Unknown  to  you ,  unsought,  were  clipp'd  about 
With  this  most  tender  air. 

Cym.  This  hath  some  seeming. 

Sooth.    The  lofty  cedar ,  royal  Cymbeline , 
Personates  thee ;  and  thy  lopp'd  branches  point 
Thy  two  sons  forth;  who,  by  Belarius  stolen , 
For  many  years  thought  dead ,  are  now  reviv'd , 
To  the  majestic  cedar  join'd ,  whose  issue 
Promises  Britain  peace  and  plenty. 

Cym.  Well, 

My  peace  we  will  begin.  —  And ,  Caius  Lucius , 
Although  the  victor,  we  submit  to  Caesar, 
And  to  the  Roman  empire ;  promising 
To  pay  our  wonted  tribute ,  from  the  which 
We  were  dissuaded  by  our  wicked  queen ; 
Whom  heavens,  injustice,  botliOiiYieT«ii^\kftx%^ 
Have  hid  most  heavy  hand. 
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Sooth.    The  fingers  of  the  powers  above  do  tune 
The  harmony  of  this  peace.    The  vision , 
Which  I  made  known  to  Lucius  ere  the  stroke 
Of  this  yet  scarce-cold  battle ,  at  this  instant 
Is  full  accomplished ;  for  the  Roman  eagle ,  . 
From  south  to  west  on  wing  soaring  aloft, 
Lessened  herself,  and  in  the  beams  o'  the  sun 
So  vanished :  which  foreshowed  our  princely  eagle, 
Th'  imperial  Cssar ,  should  again  unite 
His  favour  with  the  radiant  Cymbeline, 
Which  shines  here  in  the  west. 

Cym.  Laud  we  the  gods ; 

And  let  our  crooked  smokes  climb  to  their  nostrils 
From  our  bless'd  altars.    Publish  we  this  pe&ce 
To  all  our  subjects.    Set  we  forward.    Let 
A  Roman  and  a  Rritish  eusign  wave 
Friendly  together ;  so  through  Lud's  town  march , 
And  in  the  temple  of  great  Jupiter 
Our  peace  we  '11  ratify ;  seal  it  with  feasts.  — 
Set  on  there.  —  Never  was  a  war  did  cease , 
Ere  bloody  hands  were  wash'd ,  with  such  a  peace.  ^Exeunt. 
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